
Introduction: Barely Making a Splash 

 

What a day. I woke up late, having forgotten to set my 

alarm last night. So after grumping at anyone in my path to 

“hurry, hurry, hurry,” I finally made it out the door to drop my 

daughters, Reagan and Chloe, off at two different schools 

before the tardy bell rang.  

Arriving at work, I found that my computer had crashed 

overnight and a screen of errors sat staring at me. What with 

trying to fight the computer for the next five hours, during 

which it crashed four more times, I of course left work late, 

ending up the last parent to pick up a dejected Chloe from 

elementary school.   

We raced to town to accomplish two hours’ worth of 

errand running in forty minutes. After picking up Reagan from 

junior high volleyball practice, we headed home to put all of 

the groceries away and begin preparing a rare home-cooked 

meal for the evening, all while trying to bake six loaves of 

zucchini bread because Heaven forbid any vegetable from 

my husband Ryan’s garden be wasted. Of course, by the 

time I manage to get everyone’s attention to stop whatever 

they are doing and come to the kitchen, dinner is now cold. 

Three phone calls on my husband’s cell phone later (he’s a 

minister), the girls are getting ready for bed and I’m checking 

homework while Ryan is left to finish a very cold meal.   



Homework finally completed after a bit of arguing and 

frustration on all sides, we head to the bedroom to attempt to 

have a family devotion time. I’m sure that Ryan is reading 

about something very profound and important, but I’m 

distracted by Reagan’s announcement that she needs to 

bleach her eyebrows while Chloe interrupts to ask if she’s 

actually older than Reagan month-wise since her birthday is 

in November and Reagan’s is in December. Two trips back 

to their bedrooms to bring water and answer questions, and 

I’m back in the kitchen to finish up the dishes. There are still 

a couple loads of laundry to fold as I run some bath water for 

a small bit of time to myself.  

Pushing midnight now, I fall into bed with a sigh as Ryan 

leans over for a hug. I give him a “don’t even think about it 

look” and turn off the light, already anticipating tomorrow’s 

craziness and thinking, “does anything I do even matter at 

all? Do I actually make a difference in anyone’s life?” 

So often it feels like any pebble of significance that I 

attempt to toss out gets swallowed up in the enormous 

ocean of daily life.   

I think of the women in God’s Word that I’ve learned about 

the most over the years, the Famous Four I call them, 

namely Esther, Ruth, Mary, and the always-productive 

Proverbs 31 woman, and I feel so small and insignificant. 

I’ve never saved a nation, never left everything I’ve known to 



follow a family member, and obviously never given birth due 

to immaculate conception. And feeling productive? Forget 

about it. 

Then there are the not-so-good women in the Bible who 

are so fun to learn about, either to avoid becoming like them 

or to give encouragement when we have gone astray and 

need to get right with the Lord.  

But what about someone like me?  Nobody extra special.  

Just a woman trying to be a wife, mom, friend and employee, 

grasping at patience and trying not to pull all of my color 

treated-to-cover-early-gray-hair out as I search for meaning 

in the daily grind. Someone who has dreams, but is often 

either too scared or simply too tired to go after them. Can 

you relate at all? 

Back in 1992 Ryan was very into watching the 

Presidential and Vice-Presidential debates. Wanting to 

impress my not-yet boyfriend, I willingly watched many of 

them with him. One that sticks out in my mind was the 

opening statement from James Stockdale, Ross Perot’s 

running-mate, when he uttered, “Who am I? Why am I 

here?” The nation laughed at the absurdity of the questions, 

and Saturday Night Live had a new public figure to imitate.  I 

laughed right along with them. But if I were to be truly 

honest, I’ve often asked myself those exact questions. 

Oddly enough, you’ll never believe where I found some 



answers.  Yup, God’s Word. A few years back I felt God 

calling me to teach a class about women in the Bible, but not 

to study just one single book. Rather He had me studying 

many books and commentaries about history, culture and the 

geography surrounding stories of various women. 

And what I found was something that I had forgotten, that 

these women were at the very foundation of their core, first 

and foremost—women. Women with emotions, fears, 

frustrations, hopes and dreams. And yes, even a purpose. 

They mattered. They made a difference. 

Over time I began to see a bit of myself in each of their 

stories. How would I feel? What would I do? I began to relate 

to them personally. And I began to see how my own story 

has been unfolding without me even realizing it. 

As you read this book, you may want to walk through the 

lives of these women privately as I originally did. Or perhaps 

you may join other women in your church or neighborhood 

and study these women together. If you need 

encouragement and direction to be in God’s Word daily, I’ve 

designed each chapter to read in its entirety over one or two 

days. Then take the next five days and dive into Scripture, 

searching your heart, mind and spirit for how God’s women 

of long ago influence and relate to you at this moment in 

time. Take your time. The questions are designed to make 

you think deeply. If you struggle with an answer, pray about 



it. Then come back later that day or the next with what God 

has revealed to you. 

So I invite you to come with me as we open the curtain of 

yesterday and see some of God’s women as He did 

centuries ago. But be careful, as you become intrigued with 

the lives of these everyday ladies, you may begin to see 

pieces of yourself in each of them. You too may begin to see 

God moving in your own story. And when you do, you will 

never be the same. 


