Inspirational Corner...Friend to Friend By Sharon Jaynes

| became a Christian when | was a teenager. But even after | made a commitment to follow Christ, feelings of inferiority, insecu-
rity, and inadequacy clung to me like a spider’s sticky web. The dirge of “I'm not good enough” was a song | couldn’t get out of
my head. The lies of the enemy created limitations in my life. They were the barbed wire that fenced me in and kept God’s best
at bay.

The problem was, | had no idea who | was, what | had, or where | was as a child of God. Oh, | understood that | was going to
go to heaven when | left this earth, but what | was supposed to do until | got there had me stumped. | felt that | was always disap-
pointing God, and | was certainly a disappointment to myself. | tried the best | could to be the best | could be, but always fell
short.

Eventually | joined the ranks of thousands of Christians before me who settled in the land of in-between: saved from my
Egypt—the penalty of sin in the hereafter, but worlds away from my Promised Land—experiencing the abundant life in the here
and now. | settled into a stagnant faith, a safe faith, the stuck faith with other defeated believers who falsely saw themselves
through a filter of past sins and failures, rather than through the lens of their new identity as a child of God.

After high school | went to college where | met and married an awesome Christian man. About four years later, | became a
mom. Life was good, except for this termite-like gnawing in my gut that | just didn’t quite measure up to all the other church
moms with their smiling faces. (I wonder if you've ever felt that way too.)

| walked around with the fear that one day | would be found out—that one day folks would figure out that | wasn’t all | was
cracked up to be. | lived under an undefined self-imposed standard of approval.

Childhood echoes of “you’re so ugly” and “what’s wrong with you” and “you can’t do anything right” left me feeling congenitally
flawed. | sat in Bible study groups like someone in a hospital waiting room: hoping for the best but expecting the worst. My great-
est fear was that I'd be no closer to being free of the insecurity than | was before the study began

When | was in my mid-thirties, | sat under the teaching of an older woman in my church, Mary Marshal Young. She opened my
eyes to the truths in Scripture about who | was, what | had, and where | was (my position) as a child of God. | had read those
verses scattered throughout Scripture before, but when she encouraged me to cluster them together into one list, God began a
new work in my heart.

You are a saint.

You are chosen.

You are dearly loved.
You are holy.
These truths were right there on the pages of my Bible in black and white and a few in red.
You are reconciled through Christ’s life.
You are justified by Christ’s blood.
You are free from condemnation through Christ’s death.
You have the mind of Christ.
You can do all things through Christ.

| knew the verses were the infallible Word of God, but | felt rather squeamish hearing them, reading them, believing them.
They didn’t feel right.
They didn’t sound right.
They made me downright uncomfortable.

And all the while | was studying about my true identity, the devil taunted me with accusations. Who do you think you are? A
saint? Are you kidding? This stuff might be true for some people, but it certainly is not true about you.

One day God asked me an important question—one that He is asking you right now. Who are you going to believe?

| was at a crossroads, one you might be standing at this very moment. Was | going to believe God and begin seeing myself as
God saw me, or was | going to continue believing the lies of the enemy and the echoes of my past? Was | going to remain stuck
in a stagnant faith because | was too insecure to take a step toward the abundant life that Jesus had promised, or was | going to
march confidently around the walls of my inadequacies until they came tumbling down? Finally, | was sick and tired of being sick
and tired. “God, I'm going to believe | am who You say | am,” | prayed. “I don’t feel it. | can barely think it. But I'm going to believe
Your Word is true for me and about me.”

And that’s what I’'m challenging you to do today. Let go of your insecurities and take hold of your true identity.

Will you join me?
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Dates To Remember:

Oct. 10th & 31st- St. Council Meetings @ 7:40 A.M.
Oct. 11th- Chapel(6th) - 1st Quarter ends

Oct. 15th-18th Parent, Teacher Conferences/Report Cards A
Book fair :

Oct. 15,16,&17 Out at oon
Oct.17th.- All School Skate Part/Rollerama est/ 6:30-8:30/

Shake out/ earthuake drill ;ﬂ

Oct. 21st-25th Spirit eek
Oct.25th - Reading Round Up(K-2)/ 3rd-8th Pumpkin Contest/
Parties/ Free Dress

Oct. 31st-Free Dress
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The CCS flock has been roost-
ing all over Bakersfield!...Who
will be next?

Giving project Wish List
CCS

Is collecting donations for:
The Mission at Kern County!
*Gently used coats for men /

Parents!

Join us for prayer...
Wednesday@8:30A.M. in Mrs.
Gayle’s office
Or leave request in the green canis-

women ter on the office counter
*Gently used blankets *Shoe Box-
€s CCS Wish List

. . . L
. BandAids, handwipes, tissue, E We ALWAYS Need ...
washcloths, combs, socks, = Room parents
gum, mints, water bottles

Clorox Wipes
toothbrush & toothpaste, Tissue
cheese cpackers, frgit snacks... Lg. Bottles Hand

« Drop off in the Giving Box in Sanitizer

your child’s classroom by Oc-

Thank you for your continued
tober 30th. Thank You!

support!




