compete fairly to achieve important
goals, and sacrifice immediate plea-
sure for long-term satisfaction.

In high school, I organized service
projects and led Bible studies. Church
and youth group presented an ideal
opportunicy to earn acceptance as a
good girl. I attempted to ascertain
and faithfully fulfill every obliga-
tion of an obedient young Christian

woman. Of course, | never quite
attained my self-created standard of
perfection, so I competed harder to
win that coveted gold star of religious
achievement. I prayed more earnestly
and studied the Bible more seriously.
I emulated friends and mentors who
followed Jesus, determined to get an
A in Christianity.

I also expericnced my first real
sense of failure. Sincere efforts to
carefully follow the rules never quite
managed to satisfy my criteria of
suceess.

I acred as believers were supposed
to act and dutifully completed my
Christian assignments in pursuit of
that elusive blue ribbon. I tried to
anticipate what others wanted from
me, and each perceived expectation
became a goal to surpass on the path
to approval.
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I relied on those decply ingrained
values of hard work and tenaciry,
burt every attempt to carefully color
within Christian outlines created
an imperfect image. I couldn’t do
enough to achieve “good girl” status
in my walk with Jesus.

In college I joined Christian
groups, chose Christian friends,
listened to Christian music, and

tried to model Christian
atticudes and behaviors.
I struggled desperately
to carn the approval I'd
learned to crave, but the
harder I competed the
more this essential prize eluded me.
T couldn’t exceed the requirements
for success and affirmation in God’s
eyes. Determination and persistence
were insufficient; previously success-
ful strategies simply didn’t work.

For a long time, I meticulously
maintained an elaborate exterior
disguise as | frantically scarched
for authentic inner fulfillment. The
Bible studies and prayers may have
fooled others, but I couldn’t deceive
myself and I knew | wasn’t deceiv-
ing God.

One evening I left a Bible study
group and walked alone toward my
dorm. Snow fell in the darkness as
I tried to shiver away the fear of
being discovered, wondering how
much longer I could hide behind
my carefully constructed facade.
Cold wind stung my face with the






