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To my children

Manoah, Samuel, Noelle, Hannaly, and Mea Joy

Because I am with you, for you, and I’ll 

stay beside you till the end.

To my husband, Sam

Because every word written was birthed 

from a conversation between us.

I love you.
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FOREWORD

Though I’ve never met Anjuli in person (hopefully one 

day!), I feel like I’ve known her for years as I’ve wit-

nessed her life—through images and words online—

and now through this book. I was first intrigued by the real and 

raw way she shares her beautiful and messy journey of motherhood 

and marriage, finding God in the ordinary, and championing other 

moms in need. Our worlds intersected even more personally not 

too long ago when a young mother from our Hope Heals Camp 

was featured on Anjuli’s The Moms We Love Club. This poignant 

and powerful online community not only brings awareness to the 

hard stories but invites us to participate in adding tangible good-

ness to them. Anyone who takes what they’ve been given and gives 

it away for the cause of the hurting has my heart. Anjuli’s great 

wisdom online and in this book is in calling us to look outside 

of our stories to find perspective and purpose as we help those in 

need, while at the same time challenging us to be brave enough 

to stay with our whole hearts in our own stories and find them to 

be good too.
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Foreword

Though disability and all manner of suffering can shatter the 

life we thought we would have, we see in the life of Jesus the abil-

ity to stay in our hard stories and even flourish within them. The 

book you hold in your hands challenges us to do just that. Anjuli 

wrestles with so many juxtapositions and invites us to surrender, 

be vulnerable, and feel the real pain of loss in our stories. While it 

may not always be easy or enjoyable, the call of the Christian life 

is always to stay. The problem is that everything in our flesh tells 

us to run away from pain and suffering.

Neuroscience teaches us that we can train our amygdala—the 

part of our brain where the fight-or-flight reflex is located—to 

stay in our pain. We have the ability to train ourselves to stay in 

the hard stories and not leave, even when our body may be tell-

ing us to get out. Isn’t that so hopeful!? Just as Jesus stays in our 

hard and complicated lives, we too can stay and show up for each  

other.

Equally powerful is the thought that we have the opportunity 

to stay not only in body but also in soul. The familiar story of the 

Prodigal Son actually has so much to teach us when we look at the 

older brother. While the older brother never left his father’s side, 

he absolutely left in spirit. The challenge in our lives is not to be 

the older brother in our own stories. We must show up not only in 

body but also with our whole hearts. In Stay Anjuli wrestles with 

how we can show up to the life we have and not the life we thought 

we would have. She invites us to come out of hiding, to surrender 

our dreams, to be an outsider, and above all to feel the deep love 

of a Savior who is with us as we stay.
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My prayer for you as you journey through these pages is that you 

too would feel strengthened and equipped to stay in every arena 

of your life. May you feel the comfort of a Savior who stays with 

us and is at work redeeming and restoring everything. May you be 

inspired and encouraged to show up fully and to wait well. And 

may you recognize that the mess right in front of you is exactly 

what God is calling you to live into and love with all your heart 

until the very end.

Katherine Wolf, author and speaker, Hope Heals
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THE WAY HE ARTS DIE

An Invitation to Stay

Imagine for a moment you are alone . . . no books, no Netflix, 

no counters sorely decorated with dishes, no phone.

Imagine there is quiet. The longer you sit, the more you 

feel. The silence is scary. The argument with your spouse bubbles 

up to the surface, the sarcastic comment your friend made days 

ago still hurts, the loneliness you feel in motherhood slices open a 

shameful hole. Your longings begin to rise. The guilt over not being 

fully present with your kids rubs you, the loss of a loved one aches, 

the guilt for not being further along in your spiritual life stings.

The longer you sit, the more your memories take you back to 

years ago. The anger of your father makes your chest tighten, and 

the neighborhood boy who teased you incessantly stirs up feelings 

of embarrassment. All of these complicated memories and feelings 

make you want to jump up, reply to texts, or reach for a wineglass.

But for a moment, stay.

Imagine the very places you want to fix, avoid, get swallowed 

in, power through, shout Bible verses at, stuff, or run from are 
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The Way Hear ts  Die

actually the very way to wholeness. Imagine, instead of getting up 

to investigate what is under the couch or neurotically tidying the 

mail, you let all those feelings rise. You let them come up to the 

surface to breathe. You open your heart, talk to Jesus, find love.

Imagine God is inviting you to follow these feelings. Imagine 

if you could stay with all those unfinished places within your soul 

and story and let them become your pathway to freedom.

Women’s hearts are dying. Right there in the middle pew of 

our church sanctuaries, our souls are slowly slipping away. It is a 

vicious pull between doing more and drowning. Life feels like a 

string of constant disappointments: unpleasant surprises in mar-

riage, friendships dissolving, miscarriages, postpartum depression, 

months on end with little appreciation and almost no sleep. Our 

hearts are being wrung out to dry— squeezed and yanked in every 

direction. Somewhere between signing up for ministry events, 

checking homework, and making it out of Costco alive, the heart 

is completely missed, undervalued, and unknown. We walk and 

move while years go by and we wonder what happened to the 

person we once knew. A fog rolls in slowly and silently. We live on 

the surface, somehow just surviving.

But something is wrong. Something is deeply wrong. An uncer-

tainty nestled in our marrow leaves us mute, without words, just 

a dark, eerie, relentless worry, always there, always present in all 

we do. We are normal people with normal lives, normal jobs, and 

normal kids— living as we have been instructed. We’ve done all 

the right things: loving, reading, praying, serving, giving, and yet a 

pervasive dullness drives us to do more, and we’ve died a million 
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deaths trying to do it all. We know, yes, we know that Jesus loves 

us in our heads, but we don’t experience that in our hearts. We are 

slowly washing away. I see it in the worn faces of my friends who 

want to give up on their faith. I see it in the sleep- deprived eyes of 

women who’ve walked through tragedy and broken promises and 

babies who don’t stop crying. I’ve seen it in the persistent demands 

of perfectionism and pride leading women to put on a performance 

for more likes on social media. I’ve lost my true north to politics, 

pretending, and the pressure to “just be good.” We weep, and we 

don’t know why.

In all of our ache, where is the freedom Jesus promised? Where 

are the streams of living water?

If we’ve walked with Jesus long enough, we may feel a void inside 

of us. It feels like a brick wall or an endless dark night, a wilderness 

or dryness in the spiritual disciplines. It is an uneasy place. One 

without words. We accepted Jesus into our hearts to escape the void. 

But it’s still there. We know it. It is there inside of us. It makes us 

feel guilty, ashamed, uncertain, and afraid.

This wall is a barricade between our heads and hearts. The ques-

tion surfaces: “Why do I know God loves me in my head, but I don’t 

believe it in my heart?” When we hit this spiritual wall, we do one 

of three things: withdraw, work harder, or walk away. Perhaps not 

instantly, but slowly. In time, if you don’t answer the heart question, 

you will inevitably pick one of these paths.

When we withdraw, we abandon our very souls because we can’t 

make sense of our inner chaotic cell. Everything inside of us has 

become too much. There are too many stabbing memories, too 
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The Way Hear ts  Die

much pain, too many confusing God questions, too much undealt- 

with damage— how could we possibly begin to unpack it all? So we 

don’t. We give up trying. We begin to believe that counseling or 

Jesus or communion just can’t resolve the ache we feel. We keep 

showing up Sunday mornings, but we slowly disengage our souls. 

We sit on the sidelines and a deep apathy sets in. We come to ac-

cept that everyone else understands this Christianity thing but us. 

We still believe, but our hearts are passively engaged.

When we work harder, we fight. We battle on, grit our teeth, 

bear down, and labor on. We read more books, follow more Chris-

tian women leaders online, do another spiritual diet, manage our 

faith with more worship music, and silence all uncertainty. We 

control and we contain and we constantly lose ourselves in the 

need to keep up.

When we walk away, we give up on Jesus and the church. There 

are often deep, unresolved wounds from people or pastors within 

the church. Our faith becomes a complex and painful story from 

our past. Jesus just didn’t work out.

I know this wall. I have wept here. I’ve smashed my fist into it 

until my knuckles bled. I’ve felt shame here. It’s a lonely place. 

I’ve begged people to be with me, but it’s a place I had to be alone 

with God. And as I’ve stayed at the wall with my own temptation 

to withdraw, work harder, or walk away, I’ve discovered there is 

another way.

Perhaps the spiritual wall is actually a work of the Spirit. What if 

it isn’t there because we are doing something wrong, but because 

God is tending to the soil of our inner world? The process is hard 

_Paschall_Stay_EC_djm.indd   18_Paschall_Stay_EC_djm.indd   18 1/14/20   8:11 AM1/14/20   8:11 AM

Stay • Anjuli Paschall 
Bethany House, a division of Baker Publishing Group © 2020 used by permission



The Way Hear ts  Die

19

because it means experiencing parts of our stories that make us 

cringe and collapse. It means painful self- awareness. But the most 

unlovely parts of us are the very places God is redeeming. God is 

moving closer. The wall we are pounding upon, tempted to walk 

away from, or passively disappearing at, is actually a well where 

Jesus is inviting us to sit with Him, drink life- giving water, and stay.

Yes, stay. Stay where you most resist being.

This staying is a slow and painful sanctification, and it’s the 

place where God is growing us. He is digging a passageway like a 

tunnel from our heads to our hearts.

We know God loves us like we know there are fifty states. But 

knowing isn’t experiencing. Knowing the names of the states be-

tween California and Canada is nothing like driving the Oregon 

coast during the fall, seeing massive boulders protrude from the 

sea to the sky or inhaling the heavenly richness of the redwoods. 

We must understand in our heads and in our hearts who God is. 

We can’t just have knowledge of Him, we must experience Him 

too. If we want to know the love of God in our hearts, we have 

to be willing to go into our hearts. Right theology doesn’t make 

a heart right. The disconnect we experience has little to do with 

our knowledge of God. More information doesn’t maneuver the 

love of God from our brains to our beating hearts. The connection 

happens when we stay in our hearts and in the stone- cold silence 

of prayer. The ache we feel is exactly where God is holding us.

We have to pull up a chair at the table of our souls and invite 

all of the fractured places within us (the memories, stories, and 

unpleasant feelings) back together and stay there with Jesus. Only 
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The Way Hear ts  Die

then do we realize that Jesus is the kind host, inviting us to linger, 

spill the milk, break a dish, be known, and stay, not as guests, but 

as daughters. He wants to hear our laughter, comfort our ache, ask 

us questions, and heal our hurts. God, in love, always welcomes us 

to stay and dine at the table with Him. He is cultivating a home 

within us.

This is the sacred gift of staying.

Stay is a tender call to enter, to open, and to experience the 

echoing darkness buried beneath piles of mail and laundry and 

years of pain. This is a call to follow the fears and frustration to the 

unknown, frightening places inside. This is a call to uncover. A call 

to stay. We must stay with the pain. Stay with the anger. Stay with 

the joy. Stay with the apathy. Stay with the funk and unexplain-

able feelings. We must stay with the fog. We must feel it heavy on 

our faces, damp and eerie and dense. We must let the truth of our 

hearts rise to the surface and accept those wobbly places within us. 

Christ brings wholeness when the inside of us and the outside of us 

merge and become one. This is the process of finding words for the 

places in our past that we never grieved, the feelings that were never 

fully felt, the sadness that never lessened, the loneliness in marriage 

we never imagined, or the rejection that rebuffs us over and over 

and over again. It is remembering who we are. Remembering our 

story and retelling it again and again and again until our voices 

don’t shake in vulnerability but resound with unyielding strength.

Perhaps your dying heart in that sanctuary is the very pew you are 

supposed to be occupying. You are exactly where you’re meant to 

be. Not fighting to get ahead and not giving up on ever overcoming, 
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not closing the door on your faith entirely but there, right where you 

are. Simply opening. Simply accepting. Simply moving inward. 

Simply staying.

Every scribble of my messy story is how I learned to grow from 

a young lady to a woman, from single to married, from a wife to a 

mother. I’ve given words to the feelings I never could articulate, 

but only feel. Words about singleness and surrender, marriage and 

motherhood, aging and dreams being reborn. Words about how 

I was miserably lost and gloriously found. At each corner of my 

journey there has been an invitation to enter my feelings and the 

hard places, the ache and the real me. Invitations to stay at the 

well with Jesus. This is my story. This is my song. My story is con-

stantly unfolding. But ultimately, my story is about how I learned 

to become a little girl again, asking a big God if He could stay with 

someone small like me.

_Paschall_Stay_EC_djm.indd   21_Paschall_Stay_EC_djm.indd   21 1/14/20   8:11 AM1/14/20   8:11 AM

Stay • Anjuli Paschall 
Bethany House, a division of Baker Publishing Group © 2020 used by permission



23

1
CHAPEL AND CHARLIE

An Invitation to Be an Outsider

I went to a private Christian college that sat high on the hills 

of San Diego overlooking the Pacific Ocean. The college 

had two types of people: the sheltered, moderately wealthy 

Christian kids, and the kids who came for the surfing and quick 

trips to Mexico, who fell asleep in the back rows of chapel. I was 

the first type, except I wasn’t rich (just riding on the benefits of 

my mom being one of the full- time faculty at the university). I 

remember the day in August that I moved out of my parents’ house 

and to Point Loma Nazarene University. Moving away from home 

was exhilarating. The feeling of adventure, independence, and 

freedom made me giddy, like the first time I earned a paycheck. 

It felt like standing at the top of a cliff with water below; the thrill 
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of jumping is terrifying, but it is also the same force driving me to 

leap. I was diving into the world all on my own, though I probably 

looked like I was falling awkwardly.

College was like living at camp. Instead of recreation, I had 

class. Instead of free time, I studied. Well, studying was a very loose 

term. If studying meant quick pickup games of ultimate Frisbee 

or frequent trips to Starbucks, then I was an excellent student. I 

made friends and pulled all- nighters, and my minivan “Charlie” 

never had an empty seat when making runs to Adalberto’s for a 

California burrito at midnight or picking up friends at the end of 

Talbot Street after they skateboarded their way to the bottom. I 

ran for freshman vice president and, after I convinced a dozen of 

my guy friends to dress in only towels and dance to “Girls” by the 

Beastie Boys, I won by a landslide. I tried running (like the actual 

“move your legs really fast” exercising thing) because all the hip 

girls went in their cute shorts and high ponytails. I tried it and hated 

it. Apparently, I’m more of a walking kind of girl. The first week 

of school a few of us started a tradition— gathering every Monday 

night at the Greek amphitheater for worship. I poured myself into 

the hard work of making memories.

By the end of the first few weeks I found my niche, my group, 

my people. Keri, Pete, Beau, Hans, Allie, Jenni, Chaska, some-

times Jim, and sometimes Andy. They were my go- to friends. 

Together we could all cram into Charlie, and we did, all the 

time. Every Friday afternoon we gathered around after classes 

and laid out all of our weekend options. We all had crushes on 

each other at some point and irritated each other at others. We 
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were a posse, a pride, a place where we felt connected in all the 

newness of school.

Midway through my first semester I noticed we all had some-

thing in common: the color orange. It was strange but true. Or-

ange happened to be my favorite color, so it was easy for me to 

pick up on just how much orange people had in their closets. I 

started something called Orange Wednesday. It was simple. Every 

Wednesday we wore the color orange, and the trend spread. Within 

a few weeks the front rows at Wednesday chapels looked like they 

were draped in orange fabric. Some people wore orange hats and 

sweatshirts and socks. One of my friends even had orange jeans. It 

seemed trivial, but really, we were connecting; connecting in even 

little ways is something big.

To connect, be included, and belong was such a deep desire 

for me. Despite my desperate attempts to be known, I still felt 

unknown. I felt like a ghost even when it may have looked like I 

was the ringleader. People may have seen me as someone on the 

inside, but I have never felt more like a shadow in all my life. I felt 

quiet and out of place.

My psychology professor, Helyn Fay, returned my first paper to 

me with a scribbled note in the margin, “How about you come 

see me?” So I did. I walked into her office midafternoon. The sun 

was blindingly strong through the slim, tall windows. She turned to 

me and welcomed me. She was glad I came. There was something 

about her countenance that was calming. I felt like I could tell her 

anything and it wouldn’t disrupt her soft disposition. I could tell 

her the truth. Her compassionate eyes were long arms wrapping 
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me in comfort, but also in protection. I started speaking. I fumbled 

and nervously tried to express my feelings in actual words. I shared 

about my insecurities and my inescapable anxiety that made it hard 

to breathe at times. My knees folded up into my chest as I spoke. 

It felt so hot in that room. I was afraid. I cried. I laughed. And at 

the end of our time, she prayed for me.

No one knew how alone I felt. It wasn’t just from being at a new 

school; it was laced in and throughout so many years of my life. I 

believed that if I could just fit somewhere, maybe I wouldn’t feel 

so messed up inside. And yet there, in the most unexpected place, 

an office with the sunlight searing me open, I found acceptance. 

I never wanted to leave. There, with Professor Fay, I found safety 

talking about the most unsafe things. In that stuffy room, she made 

a place for my heart to sit down. Surprisingly, my sense of belonging 

came from admitting how on the outside I really felt.

Belonging isn’t about getting on the inside; it’s about believing 

I am loved even while I’m on the outside.

So often I feel the temptation to get on the “inside.” I feel a 

subtle pressure to have the look, speak the language, know the 

information, and make friends with all the right people to feel like 

I belong. But over and over again, the invitation comes to stay on 

the outskirts. Stay with my aging, outdated jeans and never- worthy- 

enough feelings. Stay with my lack of knowledge, wisdom, wit, and 

how- to tricks. Stay with my frustration and fear. When I stay on 

the outside, I start to see the world differently. I see people. The 

awkward ones, just like me. The ones who don’t know how to use 

a smartphone or who feel nervous (all the time). The ones with 
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complicated stories and dysfunctional families. Belonging begins 

when I look at a person who has watery eyes and a weary spirit and 

say, “Yeah, me too.”

Belonging is a powerful feeling. It is about being known and 

accepted and loved in ways we never imagined possible. I’ll never 

forget how found I felt when I was with Professor Fay. I sat in her 

office week after week for nearly four years. Soon after I graduated, 

she got sick. I sent her letters and she emailed me when she wasn’t 

in the hospital. I was a guest at a dinner party when I heard she 

died. I remember running into the bathroom, locking the door, 

and sobbing with my body laid out on that stranger’s floor. I went 

home and reread our emails. She wrote about how, for her, prayer 

was like begging for life. I’m not sure I have ever prayed like that 

before. But I do know that without her, I’d be begging for life in 

places where life could never be found. She taught me that life is 

safest when I share it honestly with others, especially the scary stuff. 

When I stay right where I am, with all that is beautiful and bent 

out of shape, I find God. I find love waiting for me.

My freshman year I was known for things like my favorite color 

and Charlie and for being the girl that got boys to dance in towels. 

Even the simplest points of contact felt like connection, but what 

I longed for more than anything was to be known in meaningful 

places. I think we all want that. I found it. I discovered it in my 

professor with kind eyes who taught me that staying on the outside 

is actually the loveliest place to be.

The truth is, there was just one type of person at Point Loma: the 

type who wanted to fit somewhere. We all just wanted to belong.
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Belonging isn’t Belonging isn’t 
about getting on about getting on 

the inside; it’s the inside; it’s 
about believing about believing 
I am loved even I am loved even 

while I’m on while I’m on 
the outside.the outside.
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