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To the man who never lets me settle in the lies:

Zac, I know the love and acceptance of God
more because of how you love me and how

you fight for me to believe His Truth.

I love you.

———
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YOU WILL KNOW THE
TRUTH, AND THE TRUTH
WILL SET YOU FREE.

—JOHN 8:32
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ONE

THE LIGHT
BREAKS IN

MAYBE YOU'VE FELT IT. Not a breakdown or a crisis. Just a quiet
splinter under your skin. Something not quite right in the way
you show up in the world. You can’t point to a cause. You wouldn’t
call it trauma. But it lingers in your chest like a low-grade fever.

And you keep going—working, parenting, leading, doing
what needs to be done. But underneath it all, there’s this
undertow. It pulls at the edges of your thoughts and hums
beneath your confidence. It colors the way you love and trust
and try again. And maybe you've never said it out loud—Dbecause

you’re not even sure what “it” is.
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PART ONE: THE LIE THAT FOUND YOU

But you've felt its weight. You've felt it in the silence after a
long day. In the second-guessing that won’t stop. In the way you
brace for things to go wrong, even when they don’t.

You wouldn’t call it a lie. It doesn’t feel like a lie. It feels like
fact. Like personality. Like “just who [ am.”

But what if it isn’t? What if what’s been shaping your life—
quietly, daily—isn’t truth at all? What if it’s a story you never
meant to believe, but one that’s been speaking to you for years?

It’s not just a thought. It’s a world—a kingdom. And maybe
that voice has been narrating your story—aquietly, relentlessly—

without your permission.

MY LIE

I didn’t walk into my sister’s house thinking I had a big problem.
My friend Lauren, known for helping people get free through
prayer, was visiting. Honestly? I felt fine that night. I wasn’t
trying to get healed or rescued. I wanted to learn something. I
thought maybe Lauren could teach me how to help other people.

I wasn’t thinking, What if she sees through me? 1 wasn’t scared
to be found out. If anything, I was curious. I thought I was doing
okay. I thought I was good, which makes what happened next so
shocking. Because one moment I'm sitting there, casually asking
about how she prays with people, and the next I'm weeping,
saying words I didn’t know were inside me. “I am nothing. I am
invisible. I don’t matter.”

And I remember thinking, Where did that come from?
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THE LIGHT BREAKS IN

But when I look back, I know exactly where it came from.
I've always felt that way. I just didn’t realize it had a name.
Because here’s the thing: I didn’t think it was a lie. I thought it
was the truth.

You and I both know that moment, when something shifts
inside and suddenly you see the invisible chain that’s been holding
you back your entire life. The weight you’ve been carrying wasn’t
just circumstance or bad luck or even your own failings.

It was a lie.

A lie so familiar it felt like truch.

A lie so comfortable you built your life around it.

I wish I could remember the exact questions Lauren asked
that night, but I don’t. What I do remember is how she guided
me to uncover a central belief I didn’t realize had infiltrated my
life. She took me back to early memories where I had started
telling myself that nothing I did mattered. Pretty much every
day of my life I'd had the nagging thought that I was invisible.

I was worthless.

Ever since I was twelve, I'd lived my life waving my arms in the
air, trying to get someone’s attention—and felt like I never could.

The strangest part? None of it felt dramatic. It didn’t feel
like a big breakdown or a revelation. It felt . . . obvious. Like
facts I'd carried my whole life, hiding in plain sight. When
something good happened, I'd disqualify it: 7 don'’t deserve this.
When something bad happened, I'd nod inwardly: Yeah. That
tracks. It wasn’t a conscious choice. It was the fabric of how I
thought. The backdrop of my inner world.

And if I let go of that belief—if I didn’t feel worthless—I
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PART ONE: THE LIE THAT FOUND YOU

wasn't even sure who I'd be. It wasn’t just a thought I believed.

It was a story I had lived.

THE DRIFT YOU DIDN'T SEE COMING

Have you ever had the experience of being in the ocean, bobbing
up and down in your cute baseball cap—or your wide-brimmed,
straw surfer hat—and sunglasses, thinking, 7his is it—this is
life?

You wave to your family as they hang out on the shore.
Everything is perfect.

Then, you feel it. Something pulling you. At first you think
you're just drifting. But really you're being dragged. Not toward
your family but out to sea. By the time you realize it, you're
panicking, coughing up seawater, and disoriented. You feel
helpless. You feel like you're drowning.

That’s what lies do. You bob up and down in them day after
day, having no clue just how powerful their influence is, how
devastating their damage can be. Then, without you realizing
it, they pull you under slowly, quietly, until you can’t find your
footing, until you start believing the riptide is who you are. That
somehow you caused it. That you deserve to drown. In your
desperation, you forget that there’s a way out.

But there is.

And once you gather your thoughts and name what’s really
going on, seeing the current for what it truly is, you remember

and start swimming sideways, fighting your way out of its pull.

LieYouDon'tKnowYouBelieve_INT.indd 6 12/4/25 10:42 AM



THE LIGHT BREAKS IN

DO YOU SEE ME?

As soon as I named my nagging thoughts about myself to Lauren,
more memories came flooding back. There was one in particular,
etched into my body like a scar I didn’t know was there.

I was twelve, perched on my dad’s lap in his recliner. We
were just sitting there, the way we always did. Him stretched
out long and tall, me awkwardly draped across his chest, my legs
dangling over the wide arm of the chair. Both of us staring up
at the popcorn ceiling like it was a starry night.

We'd talk like that. Ideas. Hopes. Dreams. But something
changed as I got older. It became harder to find things we had
in common—and that’s when the questions started. He meant
no harm. I know that now.

But back then, what I felt—what I knew—was that
there were categories in life. And those categories came with
expectations. Whether he was asking me about boys or grades
or sports, I never quite seemed to clear the bar.

Have you ever felt that?

The pain of almost. The sting of being seen but not quite
celebrated. The silence that sinks into your bones and quietly
whispers, You're not enough.

I've shared before about the long, healing conversations my
dad and I have had since then, and how God has brought so
much grace between us. But this is the piece I want you to see.
Because that high bar I felt growing up? It didn’t come from
nowhere. It came from somewhere real—his own story. His

own ache.
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PART ONE: THE LIE THAT FOUND YOU

My dad was raised by a mother who loved him deeply. I
know that without question. But like many in her generation,
that love was expressed through carefulness, correction, and the
hope that high standards would lead to a good life. She was
doing her best with what she had been given. And so was he.

The day I realized that his expectations were shaped by
the ones shaped for him, something in me softened. Suddenly
I understood why visits to my grandparents carried a certain
weight: what we wore, how we sat, how we smiled. It wasn’t
about image. It was about inheritance.

That’s when it hit me:

The lie didn’t start with me.

But it was trying to make a home in me.

And unless I named it, I would keep living under its
shadow.

That’s the terrifying thing about the lies we live with. They
don’t show up with red flags. They show up like truth.

Like evidence.

Like a personality trait or a humble admission.

But they’re not truth.

And what'’s worse? They’re not passive. They serve us. They
explain away rejection. They prepare us for disappointment.
They make us feel safe—even when they’re suffocating us.
You don’t just believe a lie. You enter into its world. You adopt
its kingdom, and the only way out? Well, it’s not just a better
thought. It’s a better kingdom. A truer story.

So that night with Lauren, I named the lie. I fough it.

And I began to live free of it.
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THE LIGHT BREAKS IN

B
@ 0 tov notice
THE DAkkn £t

3
15 CAn LOOK LK «
" OVERWORKING, THOUGHT SPIRAL OWing Here;
PEOPLE-PLEASING, ”
AND HIDING BELIEVE

A

FREE OF IT

John 8:32 is one of those Bible verses that has transcended
religious boundaries: “Then you will know the truth, and the
truth will set you free.”

But these weren’t John’s words. Jesus spoke them. And He
said them to anyone who’d listen. What did He mean by it? What
is this truth? And how does it set me free? What am I free from?

I can tell you one thing: The freedom I found didn’t come
through striving. It came through light: God’s light. The kind
that reveals the truth and holds you steady in it. The light didn’t
shame me for believing the lie. It didn’t rush the healing. It
simply reminded me:

I see you.

I have you.

You are mine.
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PART ONE: THE LIE THAT FOUND YOU

That’s what this light does. It names things truthfully. It
cuts through the silence. And when you see it again—and I
mean really see it—you start to remember who you are.

Please hear me: This isn’t just about feeling better about
yourself. When you live under the pull of these lies, you don’t
just suffer. You also miss your calling. The unique work God
designed specifically for you remains undone. This matters for
all of us. It matters for me. It matters for my husband, Zac, and
our four kids—Kate, Conner, Caroline, and Cooper. It matters
for the work God has called me to through IF:Gathering. When
I'm living under the pull of lies, I don't just miss peace. I miss
the life God designed specifically for me.

When Jesus said the truth will set you free, He was saying
you can be free from darkness. Not the darkness of night but
the Darkness—with a capital D—that controls this world. That
Darkness fights hard to keep you believing the lie because your
freedom matters, not just for your peace but for your purpose—
how your life affects the world.

I’s ironic that You’re worthless is my core lie. If you follow
me, you might think, But she helps people. She teaches the Bible.
She leads movements.

And yet the ache remained.

I told Lauren, “Sometimes, when I'm in the thick of things
with family, work, and ministry, it feels like . . . what’s the point?”

How many times have you said that?

She could see I wasn’t being dramatic. I was being honest.

She prayed. Asked God to pull back the layers of lies

and illuminate the truth of who I was. And what we found
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THE LIGHT BREAKS IN

underneath the ache was a deeper longing: to be known—to
matter. Not because of what I do. But because of who I am.

And isn’t that what truth really is? Not performance. Not
productivity. Just being.

Being seen. Being loved. Being remembered by God.

We all feel our lies in different ways.

A friend with an eating disorder who punishes herself with
impossible standards.

A man stuck in a job he hates because he thinks his past
abuse defines his future.

A woman who avoids love because she’s sure it won't last.

A high achiever who works herself sick trying to prove her
worth.

A young man who never risks anything because he’s afraid
to fail.

A mom who’s convinced she’s not enough—no matter how
hard she tries.

We all carry something. And most of the time we don’t
even know what it is. But the symptoms of the lies pop up and
derail us. Sometimes when I feel anxious—not every time,
but sometimes—my chest gets tight. I remember on this one
particular day, it wasn’t just tight. It hurz. It felt like my heart
was aching, physically.

We happened to be with a friend who’s a cardiologist. I told
him what I was feeling—part of me bracing, wondering if he
was going to tell me to get to the hospital. But instead he smiled
gently and said, “You might want to try some Pepcid AC.”

That was his kind, clinical way of saying, “This isn’t your

11
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PART ONE: THE LIE THAT FOUND YOU

heart. It’s your stress, kiddo.” Anxiety seems to find all of us
eventually. And 'm weary—not just from the racing thoughts
or the chest pain but from always treating symptoms while
ignoring the deeper problems underneath.

That’s why we're here, right?

We've gotten really good at blaming our symptoms on
physical causes, and sure, sometimes that’s true. But it certainly
doesn’t stop there. There’s often a soul beneath the surface
begging to be seen, asking to be healed from the heavy darkness

of our core lie.

THE GOD WHO REMEMBERS YOU

What's the lie you believe?

Maybe an even better question is this: What truth have you
forgotten?

Here’s what I've come to believe. The truth has always been
there. It’s not something you invent or achieve. It’s what’s real.
It’'s what God says about you. And it’s stronger than the lie.

The Darkness—this enemy of our souls, Satan—can’t create
anything new. All he can do is distort and disguise what already
exists. What God made in light and love, the Darkness tries to
bury in confusion and shame. The Darkness builds shadowlands
that are false realities mimicking the shape of the real thing but
hollow at the core.

And that’s the fight—not just against lies but against

forgetting.
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THE LIGHT BREAKS IN

Forgetting what’s true.

Forgetting who you are.

Forgetting what God has already said.

Now, here’s the wild part. Lies affect us personally, but
there’s something bigger at play. Even as I write this, I'm living
through a season soaked in miracle, a season of revival.

I feel like Lucy of The Chronicles of Narnia, riding on the lion
Aslan’s back, galloping through the land seeing foes vanquished
and the land reborn. There are still witches and monsters, yes.
But also wonder. Light. Beauty I never imagined. And that’s the
hope of this book. Not just that you’ll identify the lie but that
you’ll rediscover the wonder. That you'll ride with the King, free
of the Darkness of lies.

My friends and I have been traveling to college campuses
across the country with a ministry called Unite. We're seeing
students surrender to Jesus in droves. Thousands. We're
baptizing people who walked in with suicidal thoughts and
walked out shining. People stepping out of addiction, anxiety,
and confusion, and into calling, clarity, and light.

At the same time this ministry began, our team launched a
global call to prayer called Gather25. On March 1, 2025, over
seven million people joined in worship from every continent in
eighty-seven languages. That’s not marketing. That’s God.

So yes, I'll say it. It feels like revival. I've never seen anything
like it. 'm watching a generation wake up and step into the light of
who God made them to be, and it has changed me. It’s strengthened
my faith beyond measure. Were not doing anything flashy. We're
preaching the Word. We're confessing sin. And God is moving.
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PART ONE: THE LIE THAT FOUND YOU

But here’s what else is true: I've never faced this much
spiritual warfare in my life.

It’s not subtle.

Not theoretical.

Its real.

Because Darkness doesn’t go quietly when the Light breaks
in. But make no mistake—the Light always breaks in.

And here’s what I want you to remember.

Revival doesn’t just happen on college campuses or event
stages. It breaks open in living rooms, with your closest friend
praying for the light of truth in your life. In whispered midnight
prayers. In the moment you name the lie and refuse to believe
it anymore.

The same Light I'm seeing break into college campuses is
the same Light that broke into my story. And you know what?
It can break into yours too. Because this war we’re in? It’s not
just happening out there. It’s happening in you, and that’s fine
because for the next two hundred pages, you and me? We're
taking our truth back. Were naming our enemy and telling its

lies to go to hell.

I’ll make you this guarantee: Stick with me in these pages, and
I will help you identify the core lie that has shaped your life,
the one you might not even recognize as false, and I'll show you
how to break free from it permanently and walk into the truth

of who you are.
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THE LIGHT BREAKS IN

How?

Well, not by trying harder or denying the lie’s power. Because
lies don’t just exist in isolation; they belong to a kingdom. A dark
one. And the only way to truly be free is to step into a different
kingdom altogether. A kingdom of truth, where the lies can’t
follow.

What I didn’t know that night when I prayed with Lauren
was that naming my lie wasn’t just a moment of clarity. It was
the first step toward a freedom I hadn’t thought possible.

No, the lie I'd lived with for decades wouldn’t disappear

overnight, but something had shifted. It will for you too.
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