


Praise for Odd(ly) Enough

“In a fast-paced world where it’s easy to feel lost, 
this was a refreshing and humorous reminder to stay 
focused on my purpose. Her heartwarming and silly 
personal stories combined with passionate words 
of encouragement got me feeling like I’m ready to 
conquer the world!”

—Tiffany Jenkins, author and vlogger
of Juggling the Jenkins

“I loved Odd(ly) Enough from page one. It’s a beau-
tiful reminder of how God has a great and unique 
purpose for each one of us.”

—Susannah Lewis (Whoa Susannah) author, 
podcaster, and humorist 

“For everyone who’s been held prisoner by the box 
the world has put you in, felt compelled to hang 
drapes on the walls and move the furniture in, Odd(ly) 
Enough reminds us to bust out, break free, and be-
lieve that we are—and have always been—enough.” 

—Melissa Radke, author of Eat Cake, Be Brave
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“My reaction to the first few words of Odd(ly) 
Enough was, I need to hang out with this woman!  
Her humor, her transparency (my favorite way to 
relate), her stories—I loved it all. But it was her  
hard-won wisdom and humble willingness to lay it  
all bare before our sweet Jesus that kept me turning 
the pages. Don’t miss this one, y’all! I may reread it, 
slower this time!”

—Shellie Rushing Tomlinson, speaker, radio host, 
and author of Devotions for the Hungry Heart

“Her story is proof I was never alone. The truth that 
is laid out in this book is something I wish I would 
have read, known, and understood years ago.”

—Courtney Grill, Mrs. Alabama 2017

“Odd(ly) Enough is a meeting place for the broken, 
the hurt, and the lost. Jesus will meet you in the 
pages of this book where He will undoubtably bring 
healing and restoration. Thank you, Carolanne, for 
your vulnerability and obedience in fulfilling your 
calling. This book is life.” 

—Hannah Martin, Owner of Ruby’s Rubbish

TXT_Oddly Enough.indd   2 8/30/18   9:42 AM



TXT_Oddly Enough.indd   3 8/30/18   9:42 AM



TXT_Oddly Enough.indd   4 8/30/18   9:42 AM



An Impr int  of  Barbour Publishing, Inc.

TXT_Oddly Enough.indd   5 8/30/18   9:42 AM



© 2018 by Carolanne Miljavac

Print ISBN 978-1-68322-789-2

eBook Editions:
Adobe Digital Edition (.epub) 978-1-68322-960-5
Kindle and MobiPocket Edition (.prc) 978-1-68322-963-6

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced or 
transmitted for commercial purposes, except for brief quotations in 
printed reviews, without written permission of the publisher.

Churches and other noncommercial interests may reproduce portions 
of this book without the express written permission of Barbour 
Publishing, provided that the text does not exceed 500 words or 5 
percent of the entire book, whichever is less, and that the text is not 
material quoted from another publisher. When reproducing text from 
this book, include the following credit line: “From Odd(ly) Enough: 
Standing Out When the World Begs You to Fit In, published by Barbour
Publishing, Inc. Used by permission.”

All scripture quotations, unless otherwise indicated, are taken from 
the HOLY BIBLE, NEW INTERNATIONAL VERSION®. NIV®. Copyright © 
1973, 1978, 1984, 2011 by Biblica, Inc.™ Used by permission. All rights 
reserved worldwide.

Scripture quotations marked ESV are from The Holy Bible, English Stan-
dard Version®, copyright © 2001 by Crossway Bibles, a publishing ministry 
of Good News Publishers. Used by permission. All rights reserved. 

Published by Shiloh Run Press, an imprint of Barbour Publishing, Inc., 
1810 Barbour Drive, Uhrichsville, Ohio 44683, www.shilohrunpress.com

Our mission is to inspire the world with the life-changing message of 
the Bible.

Printed in the United States of America.

TXT_Oddly Enough.indd   6 8/30/18   9:42 AM



In loving memory of  
Ansley Abigail Smith

TXT_Oddly Enough.indd   7 8/30/18   9:42 AM



TXT_Oddly Enough.indd   8 8/30/18   9:42 AM



Contents

Introduction . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 11

Chapter 1: Who Do You Think You Are? . . . . . . . . . . 15

Chapter 2: Don’t Look at Me. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 41

Chapter 3: Rock-Bottom Revelation: 

    Falling Forward . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 61

Chapter 4: Painful Purpose . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .79

Chapter 5: Hide-and-Seek . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 103

Chapter 6: Death to Flesh . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 119

Chapter 7: Control Freak . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 139

Chapter 8: Ripple Effect. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 163

Chapter 9: Mistakes and Grace . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 187

Chapter 10: Turning Chains into Reins . . . . . . . . . 203

TXT_Oddly Enough.indd   9 8/30/18   9:42 AM



TXT_Oddly Enough.indd   10 8/30/18   9:42 AM



Odd(ly) Enough — 11

Introduction

“My grace is sufficient for you,  
for my power is made perfect in weakness.”

2 CORINTHIANS 12:9

Isn’t it odd how God works? All the mysterious ways 

His plans come together with who He cra
ed us

to be.

Have you ever taken the time to look back on all 

the moments you didn’t think you’d survive, and rec-

ognized the purpose in your pain? Or maybe you’ve 

been stuck in the mud, unable to see any value in 

your struggle. Sometimes we get so bogged down 

by self-doubt that we can’t see any potential for a 

better life. But know this: the greatest lie the enemy 

has ever whispered into your thoughts is that you 

aren’t enough.

Have you ever had thoughts like this scamper 

through your mind?

You’re not. . .

Good enough.

Smart enough.

Pretty enough.

Rich enough.

Kind enough.

Talented enough.
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12 — Carolanne Miljavac

Loved enough.
Enough already, Satan! We get it! The evil one, 

the fallen angel determined to destroy those carry-
ing the Spirit of Christ, is on a mission to convince us 
of all the things we know to be true about him. He 
hates the potential and redemption of those more 
powerful than he’ll ever be. The misfits. The oddballs. 
The unqualified. The ones called to defy the stan-
dards of the world and stand in his way.

Yes, we are easy targets. We emerge from ditches, 
broken hearts, and bondage. Minds can be easily 
manipulated when spirits are broken. This was true 
for me. I wanted nothing more than to fit in from the 
time I was a child. By society’s standards, I was poor 
white trash from a trailer park. Destined to become a 
teen mom and a drug addict, contributing nothing to 
society and living out my days in poverty. Many times 
I attempted to prove society right. Believe me when 
I tell you I tried really hard to throw my life away. 
Every inkling of purpose that crept up in my heart 
was immediately shoved down in disbelief. I know 
you’ve been there too. I didn’t know it then, but God 
had other plans. What I was blind to back then, I now 
can see clearly. This is exactly how it needed to be: 
I needed to make mistakes so I could look back and 
marvel at the miracle of God’s plan for my life.

It took a lot of wandering in the wilderness to 
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Odd(ly) Enough — 13

build the character I’d need for His calling. I was 
weak in my wilderness, and like 2 Corinthians 12:9 
says, it is there that His power is made perfect. It is 
in our greatest moments of imperfection, when we 
are broken and humbled, aware of our need for God, 
that He comes in and shows us the beauty in our
ashes. So everything that we think makes us an out-
cast is actually what makes us.  .  .oddly.  .  .enough. If 
you’ve ever felt insignificant, out of place, uncom-
fortable, or unqualified, I want to encourage you 
that it doesn’t matter where you come from, what 
you’ve done, or what has been done to you. You have 
been qualified by the character built in your fall. The 
hardest parts of your life have given you the greatest 
value.

By the time you finish this book, I trust you’ll 
believe that with all of your heart. I’m going to be 
completely bare, vulnerable, and transparent with 
my own life stories. A little bit of good alongside a 
whole lot of bad and ugly. Through poverty, moles-
tation, bullying, sex, drugs, depression, and tragedy, 
God never gave up on me, and He’ll never give up on 
you. So let’s get naked. Okay, not legiterally. Keep 
your clothes on. Just keep reading.
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Odd(ly) Enough — 15

Chapter 1

Who Do You Think You Are?

See what great love the Father has lavished on us,  

that we should be called children of God! And that  

is what we are! The reason the world does not  

know us is that it did not know him.

1 JOHN 3:1

A young girl waits anxiously, her face flushed red 

with embarrassment as her mother swipes the card 

again. Groans and eye rolls from the other shoppers 

in line weigh heavy on her shoulders. Determined to 

leave with something for her family to eat that night, 

her mother continues removing items from the 

buggy and swiping the card—yet again. As they walk 

away with nothing more than a pack of ramen noo-

dles, the snickers behind them take root. . .a seed of 

insecurity planted itself deep inside the girl’s spirit.

That young girl was me, and those snickers never 

————————
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16 — Carolanne Miljavac

seemed to fade. The grocery store gamble was 
a frequent occurrence for us at the Walmarts. (If 
you’re wondering when Walmart became plural, 
in the South it always was.) I was born and raised 
southern through and through—a girl from a small 
country town called Jasper, Alabama. Where sweet 
tea is the only option, “Yes, ma’am” means you were 
raised right, and everyone hugs hello and goodbye. 
If you’ve ever seen Varsity Blues or Friday Night 
Lights, it’s pretty much what our town was like. Fri-
day night high school football was life, everyone 
hung out at the mall, Mom dropped you and a friend 
off at the old, one-screen movie theater where teens
in the back row made out while younger kids pointed
and giggled. Summers were spent hopping hay 
bales, running barefoot on gravel roads, and riding 
bikes through the neighborhood hands-free. Being a 
country kid was so much fun.

When do we lose that carefree, life-loving spirit 
of a child? Maybe you can pinpoint your moment. Let 
me tell you about mine.

My mom and dad divorced when I was two years 
old. And I’m thankful they did. Dad would o
en go 
to the grocery store and return three weeks later. . .
drunk and begging to stay. My dad can be quite the 
charmer. He’s funny, lighthearted, kind, and a delight 
to be around. But he’s also very selfish. He was a 
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Odd(ly) Enough — 17

fantastic drummer, but his rock-and-roll dreams and 
drinking always took priority over his family. A
er my 
parents divorced, there is a pretty big chunk of time 
where he is missing from my memories. Dad was
always in and out of our lives, and my mom was le
 
to raise three young children by herself. She had sev-
eral jobs at a time—cutting hair all day, working re-
tail all night. Anything she could do just to keep our 
heads above water. And while she worked, my sib-
lings and I spent a lot of time at our granny’s house 
a
er school and on weekends.

I loved being at my granny’s house. I didn’t even 
care that she locked the screen door to keep us 
from running in and out because the air conditioner 
was running. “I’m not paying to cool down the whole 
neighborhood! In er out, in er out. Pick one. Just stay 
out there. Murder, She Wrote is comin’ on. If you get 
thirsty, use the hose pap!” (Translation: water hose. 
I still say “hose pipe.” It drives my Missouri-raised
husband crazy.)

Granny lived in a nice middle-class neighborhood 
where you could hear the fountain splashing in the 
pond, birds chirping, ducks quacking, balls bounc-
ing off bats at the park, and children giggling on the 
playground. An atmosphere ringing with sounds of 
a good life.

I loved the long and wide driveway we could ride 
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18 — Carolanne Miljavac

bikes on. I loved the basketball hoop where I spent 
hundreds of hours playing Around the World, danc-
ing around dog turds to get the ball out of the grass. 
I loved the yard full of prickly stickers that would get 
stuck in your feet if you weren’t careful. It seemed so 
huge for hide-and-seek. I loved the trampoline with 
missing springs that would pinch your skin if you 
happened to land on one while playing Popcorn.

The pond full of ducks was right across from 
Granny’s house. She kept huge tin garbage cans by 
her house full of duck feed. I loved playing in the 
feed, scooping it out, and tossing it to the birds. A 
lost baby duck would o
en make its way over by her 
house, and my granny would take it in and raise it. 
Ahhh. I giggle just thinking about how many grown 
ducks would fly into Granny’s yard with their nails 
painted in her favorite colors so we’d know the ducks 
were hers. When her adopted duck babies would 
drop into her backyard to say hi, she could call them 
by name. It was routine for Granny to strut her happy
self right into the middle of the road in front of her 
house and stop traffic so the ducks could safely
cross over. Her glare dared the drivers to even think 
about honking at her. Granny loved those ducks. I 
loved that place. It was so different from the run-
down, roach-infested trailer park my family lived in.

My siblings and I would get so excited when our 
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cousins were around on holidays. We had more kids 
to play games with, and it was always a lot of fun.  .  .
until one game of hide-and-seek ruined it for me.

I have two aunts. One always seemed a little 
wilder than the other. She had lots of tattoos, wore 
Daisy Dukes, smoked cigarettes, and had crazy-
colored hair. She had three sons and a daughter. 
One of her sons was only a year older than me; at 
that time, I was around five and he was six. We o
en
stuck together during hide-and-seek, basketball, 
bike riding, and tag. One day we were hiding behind 
my granny’s bedroom door, standing side by side, 
and I felt him put his hand on my butt. It made me 
feel uncomfortable and weird, so I moved away and 
removed his hand, but I didn’t want to make a big 
deal of it. We were so little, I didn’t even under-
stand why it made me feel uneasy.

I pretty much forgot about that incident until 
his advances grew even bolder. One day we were in 
my granny’s bed watching a movie and resting while 
the adults prepared food and watched football or 
car races. My papa was all about watching some car 
racing with his eyes closed while he snored. It drove 
us nuts. (I wanna kick something when my husband 
does it. You’re asleep! Let me change the channel!) 
No matter how careful we kids were, Papa always 
woke up the moment our little fingers touched the 
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remote. So we would retreat to my granny’s room to 
rest and watch something more our style. . .like The 
Sandlot. My cousin and I were watching Smalls learn 
what a s’more was when suddenly, my cousin li
ed 
up the blanket and told me to look. He had pulled 
his pants down. I was caught so off guard. I have a 
little brother, so I knew that boys and girls are differ-
ent, but I just knew it wasn’t right for me to see his 
privates like that. He grabbed my hand and tried to 
get me to touch him. I jerked away and ran from the 
room. I remember looking around at all the adults 
talking, laughing, and watching TV and just feeling 
like I would cause a big problem if I told. I didn’t want 
to get in trouble or get him in trouble if it wasn’t a 
big deal. Plus, we always had so much fun with our 
cousins, and I didn’t want to ruin that. I did my best 
to avoid him a
er that.

Unfortunately, that wasn’t the end of it. The last 
time he touched me inappropriately, we were play-
ing hide-and-seek, and I was hiding by myself. My 
head was under my granny’s comforter, but my body 
was kind of hanging out. I felt someone begin to kiss 
my stomach, so I quickly pulled up the comforter and 
saw it was him. I was mortified, but that was nothing 
compared to the embarrassment I felt when I looked 
over and saw his mother’s boyfriend staring at us. He 
had walked in and saw what was happening. But he 
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just stood there. Staring. He never said a word. I felt 
my blood get hot and my face get red. I wanted to 
cry and disappear. I tossed the comforter back over 
my head trying to hide from the situation, hoping 
everyone would just go away. A
er a few minutes, 
I mustered up the courage to crawl out from under 
the comforter. Nobody was there. I was so nervous 
walking down the hall toward the rest of my family. I 
had no idea what everyone knew or what they would 
say. I wasn’t sure if I was in trouble. All I knew was 
that I was so embarrassed. I didn’t want anyone to 
even look at me.

But when I walked out, not a word was said; no-
body even glanced at me funny. The kids had all gone 
outside to play, the women were talking in the kitchen, 
and the men were watching TV. This meant one of two 
things to me. Either he told them, and nobody cared 
because it wasn’t a big deal; or he didn’t tell them be-
cause it wasn’t a big deal. Either way, I felt like I was 
the only one feeling something was wrong. So, in my 
mind, I was the weirdo. From this point I kept the inci-
dents to myself and kept my distance from my cousin. 
I pretended nothing had happened. But a few years 
later, I found myself in a similar situation yet again.

My oldest cousin, whom I’ll call Jenny, was the 
cool, pretty, older cousin, and everyone just seemed 
to love her. My older sister usually hung out with 

TXT_Oddly Enough.indd   21 8/30/18   9:42 AM



22 — Carolanne Miljavac

Jenny at the family get-togethers. They were way 
too cool for our kid games. I didn’t know much about 
her, but I knew that she sometimes lived with my 
granny. From what I gathered while eavesdropping 
on conversations (I was a secret spy, and really good 
at it), she was always running away from home. My 
granny and papa loved Jenny so much that they al-
ways let her stay with them to keep her from hitch-
hiking with strangers or running off with some boy. 
There were a couple of times the police had to find 
her and bring her home. As a child, I didn’t think a 
whole lot about these things. Jenny just seemed wild 
like my aunt.

One day I was at my granny’s house, and Jenny 
was living there at the time. I’m not sure where my 
brother and sister were. But she asked if I wanted 
to play a game with her. In her room. What?! The 
coolest room ever that I was never allowed in. I was 
so excited. I had always wanted to snoop around in 
there. Also, I couldn’t believe my cool cousin wanted
to hang out with me. She told me she wanted to play 
pretend. Like house. We would be husband and wife, 
and she would tell me and show me about some hus-
band and wife things I didn’t know about. She put 
me on the bed and kissed me. I didn’t like it, but I 
didn’t want her to get mad at me either. She put her 
tongue in my mouth, and my mind just shut down. I 
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went to another place. I took myself away from the 
complete discomfort of rolling on the bed with her. 
I had no idea how to process what she was doing. 
I remember having my arms locked in close to my 
body because I didn’t want to put them around her. 
When she was done making out with me, I didn’t 
cry. I didn’t feel sad. I felt overwhelmingly embar-
rassed and confused. I felt unsafe. I was so bewil-
dered and annoyed that this stuff kept happening 
to me. Did it seem like I wanted to do these things? 
Was I supposed to? Why did I feel so gross? I was 
about seven years old at the time and still harbored 
what happened with my other cousin. I felt the same 
confusion—If this is normal, then why do I feel so 
ashamed? If this is shameful, then why are they do-
ing it? But the biggest question was, Why me?

Some time later, I was at home watching TV when 
someone came to our door. I don’t remember who it 
was, but this person told my mom that Jenny had 
been shot and killed. I think she was about fi
een 
and was dating a man in his thirties. He picked her up 
from middle school one day, and they were in his car. 
For some reason he shot her, then waited too long 
to call an ambulance, and she died on his floorboard.

When my mom told us Jenny had been killed,
everyone started sobbing. I felt like I needed to get 
out of our living room. So I ran outside to our little 
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red swing set. I didn’t rush out there to cry, though. 
Instead, I felt a brief wave of relief. I wouldn’t have 
to worry about being near her anymore. I wouldn’t
have to “play house” or feel weird and ashamed
every time I saw her at family get-togethers. These 
emotions were immediately followed by guilt. Then
a wave of sadness, because I hadn’t wanted her to 
die. Next came feeling confused and overwhelmed. 
This was too heavy a burden for a child to carry. Too 
many mixed emotions for a nine-year-old to feel.

And guess who was right there, waiting to drop 
some pretty heavy strongholds into my thoughts? . . . 
The enemy.

This was a perfect setup for him. I was too young 
to understand my feelings. I didn’t know enough 
about God or the enemy to know that what hap-
pened wasn’t my fault. I didn’t know that my self-
destructive thoughts weren’t really me. And so
began the identity crisis. The false I Am’s. I Am. . .

Weird.
Dirty.
Different.
Weak.
Bad.
Wrong.
Unsafe.
Hopeless.
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Guilty.
Ashamed.
By nine years old. Nine. This is how I saw myself. I 

identified with the bad things that had happened to 
me and the wrong feelings I had about them. I was a 
victim. I was trash. I was wrong.

I should have told someone. Why didn’t you tell 
anyone? Did you like it? No. No! Then why didn’t you 
say something? It’s your fault. You can’t tell anyone 
now, because she died. You can’t ruin her memory 
like that. Everyone will hate you for waiting until now. 
Just keep it to yourself.

The roots grow deeper.
Your secrets make you sick.
The truth? I’m freaking out a little as I share this 

with the world. But I know someone reading my story 
can relate. Perhaps it’s you. And I need you to know 
you’re not alone. It’s not your fault, you’re not weird, 
and your bad experience doesn’t define you. But it 
will heavily influence how you feel about yourself if 
you keep it in the shadows and refuse to deal.

One of the things the enemy wants to steal away 
from you is knowledge of who you really are. Your 
life is what he hopes to deprive you of. He doesn’t 
want you to experience the amazing life God has 
planned for you. He knows he has already lost the 
fight for your soul, so he will do everything he can 
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to manipulate your thoughts. And the way you think 
about yourself has everything to do with the way you 
live your life.

Y’all, so many of us navigate through life with a 
complete misunderstanding of who we really are. 
Know this: Your identity can’t be found in the minds 
and mouths of others. You are not defined by the 
number in your bank account, the brand of cloth-
ing on your back, the house you live in, the mistakes 
you’ve made, what’s been done to you, or what 
you’ve done to others. Your value as a human being 
is not determined by your social status. Your poten-
tial is not limited by the opinions of others. You are 
not dirty, gross, or to blame for the sins of others.

Your purpose will be achieved as you allow ev-
ery lesson you’ve learned through your hardships to 
mold your character for the better. You can turn ev-
ery harsh word into a loving sentence toward some-
one who needs it—just as you once did. You can take 
every side-eye and twist it into a smile for a stranger
who seems down. You can shape every struggle 
you’ve faced into a story that the wounded heart 
needs to hear. ——————
In the coffee aisle, a mama with her hands full tried 
her best to push the huge, car-shaped buggy out 
of my way. On this rare occasion, I was shopping all 
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alone, and I felt an immediate connection, for I know 
the struggle of shopping with kids all too well. Her 
toddler was passed out, drooling on her chest in 
one of those wrap baby holders, and her son sat in 
the front of the cart. She smiled and complimented
my shoes. I thought how sweet she was to show kind-
ness to me while her hands were so full.

As I continued to browse, a whisper I’ve come to 
know well slid into my thoughts: “Offer to help push 
the buggy to her car.” Of course, I felt uncomfort-
able at the thought of approaching her. What would 
she think? Will she get defensive? Will I seem self-
righteous? I passed her in the checkout as I was 
heading to my car, and I hurried up so I could get my 
stuff put away and then go back in the store.

She was in the checkout and was also on the 
phone. She looked anxious. I didn’t want her to see 
me staring, so I walked past and tried to hear what 
she was saying. (Imagine me in the background, pac-
ing back and forth trying not to look like a creeper
while pumping myself up to step in.) I overheard 
that there was a problem with her account, and she 
was asking her husband to come and pay for their 
groceries. As soon as I heard her words and saw the 
shoppers in line growing annoyed, my thoughts im-
mediately flashed back to how I felt as a little girl 
when my mom’s card wouldn’t go through. I didn’t 
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hesitate for one second. It became so clear why God 
had nudged me to go back in the store.

I walked up quietly, put my hand on her shoulder, 
and said, “Can I please take care of this for you?” She 
stared at me like a deer in the headlights. I told her I 
knew they had the money, but that I had come back 
in to help her with her cart because I wanted to do 
something nice for a fellow mama, and this was just 
an extra opportunity for her to bless me by letting 
me help out.

I could feel the eyes of other shoppers staring a 
hole right through me as I swiped my card. I looked 
back at them, then looked at the cashier and chirped 
loudly, “My bank holds my account all the time with-
out warning me. And I always find out in a backed-up, 
frustrated grocery line. Makes you wanna shout to 
everyone, I have the money!” Some chuckled, while 
others may have been annoyed and judgmental. But 
just maybe someone felt a stirring in their own spirit 
to help next time. I don’t know. But I do know that’s 
how God works. I don’t know what it meant to her, 
but God did. It wasn’t about me.

I’m not some outstanding person. I simply made a 
choice to walk back in when it would’ve been easier 
to load up and head home. But God knew a piece of 
me would be touched in that moment. The piece of 
my heart that broke for my own mom gave me the
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compassion to step in. God helped me take my 
twenty-seven-year-old memory of shame and use it 
for good—by paying it forward. He used a part of my 
past that made me feel different and “less than” to 
show me I’m odd(ly) enough.

You can ask God to mold something good from 
the struggles you’ve gone through. You do have 
a choice. You can take your dust and trade it for 
diamonds. . .to be the shiny spot in a world desperate 
for sparkle. Or.  .  .you can hold on to your darkness, 
let it take root in your heart, and live a life of medi-
ocrity. I don’t wanna wander in the wilderness when 
God has a better way. Be still. Listen. He’ll bring op-
portunities for you to do something good for some-
one. And trust me when I tell you it’ll heal your heart 
every time you follow through.

Had anyone given me words of encouragement 
like this up until about three years ago, I would have 
rolled my eyes hard enough to see my brain. I im-
mediately would have come to my own defense: “It’s 
real easy for someone to say that when they haven’t 
lived my awful life. How dare you tell me to make the 
most out of hardships you know nothing of! There’s 
no good to be found in poverty, an alcoholic absent 
dad, innocence interrupted by molestation, bullying, 
suicidal thoughts, cancer, and loss. The Bible may say 
that God works for the good in all things, but I can’t 
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accept there is good to come from any of this.”

Victim Mentality
“Victim” was a part of my identity. If I wasn’t a vic-
tim, then I was what.  .  .to blame? I didn’t accept 
that. So I clung to victim. It was all I knew. It came 
easy to me, and it gave me a great excuse to act 
out. Why would I ever stretch myself to be better 
if I’d always be a victim? I was unworthy of joy be-
cause joy had always been stolen from me. These 
thoughts become excuses for bad behavior—the 
result of never dealing with something that has 
hurt us.

The problem with a victim mentality is that what-
ever you think to be true about your life is followed 
by actions toward that end. In other words, if you 
expect to be a victim, then you’ll look for ways to 
be victimized. I put myself in so many bad positions 
when I was a teenager. I already viewed myself as 
damaged, so I was continually placing myself in sit-
uations that could hurt me even further. I hung out 
with the wrong crowd doing things I knew I shouldn’t 
do. I went to raves overflowing with ecstasy and 
glowsticks—I was that girl dancing circles in a techno
trance, covered in sweat and smoking cigarettes. 
Looking back, I am completely shocked I never
required emergency treatment for an overdose. I
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seriously just didn’t care. I tried almost every drug 
you can think of. It’s hard to believe that I never 
went to jail, got raped, or got myself killed. In a way, 
I can’t help but think I almost wanted to—I mean, 
I tried to throw my life away over and over again. 
Completely reckless. I’d take any pill I was handed.
Drink whatever. I even smoked crystal meth out 
of tinfoil once. Lit the fire until the white smoke 
rose and inhaled it deep into my lungs. I wanted 
to be the girl who was down for anything. The life 
of the party, while dying inside. Why not? Every-
one thought my family was white trash anyway, and
that was what was always expected of me. The girl 
from the trailer park. It’s who I am, right? I shudder 
when I think about it, but I now understand why I 
was so self-destructive.

When you stuff shame into your baggage, it’s 
hard to zip it shut. You can sit on it, jump on it, put all 
your weight on it. . .but it’s always there, never really 
closed off. And just when you think you’ve convinced 
yourself it didn’t really happen to you, it comes back 
like a lucid nightmare. All too real. It will haunt the 
back of your thoughts and manifest itself in your 
decisions. It takes root in your heart and your mind, 
always lingering over you. The harder you try to pre-
tend it isn’t there, the more miserable it makes you.

Think about it. If I feel dirty and gross, will I have 
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self-esteem? Will I be capable of self-love? If I don’t 
love myself, will I take care of myself? If I don’t feel 
worthy of love, will I have healthy relationships?

No. I will go out and get what I believe I deserve. 
I will live a life reflective of my decisions—decisions 
based on the lies behind my identity crisis.

Girl, you gotta reach down deep and pull out that 
shame by the roots. It hurts, and it’s scary. But it’s 
completely necessary.

But how? How do I let this go? you ask. Start by 
discovering who God says you are. Read of His love 
for you. If you don’t know who you really are, you 
won’t be able to live in the now and let go of the 
past. If you identify with what’s been done to you 
and continue gripping it tight, how can you ever 
move forward? You can’t heal something you won’t 
deal with. You can’t deal with something you refuse 
to acknowledge.

I want to encourage you to bring your wound to 
the surface. Feel it. Talk about it. You can do that in 
therapy, with a friend, in prayer, or through journal-
ing. Let yourself cry, curse, and hurt. I promise the 
pain will fade and you’ll be able to move forward. We 
stuff hard things down to try to avoid the feelings 
that come with them. The experiences with my cous-
ins le
 me feeling ashamed, guilty, dirty, anxious, and 
gross. I didn’t like those feelings at all, so instead of 
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talking to someone about it, I tried to convince my-
self it never happened. But it was always there. My 
buried secret. And it was making me sick. I needed 
to get it out in the open! It took me thirty years to let 
it go, because it wasn’t until then that I realized who 
I was in Christ. I will share how that happened later 
on, but one of the first things revealed to me a
er I 
wholeheartedly gave up my life was that I needed 
to lay down my pain. I needed to let go of control. I 
needed to step away from my feelings and trust God 
to deal in His way with those who hurt me. I realized 
it wasn’t my burden to bear.

I think what makes it hard for us to let go is feeling 
like we’re admitting it was okay. But that’s a lie of the 
enemy. Allow yourself to feel the pain, the hurt, the 
shame, whatever it is your experience bubbles up to 
the surface. Cry your heart out. Cry so hard you throw 
up if you need to. At some point the pain will run out 
and the tears will stop flowing. And when that moment 
comes, li
 up your head, take a deep breath, wipe your 
face, and say out loud, “This is no longer my burden, 
Lord. I give it to You.” That is “laying it down.” Bring it 
to the surface, feel it, let it out, lay it down, and walk 
away. Deal so you can heal.

And once you walk away, never go back. Trust 
God to be the One to take the wrongs and make 
them right. It’s not your job. You are made new as a 
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child of God. That means the things before today no 
longer exist. You can be a new person, pursuing a 
new life. No longer held back by the past. No longer 
wandering around in the wildernes—lost, hurting, 
and confused. No longer using what you’ve been 
through to sabotage your life!

Ready for some hard-to-hear truths? Sometimes 
we don’t want to let things go because they have
become our reasons for why we are the way we are. 
Why we do the things we do. They are our excuses
for bad behavior. How can anyone be mad at me 
when I’ve been through the things I have?

Not My Fault
It’s not my fault I have a drinking problem.

It’s not my fault I have trust issues and sabotage 
all my relationships.

It’s not my fault I stopped caring about myself.
It’s not my fault I am unhealthy.
I have worked with countless women as a health/

fitness/life coach, and something almost everyone 
has in common when they aren’t where they want 
to be is a lack of responsibility for where they are. 
When I ask, “How did you get to a place where you’re 
unhappy and unhealthy?” I almost never get the re-
sponse, “I’ve been making poor choices.”

The reply typically involves the word because:
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Because I am going through a divorce.
Because I lost a loved one.
Because I was abused.
I drink too much because my dad le
 when we 

were little.
I binge eat because we unexpectedly lost my 

mom back in April.
I don’t take care of myself because my boyfriend 

emotionally abused me for two years.
Not only are you identifying with what’s been 

done to you, but you’re using it as an excuse to 
self-destruct. Sometimes we use it as an excuse to 
do things that feel good now but hurt us later.

I want to make something crystal clear: it is not 
your fault when someone or something hurts you.

However, the way you react is all you. Should 
you choose to react negatively, your decisions 
could actually become what someone else is trying 
to overcome. You have been impacted by the de-
cisions of others, so make sure the mark you make 
doesn’t become someone else’s excuse to self- 
destruct. Break the cycle.

Will Smith recently had a Facebook video saying 
this exact thing about fault and responsibility. “You 
don’t have to accept blame for things that were out 
of your control, but you do have to take responsi-
bility for how you react.” Decisions you make in 
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response to something are your decisions.
Let’s say you deal with a death in the family by 

binge eating junk food and gaining twenty pounds—
which results in you feeling sick, tired, and unhappy. 
You aren’t sick, tired, and unhappy because a loved 
one passed away. You are sick and unhealthy be-
cause you chose to respond by putting an excess of 
harmful food into your body. Ohhh, have I ever been 
there.

It feels kind of good to feel bad sometimes. It 
tastes good.  .  .chowing down on cake and Funyuns 
(my go-to) with no care for how it’s affecting your 
body. It feels good to drink away your pain and 
pretend to be having fun. It might bring your flesh 
momentary satisfaction to sleep with someone and 
feel something other than lonely and unwanted. But 
then you’re le
 with a stomachache, a hangover, a 
dirty regret, and no solution to your problems.

Let’s say you carry around the painful memory
of abuse like me. You decide to chase away that 
pain with alcohol instead of dealing with it (like I did 
many times). You get drunk, get behind the wheel, 
and sideswipe a vehicle on the interstate, caus-
ing several accidents and the injury of five people. 
Is it your abuser who drove drunk and caused the 
wreck? No. That was your decision. Your choices 
are your responsibility, and now your choices have 
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caused harm to others. What if your abuser was 
abused? He or she grew up beaten by an alcoholic
dad, and instead of dealing and healing started mak-
ing bad choices just like you did. Now they drink to 
handle the pain, and their drunken rage overflows 
onto you. Somebody at some point has to make the 
decision to do what is best for themselves and oth-
ers. Somebody has to break the cycle. I know it’s 
hard, and that’s why the words that take up space in 
your mind matter.

Some of us claim we have no idea how to let go 
when the truth is, we just don’t want to. You iden-
tify as a victim and therefore have no idea how to 
live without pain. You know discovering who you 
truly are will mean letting go of living in your self-
destructive pattern. If you’re being honest, you 
might be ashamed to admit you aren’t ready to let 
go of momentary satisfactions of the flesh.

Let’s be brutally honest here: bad decisions are 
easy. Living the life you claim you so desperately
want will require effort and sacrifice. Sometimes do-
ing the right thing or making the changes in your 
life necessary for your joy and purpose will cost you 
friendships with people who don’t understand or 
who feel threatened by the changes you’re making. 
Having the healthy habits you need for your mind, 
body, and soul will mean sacrificing some bad ones 
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that you’ve become reliant on. That’s what makes 
living for God and truly loving yourself difficult. You 
can’t do all the things that taste good and feel good 
right now because you’re deciding it’s not worth the 
cost and consequences you’re paying later. Are you 
avoiding dealing and healing because you don’t want 
to admit that a better life is within your grasp, and 
you just aren’t willing to reach?

Please reach.
But don’t just reach. Claw, scratch, grasp, and 

tumble toward change. It’s worth every ounce of 
effort. The feeling of joy fills the void so much bet-
ter than food or booze. You have a light in you. Yes, 
you! You have so much to give if you choose to live. I 
want you to make a decision today to step away from 
your past. I want you to know without a shadow of a 
doubt that you are so much more than the number 
in your bank account, the brand of clothing on your 
back, the names that one guy called you in eighth 
grade, or even your biggest mistakes. You are not
defined by what has been done to you or what you 
have done. Your identity isn’t revealed in the minds 
and mouths of those around you.

Deep down into your soul, God whispers the 
character He created in you. He leaves hints of your 
gi
s, draws a path to your passion. You don’t have to 
listen to the world. You are His greatest creation. All 
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of your suffering, grief, regret, guilt, and shame can 
make you new when mixed with love. So next time 
the enemy asks you who you think you are, let him 
know. Let him know through your refusal to settle 
for anything less than everything God created you 
to be. Oddly enough, everything He created you to 
be comes together as a result of the hell the enemy 
puts you through.

What the devil doesn’t know is that when he puts 
you through hell, you take fuel from the fire!

Ohhh daaang. Did y’all just get excited? Am I the 
only one waving my hands like “Sister, you better 
preach it!” Y’all better get on my level right now. That 
spirit of yours is aching to rejoice. Give in. You’re free 
to celebrate the bright future you have ahead of you 
in your newfound God-fidence. Be set free!

Let ’em get set free, God, I pray. Amen.
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————————Chapter 2

Don´t Look at Me

God is within her, she will not fall;

God will help her at break of day.

PSALM 46:5

When I was eight years old, I was at a friend’s pool 

party. I needed to borrow a swimsuit, so while every-

one was out back I walked around their house cov-

eting like crazy. Wishing I lived like this family did. I 

would pretend it was my house and that I had all the 

things they had. Two parents, nice clothes, a pool, 

tons of Hamburger Helper in the kitchen cabinets, 

my own room with a see-through phone that glowed 

in neon colors when my boyfriend Zack Morris called.

I was really, really good at pretending to be some-

one else. Someone who wasn’t weird, poor, ashamed, 

and insecure. So that day I decided, I’m gonna swim 

like them too. I hadn’t even learned to swim yet, but 
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that didn’t stop me from walking right off the diving 
board as though I knew exactly what I was doing. I 
didn’t even hesitate to jump. The water swallowed 
me whole. I kicked and flailed my arms around in the 
exact opposite way a person swims and. . .shocker, I 
went nowhere. Instead, I sank right to the bottom. 
I watched the light reflect off the water as my toes 
scraped the floor of the pool. I kid you not, one of 
my first thoughts was I should gather up all these 
pool rings while I’m down here.  .  .  . I know, oddball. 
But reality set in right a
er, and I went into “I imme-
diately regret this decision” mode. As panic started 
to well up, my friend’s dad came barreling toward 
me. He swooped me up and pulled me to safety. I 
scared them to death. They kept asking me why I had 
jumped in the deep end if I couldn’t swim. I had no 
response. No reason other than I just did. I was so 
embarrassed. But I did have a tendency to act first 
and think later. Then I thought, They must really think 
I’m weird. . . . I am so weird.

I was carrying some pretty heavy emotional chains 
at that time. The bricks in my backpack were marked 
with poverty, sexual abuse, and insecurity. Looking 
back, I can see that at such a young age I carried 
those chains right into the deep end of the pool and 
they hauled me straight to the bottom. I made a de-
cision that could have gotten me killed—just to do it. 
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I also had a serious feeling that I could do whatever 
I believed I could do. I just missed the “crawl before 
you walk” part.

When I say I truly believed I could do anything, I 
mean legiterally anything. I decided I could do gym-
nastics one day. No training or anything, just watch-
ing the girls on TV do it. I thought, She makes it look 
easy enough. I could picture myself in my mind doing 
a flip and landing solid on my feet—no little hops—and 
pointing my fancy fingers up for a perfect score. So I 
got off my papa’s recliner, walked over in front of the 
TV, and attempted a front flip. You know how when 
you’re little and someone gets off a seesaw without 
telling you first, and it slams your behind down into 
the ground so hard you feel it ringing in your ears? 
That’s how hard my forehead smacked my granny’s 
living room carpet. I dang near knocked myself out 
cold. I stood up a little dazed and confused, thinking, 
I didn’t get any air on that and I can’t understand why.
Ahhh, I’m laughing so hard right now replaying this 
in my mind. It hurt so bad, y’all. My forehead had the 
biggest egg right in the middle of it. I barely even 
jumped, and my arms stayed at my sides. Basically I 
just stood up and threw my face into the floor.

Granny ran in like, “What happened?”
I said, “I thought I could do a front flip.”
Looking unamused, she said, “Why in the world 
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would you do that? You can’t just do flips without any 
practice. Sit down. I’ll go get the ice pack.”

Murmuring under her breath in the sweetest 
southern accent as she walked off, “Just threw her 
face to the floor. Child ain’t gotta licka sense.”

Ohhh my. I hope y’all can picture how this played 
out in your head, because it was absolutely hilar-
ious. Bless my granny’s heart. I drove her nuts, but 
that’s okay because with three daughters of my own 
now I am most definitely “payin’ for my raisin’.” (That’s 
something southern grandmamas love to say while 
taking pleasure in all the payback their grandkids
are serving up.)

But here’s the thing. Impulsive is who I am. And 
although it’s a characteristic that gets me in trouble 
at times, God knew it would also be the piece of 
me that would help me do what He called me for—
so long as I wouldn’t let my own thoughts keep me
from fulfilling my potential.

But, unfortunately, those did get in the way. And 
y’all know why. A part of me felt like I couldn’t escape 
being “less than” everyone else. I had a dirty secret, 
and it messed with my head for a very long time. I 
carried a bit of a chip on my shoulder and built a wall 
over the years to keep people from knowing me on 
a deeper level. If they got too deep, they might dis-
cover my secret. So I preferred to let my true self 
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sink while they hung out with the girl on the surface. 
Oh dang, that was deep. (You may wanna reread it 
just to be sure you made the connection between 
the previous story and what I just said. Go on, I’ll 
wait. . . .)

Have you ever held back who you really are for 
fear that people might see you as the monster you 
keep in the closet? That what’s been done to you is 
who you are? That what you’ve done is who you are? 
And if they saw it, there’d be no going back. Your 
image and potential would be ruined.

From what I had heard preached in church, God 
already knew my secrets.  .  .which I found extremely
mortifying. So what did I do? I ignored Him. I did 
what those of us who grow up in poverty do well: I 
kept moving forward. Stayed strong. Was totally fine. 
I’m fine. I’m always fine. Stayed on the defense. Al-
ways expecting others to look down on me.

In many ways, my humor was a tool so I could de-
flect reality. I would make a fool of myself to make 
people laugh or get people to like me. I knew the 
only reason the cool kids let me hang out with them 
was because I was so goofy. I did whatever they 
wanted me to. One day we were all standing out in 
front of the school waiting for our parents to pick 
us up. They said, “Hey, Carol, it would be so funny 
if you ran across the lawn and tripped in front of
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everyone.” So I took off. In front of the entire school 
I slid across the lawn on my belly, as if it was an ac-
cident, just to make everyone laugh. It hurt and it 
was embarrassing, but I laughed it off like “Look at 
me: I’m the class clown.” It’s odd, but when I was the 
center of attention making people laugh, they were 
blind to the pain I was carrying. I was an extroverted 
introvert. I felt a strong call to entertain, and I badly 
wanted attention and recognition. But at the same 
time, I’d limit myself and hold myself back because I 
feared if they saw the real me it would confirm, yet 
again, that I wasn’t enough.

Your purpose isn’t meant to be used as a de-
fense mechanism. No. It’s supposed to set you free. 
Humor was always going to be a huge part of the 
calling on my life. But for a while, it wasn’t setting 
me free; instead, it was helping me mask the pain I 
was experiencing. Being truly seen is so scary but 
absolutely necessary if you want to experience true 
joy. If you can love and embrace who God created 
you to be, you’ll find the links to several of your bro-
ken chains. Knowing who He cra
ed you to be—and 
why—allows you to embrace your gi
s and see them 
bloom into something you never knew existed. It
truly removes the limits from what you can do.

What would you do if you fully trusted who you 
are? If you only knew what’s waiting behind the 
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doors God will open for you (when you’re ready, of 
course)? Yes, walking through them means risk, vul-
nerability, and exposure. But what would you do if 
you truly trusted God to get you through each new 
experience? What does that look like for you? Think 
about it. . .write it. Then read it and pray over it every 
day. Over time you’ll find yourself making little steps 
toward God’s plan for you instead of ignoring it.

Please hear me. Beneath the surface, you—yes, 
you!—have a strong, capable, courageous spirit. And 
your realization of that truth is the enemy’s worst 
nightmare. So he does his best to drown it out with 
others’ opinions, distractions, to-do lists, compari-
son, guilt, shame, insecurity, and lies. It’s your easily
persuaded flesh that gets in the way. When I say 
“flesh,” I mean mind and body separate from your 
soul. Your soul is who you really and truly are. Your 
emotions are manipulated by the world. Easily tam-
pered with. Your feelings are heavily influenced by 
your surroundings. Your thoughts are messed with by 
the words of others. And if you allow yourself to feel 
a certain way depending on the actions and words 
of others, who are also heavily influenced by their 
surroundings, you’ll always be an unstable mess. And 
this is where the enemy gets you. He plays with your 
emotions. He messes with your thoughts. He studies 
you. He knows you well. He will manipulate others 
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to speak the exact words he has already planted in 
your thoughts—to confirm that you are untalented, 
unloved, hopeless, ugly, worthless.  .  .whatever you 
struggle with the most. He lies to you, and he uses 
other people to do it too. Let me ask you this: have 
you ever had someone come out of nowhere and 
completely discourage you right as you were about 
to make a positive change in your life?

But have you ever felt a conflict with those lies? 
That maybe you are capable and that’s why you get 
your hopes up; that’s why you feel afraid to fail? Be-
cause deep down your spirit remains, and it is a re-
flection of the truth. You know you can. You know 
you could. You know you’re not who they say you are. 
Why do you keep seeing and dreaming visions of a 
better life, success, and purpose? Because, sister, 
that is the truth! How many bad decisions have you 
made—all stemming from a belief that you could do 
no better? How many times have you jumped in the 
deep end knowing you couldn’t swim? I made count-
less wrong choices stemming from lies the enemy 
spoke to me.

I spiraled a bit in high school. Especially freshman 
year. The need I had to fit in and be accepted—along 
with the knowledge it would never happen—set me 
off on a series of careless, reckless, self-destructive 
choices. Y’all know that song about wishing you could 
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be like the cool kids because they all seem to fit in? 
It could have been the theme song for my teenage 
years. I would do whatever the cool kids were do-
ing. One night when I was a freshman in high school 
I was spending the night with my “friend.” One of 
the pretty, popular girls. I was shocked I was even 
invited. She was having a small party, and I’m pretty
sure no parents were there. We were drinking at 
first, and then some of the boys said they had some 
pills. I instantly had a knot in my stomach. I knew it 
was the wrong choice. I knew it was a bad idea. But 
this heavy, heavy chain of worthlessness pulled me 
under in that moment, and I swallowed what I was 
handed.

Are you letting your chains pull you under? What 
are you drowning in? Debt, alcohol, drugs, bad rela-
tionships, food, overwhelm, overload, doubt? These 
heavy burdens will take your life. We cry out in our 
own way. Sometimes we don’t even realize we’re do-
ing it—pushing people away, being thoughtless with 
our safety, making rash decisions, destroying our 
health.

The last thing I remember from the party that 
night is being in a car with an older boy driving and 
one of the boys from my class in the backseat. I don’t 
know what we were doing or where we were going. 
The boys were talking about the girls at school. The 
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boy in the back (whom I kind of considered a friend) 

said, “I’m sorry, Carol, but I just don’t think you are 

very pretty. You kind of look like a rat.” He sat in the 

back laughing at his brutal honesty as if it was no 

big deal and he was such a good friend to tell me 

the truth. I was humiliated. Here I was feeling kind of 

cool to be hanging out with two of the popular boys, 

thinking they’d accepted me as a friend, and he just 

annihilated my self-esteem. The boy driving felt kind 

of bad and said, “I don’t think that. I think you could be 

really pretty if you tried.” (Ugh. I just let out the lon-

gest sigh writing this, remembering how awful I felt.) 

I just wanted to go home, but I was so messed up I 

didn’t wanna get in trouble. So I did what I always did 

when these friends of mine tore me down: I made a 

joke of it. I turned around and made the ugliest face 

possible and said, “Well, you have to admit, I’m the 

best-looking rat you’ve ever seen.” They laughed so 

hard, and I pretended it was fine. Next thing I knew, 

I woke up in the older boy’s bed. With no idea how I 

got there. No idea what happened between the car 

ride and my waking up. I was immediately scared to 

death, wondering what I might have done while I was 

incoherent. The boy wasn’t in the bed with me; he 

told me he slept on the floor. I’ll honestly never really 

know if that’s entirely true. Let me be clear: we didn’t 
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have sex. I would’ve known because I was a virgin at 

the time, and I had no signs of anything like that hap-

pening. But I don’t remember any details. They said 

we went to Walmart. I can’t even imagine how I must 

have looked, roaming Walmart with zero awareness 

of what I was doing. I do know that the people who 

saw me that night were getting exactly what I felt 

they expected from me. White trash, barefoot in the 

Walmarts, bound to end up pregnant.

I knew better.

And deep down you know better. Looking back, 

I realize that knot in my stomach was the Holy Spirit

trying to protect me. Trying to guide me. I some-

times wonder if God shudders at the crap we put 

ourselves through before we break down and realize 

that we are worth more than this. Because of free 

will He has to allow us to walk through the fire. You 

can’t trade ashes for beauty if you’ve never been 

burned. You won’t be willing to let them go until the 

lesson is learned.

I wrote the following poem inspired by the con-

cept from Isaiah 61:3, “Beauty for Ashes.” It’s about 

letting God trade you something beautiful when you 

hand Him your pain. Everything I had tried to hide 

from God was used by Him to create character in 

me—just what was needed to fulfill my purpose.
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Beauty for Ashes
Everybody’s wounded.
Check Facebook, I’ll prove it.
Angry faces, politics, and trolls.
What do we do about it?
Let’s take a poll.
You slap on a band-aid.
Carry it around.
Never let it heal,
Only slow you down.
When self-hate becomes essential,
Mediocre is your potential.
Don’t believe it.
The qualified are called by character 
   built in the fall.
I learned to forgive from my molester.
Perseverance from oppressors.
And the value of life, from cancer.
The struggle is where the lessons are learned.
If you wanna transform, you gotta get burned.
Healing of the heart can be acquired.
You can’t trade ash for beauty
   without a fire.

TXT_Oddly Enough.indd   52 8/30/18   9:42 AM



Odd(ly) Enough — 53

Matthew 11:28 says, “Come to me, all you who are 
weary and burdened, and I will give you rest.” It 
doesn’t say, “Come to me when you’ve got it all fig-
ured out,” or “Come to me once you’ve earned your 
grace.” It just says, “Come to me.”

I know so many who struggle believing that God 
accepts them as they are. Please remember that the 
sacrifice He made for you wasn’t because you are so 
spotless and perfect. If you believe that Jesus died 
for all the things marking up your clean slate, then 
you must know you are loved through anything and 
everything. Aren’t you tired of pretending? Isn’t it ex-
hausting carrying all those bricks around in your back 
pocket? God’s burden is light—no guilt, no shame. 
You don’t have to earn His love. You can simply let 
Him in and hand over your burden. If you struggle 
with feelings of worthlessness, remember this: if the 
value of something is reflected by the price paid for 
it, Jesus gave up His flesh and blood because your 
life matters. Your soul is loved, and there’s nothing 
this world or your flesh can do to change that.

I can say without a doubt that God loves me and 
He loves you. I have gotten drunk at the bar and then 
driven home, risking the lives of others on the road. 
I have been the wild girl during Panama City Beach 
Spring Break, flashing my boobs to boys for beads 
(I’m so sorry, Mama). I’ve been lost in the lights at the 
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club, high on ecstasy and grabbing for cigarettes 
someone tossed onto the floor. I’ve cursed God. I 
have blamed Him for all my problems and actively 
rebelled against all the things the church perceives 
as Christian. I let a boy take my virginity in an aban-
doned shack a
er sneaking out of the house with 
my best friend. (Bam. That’s one secret I have never
revealed. Wow. . .I thought I’d take that one with me 
to the grave. But I’m letting it go, y’all. Just laying 
it out there to leave it behind.) The guilt, shame, 
regret, and disgust I once harbored toward myself 
nearly destroyed what was meant to be a fruitful life. 
My true calling was interrupted by bad decisions
founded on lies the enemy spoke to me. I can’t tell
you how many times I’ve thought to myself, I’m just 
not a good person. Many times life felt just too
hard for me to bear. I didn’t know if I could make 
it.  .  .or if I even wanted to. I once even considered 
that taking my own life just might be worth it—just 
to escape this world.

If you can relate to my story, I want you to know 
a few things. I’m not a cookie-cutter Christian who 
has it all together. None of us are. We all have a 
past, and we’ve all had unique experiences. Some of 
us just straight up feel lost.  .  .and we’re exactly who 
God is seeking. The broken. The poor. The battered 
and bruised. The abused and confused. The meek 
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and weary. I don’t fit the mold of those behind a pul-
pit professing their love for Jesus. I once was lost, 
y’all. Lost. Lost in the club. Lost in the drugs. Lost 
in lies and lust that le
 me feeling.  .  .bad. You know 
that feeling I’m talking about? Just bad. Wrong. Not 
once did I ever give my body to my boyfriend with-
out feeling ashamed right a
er. I thought it was just 
me. I’m bad. I’m wrong. I’m dirty. I’m so weird that this 
makes me feel so wrong when it seems like everyone 
else is doing it just fine. Do you know why I had these 
thoughts? Because that wasn’t who I was. My spirit 
struggled so hard to make sure I knew that. This was 
a feeling I now know is called conviction.

If you are lost right now, you need to know that 
God is a
er you. He is for you, sister.

Don’t ever let someone carrying the title of 
“Christian” make you feel like you are worth less than 
they are. Human beings are flawed, and that includes 
all who have decided to follow Jesus. This is nothing 
new. Luke 19 tells of a rich man named Zacchaeus 
who was a tax collector. And he certainly wasn’t pop-
ular with the people. When Jesus traveled through 
Jericho, Zacchaeus scrambled ahead and climbed up 
a sycamore tree to get a better look at Jesus. Zac-
chaeus sought Him. Jesus recognized this, looked 
up, and told him to come down for He would be go-
ing to Zacchaeus’s house. This announcement didn’t 
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go over well with the people who followed Jesus. 
They were angry that Jesus was going to the home 
of a man who was a sinner. A sinner, y’all! As if they 
weren’t sinners themselves. Zacchaeus humbled 
himself before Jesus and promised to give back any-
thing he had taken times four. In that moment, Jesus 
granted Zacchaeus salvation, for he too was a son of 
Abraham.

“For the Son of Man came to seek  
and to save the lost.” (Luke 19:10)

Jesus explained to the people that He was seeking 
those who are lost, using this example: the shepherd 
will leave his flock to seek out and find the wander-
ing sheep. There is no person, and I mean no person, 
whom Jesus will turn away if they humble themselves 
and seek out salvation. The truth? . . . Sometimes we 
don’t like that, do we? We don’t like the idea that 
someone who does not deserve our forgiveness 
could receive favor from our Lord. But there is no 
required standard of living to be met to make a per-
son worthy of redemption. No pew is too clean for 
the dirt on your booty; it is a resting place for the 
praying sinner. If Jesus hung on that cross for the 
people ripping the flesh from His back, spitting on 
Him, mocking Him, and laughing as they hammered 
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nails into His body, then whether anybody likes it or 
not, He also died for you. You know what else? It is 
scriptural that when a lost soul receives Jesus, we
are to celebrate and rejoice that our brother or sis-
ter has been found.

I don’t care how much you dislike a person, or 
even if they continue saying or doing things you 
don’t like. You always—as a disciple of Christ (which 
is what all Christians are supposed to be)—should 
pray for and encourage others. If you can’t, then you 
need to ask God to fill this weakness of your flesh 
with His strength. It is our job to bring people to
Christ. Period. End of story. Condescension, judg-
ment, criticism, and insults disguised as opinions will 
never make someone want what you claim you have. 
That kind of behavior is not a reflection of Christ. Je-
sus spoke to people with love—even those who were 
looked down on by the religious leaders.

It is always love that results in a change of heart. 
Never forget that love is kind and patient. There is a 
big difference between offering loving guidance to 
someone you feel could use a good word and con-
demning someone in order to make yourself feel su-
perior. None of us, not one, is without sin. All sins 
may not be the same, but all sins are forgiven when 
you give your life to Jesus and acknowledge His
sacrifice.
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But if we walk in the light, as he is in the 
light, we have fellowship with one another, 
and the blood of Jesus, his Son, purifies us 
from all sin. (1 John 1:7)

It’s true: the lost are loved. The strongest of testimo-
nies o
en come from those who have been through 
the trenches. If the light of Christ is going to spread 
through the darkest of places, we need Christians 
willing to leave their comfort zones. We need those 
who understand how it feels to be broken, abused, 
and hopeless. Those who don’t hold themselves on 
a higher pedestal than everyone else. Every time I 
share my story, I feel a tingle of fear. I grew up with 
the idea that I wasn’t good enough, clean enough, 
sparkly enough to speak about my love for Jesus. 
I worried that people would hold me to a standard 
that I couldn’t possibly live up to. But it’s not other 
people I need to concern myself with, for I can al-
ways count on God’s grace and love for me, flaws 
and all. Your differences—your struggles—are what 
allow God to use you to reach others in unique ways.

God is calling you. Yes, even you. Don’t forget 
that when someone is pointing out your flaws, it’s 
to distract others from their own skeletons. If you’re 
reading this and feeling a bit of conviction, that’s 
okay! We’ve all been there. Especially in a season of 
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life when we are struggling and feeling confused. 
When we are low, we have a natural tendency to 
wanna drag someone down right along with us. It 
makes us feel better. But please make it your mission 
to li
 others up.

If you genuinely want to make someone’s life
better or help them to see that they are making bad 
decisions, the best thing you can do is be an exam-
ple. Show genuine interest in their life. Learn what 
they are going through—and why—by asking ques-
tions and listening. Be open minded to their circum-
stances. Speak humbly. Let your tone show you know 
you aren’t perfect either. It’s God’s place to judge 
the world, and it’s our place to inspire change in oth-
ers through love. Love. That was Jesus, and that is
what He passed on to His disciples. And that is why 
He le
 His Spirit to guide us and fill us with that
same joy and love.

You know when someone is coming from a place 
of love—it’s obvious, isn’t it? You can tell if their 
words come from a place of genuine good inten-
tion or condescension. Think about these questions: 
How many people have you loved into the light? 
How many people have you criticized away from 
Christ? I’m not saying “zip your lips,” but I am saying 
“be helpful, not hurtful.” I’m not telling you to sugar-
coat things either. Just check your motivations: are 

TXT_Oddly Enough.indd   59 8/30/18   9:42 AM



60 — Carolanne Miljavac

you really trying to help, or are you being arrogant?
I grew up so defensive because of my circum-

stances. I hated feeling like I was less than every-
one else. And for a long time, I felt like I might as 
well not even try because my innocence was gone. 
I didn’t feel worthy of a life for God, even though I 
was surrounded by Christians. My family started at-
tending church when I was eight years old. We were 
there Sunday morning, Sunday night, and Wednes-
day night. I knew the Bible stories. I knew the rules. 
But I never understood anything about relationship 
and acceptance. I thought I had to live a certain 
way to be loved. I didn’t understand that I am loved
regardless.

So many people—Christians included—walk around
as just shells of who they are meant to be because 
of fear that who they are isn’t good enough. We 
hide behind religion, rules, and faults of others. 
But don’t forget God knows your heart and your
secrets. He sees you and accepts you for who you 
are; and when you have given control over to Him, 
He will shape you into who He created you to be. So 
stop living like “Don’t look at me.” Instead, let Him 
set you free. 
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