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To Mum and Jo

You led the way.
You showed me how.

I miss you.
Every day.

i
To Al

My best friend, my hubby, my partner in crime, my HB.
No matter what life chucks our way,  
you’re the man I want to live it with.

Thank you for believing in me.
I love you.

i
To my beans— James, Sophie, and Emma

Remember these three things, always:
God loves you desperately.

So do I.
And wherever life takes you,

the flapjack tin will always be waiting, full.
I love you . . . more.
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Even though I walk through the valley of the 
shadow of death,

 I will fear no evil, 
for you are with me;
 your rod and your staff, 
 they comfort me.

Psalm 23:4 ESV
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i’m sorry you’re here . . .  
no wait, i take that back

In this world you will have trouble.

John 16:33

I have come that they may have life, and have it 
to the full.

John 10:10

I’d been home less than twenty- four hours when I got the 
call from my sister, Claire. It was time. I’d hardly been 

back home in Oxford, England, long enough to throw any-
thing in the wash or put my suitcase back in the attic, but it 
was time. Time to head back to Vancouver, Canada, to my 
mum’s house, where she’d lived since marrying my stepfather 
nearly twenty years earlier. She’d been battling aggressive, 
small- cell lung cancer for the last year, and I’d just spent 
two precious weeks visiting her. How could it be time? Had 
things deteriorated that fast?
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i’m sorry you’re here . . . no wait, i take that back 

I chucked some mismatched clothes and my wash bag back 
into my suitcase, landed a firm but quick oh- my- goodness- 
I’ve- got- to- go peck on Al’s cheek followed by one for each 
of the kids, and then dashed back to the majestic coast of 
the Pacific Northwest.

Mum was barely conscious by the time I arrived at the 
hospital, yet she appeared to have been waiting for me, the 
last of her kids, to arrive. Turning her head as I perched on 
the edge of the bed, she smiled weakly, the corners of her 
mouth curling slightly upward, relief filling her eyes.

“You made it,” she mumbled.
As her breathing became labored and she slipped uncon-

scious, we held her hands and prayed. She passed away as 
we— my sisters Claire and Jo, and our stepfather with his 
grown children— looked on helplessly.

“In this world you will have trouble . . .”

i
Six short years later, Claire had to make another call. It 

was time. Again.
With an ominous sense of déjà vu, I went through the 

motions as if acting in a play I’d rehearsed only once before. 
Once again it seemed like just a few hours that I’d been 
home. By then Al and I had moved with our three small 
kids to Charlotte, North Carolina, to plant CityChurch, and 
I’d been back in England for a week visiting my sister Jo in 
Torquay. It was now Jo’s turn to be fighting that same ter-
rifying disease: aggressive small- cell lung cancer. When I’d 
hugged her goodbye, stroking her soft, fuzzy, chemo- bald 
head, my bubbly, vivacious chef of a sister may have been a 
shadow of herself physically, but she’d still been the same 
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old feisty, belligerent girl I knew and loved who could crack 
a joke like a stand- up comic. How could it be time? Had 
things deteriorated that quickly?

It was just after Christmas, and we were having a bril-
liant time sightseeing and freezing our butts off in DC 
when the international number flashed up on my phone. 
My stomach lurched. I just knew. I’d thrown my passport 
into my bag just in case this happened, but it had felt like 
a betrayal to Jo’s strength to fight on, so I’d studiously ig-
nored the fear warning me to pack my little black dress and 
pumps. All I had with me were jeans, fleece socks, my win-
ter boots, and the rather gaudy fake- fur earmuffs I’d had to 
buy to save my ears from the biting DC wind. It would have  
to do.

Once again I kissed Al and the kids goodbye, found a seat 
on the first flight from DC to London, and crossed the At-
lantic deep in fear- motivated prayer.

As the train from London came to a stop, I stepped down 
into my father’s waiting arms. We stood clinging to one an-
other, our hug tight and lingering, oblivious to the other 
passengers navigating awkwardly around us. His unuttered 
fear and grief were deafening.

“When I told her you were on your way she smiled and 
said, ‘Oh, it’s that close, is it?’” Holding me at arm’s length 
he looked me in the eyes. “She knows it’s nearly time, and she 
doesn’t seem frightened. That’s good. That’s a good thing,” 
he reassured us both.

The pain of seeing my father ache for his dying daughter 
tore me apart. It’s just wrong for a parent to lose a child. It 
just is— it’s out of order.

And I like order.
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i’m sorry you’re here . . . no wait, i take that back 

Like our mother before her, Jo’s eyes filled with relief as 
I pushed open the hospital door and sat beside her. With 
the faintest curl in the corner of her mouth she smiled our 
mother’s smile.

“You’re here,” she whispered.
Claire, Dad, and I held her paper- soft hands as her breath-

ing became labored and she slipped unconscious. We prayed, 
told her we’ll always love her, and that she could let go. 
Tears fell as we said our goodbyes. She was just forty- four 
years old. It was New Year’s Eve 2011, and somehow that 
was fitting. Jo loved a good party, and maybe, just maybe, 
she knew each year we’d raise a glass to her and smile, the 
faintest curl in the corner of our mouths, as the clock strikes 
midnight.

“In this world you will have trouble . . .”

i
Just six short weeks later, with my jet lag but not my grief 

a thing of the past, I sat in a cold, clinical hospital room and 
was told I too had cancer. Not lung cancer but rectal cancer.

Rectal cancer?
Are you kidding me? That’s a double whammy right there. 

Rectal and cancer are two words that should never meet let 
alone hang out together. How would I live that down? More 
to the point, would I live? Had the heat- seeking missile of 
death finally locked in on me? Was it now my time?

Would my kids be getting a call like the ones I got from 
Claire, telling them it was time? Would Al be calling Claire 
and Dad in some weird twist of fate? Would they be the ones 
jumping on a flight, dashing to my side, and holding my 
hand? Would I manage to smile, the corners of my mouth 
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turning up slightly, relief flooding my eyes, knowing the end 
was close?

Would my breathing become labored as I slipped un-
conscious while they prayed, held my hands, and told me 
I could go?

Would I pass away at just forty- three?
“In this world you will have trouble . . .”

I’m Sorry You’re Here

I am. In fact, I wish you weren’t.
I know, that’s weird. What author wishes no one will read 

her book? That would be bonkers. But it’s true. I’m sorry 
you’re here because it probably means your world is pain-
ful and difficult right now. And if yours isn’t, then it’s likely 
someone else’s is, someone you care about. No one picks up 
a book with the subtitle How to Live Well When Life Falls 
Apart when life’s happy and skippy. You’d never read a book 
about finding more when life hands you less unless life really 
has handed you way less than you bargained for— so I hate 
that for you.

My story isn’t especially unique, and yet that’s exactly 
why I want to share it with you. Not so you’ll feel sorry 
for me. Lord knows I’ve done enough of that already. No, 
I want to sit with you, sharing bits of my story and stories 
of others who’ve been where you are, because although the 
specifics might belong to me, the pain, grief, exhaustion, and 
the rubbish we tell ourselves belong to us all. Bad news sucks 
the air right out of our lungs. We hold our breath, hands 
to our mouth in disbelief as we listen to a life- changing di-
agnosis, the slam of the door as our husband walks out, or 
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i’m sorry you’re here . . . no wait, i take that back 

the voice of the banker explaining our 
house is going into foreclosure. Then, 
as the aftershocks overwhelm us and 
we cope as best we can, we struggle to 
keep breathing, gasping for each new 
lungful.

Deep down we’re all the same. When life’s storms threaten 
to drown us we just do our best to keep calm, carry on, and 
breathe. If  I’ve learned one thing along the way it’s that 
learning to breathe again is a team sport and we all need a 
little help along the way.

So, I’m Actually Really Glad You’re Here

The fact you’re reading this tells me you want more, even 
though you’ve been handed a bucketful of less. You want 
to stand up right where you are and inhale deep lungfuls of 
fresh, life- giving air. You want your shoulders to drop an inch 
from where you’ve been wearing them as earrings, to relax 
little by little, to feel hope bubble up through the cracks of 
your broken spaces. I’m thrilled you want to lean in and go 
for it because I truly believe there is more for you.

The second I was diagnosed with cancer I was called a 
survivor. As you can imagine, I embraced my new title with 
gusto and wore it with pride. Hardy by name, hardy by 
nature, that’s me. Until after a while I realized that’s all I 
was doing— merely surviving. Then I met others who had 
shunned the word “survivor” for its more exciting and hope- 
filled cousin “thriver,” and I was intrigued. It sounded so alive 
and full of hope and energy without glossing over the tough 
stuff. Thriving sounded like surviving but with life- giving 

Learning to breathe 
again is a team sport 

and we all need a little 
help along the way.
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benefits added in free of charge. I wanted that. I wanted what 
they had. I too wanted to thrive, not just survive.

At the heart of this book is my encouragement that thriv-
ing—living the full abundant life God has for us— is possible 
right in the middle of our heartache, tragedy, and yearning.

Jesus says, “I have come that they may have life, and have 
it to the full” (John 10:10).

To grab hold of that full life we’ve got to shatter the myth 
that seasons come and go, clearly defined by circumstances 
and emotions. Yes, we experience tough seasons and busy 
seasons, spiritually dry seasons and seasons bursting with 
excitement, yet we assume these must be mutually exclu-
sive, separated in time and space, and that it’s impossible 
to experience more than one season at a time. But to live 
life to the full we must smash this idea that the storms 
and abundance of life happen in different time zones, sepa-
rated like quarreling siblings sent to opposite ends of the  
room.

We endure, we survive, and we forget to look for joy in 
the midst of deep grief or intimacy in a season of loneliness. 
And yet, in the unsafe, raw darkness of my grief and cancer 
I was surprised to find myself able to hold hands with peace 
and fear in the same moment. I found I could laugh when 
all I wanted to do was scream.

We’ve bought into the myth that a painful season can’t be 
full, that a time of abundance isn’t challenging— and this, 
dear reader, gets my goat. I just don’t think it’s true, and this 
is exactly what this book is about: smashing this myth and 
inhaling all God has for us.

So if you’re looking for a book about surviving, this isn’t 
it. It’s not about hanging in there, longing for happy, skippy 
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days in the distant future, or plastering on a plastic fantastic 
smile, pretending life is hunky- dory because you’re a good 
little Christian. As Sheryl Sandberg said, “The question is: 
When these things happen, what do we do next.”1 This book 
is about what’s next.

I wish we could chat over a cup of tea, but you’re there and 
I’m here, so my words will have to do until I can hug you in 
person. Either way, let me look you in the eyes and tell you 
that you matter, you’re loved, and you’re not on your own 
in this. I want more for you, my friend, and I’m absolutely 
confident God does too.

So the practices I share in this book are for you. They 
help me to take those first life- giving breaths after shock-
ing news or to simply keep breathing when I’m drowning. 
They help me grasp as much of the full life Jesus has for 
me as I can lay my grubby paws on. These are my answer 
to “What next?”

Stuff still knocks the wind out of me on a regular basis. I 
handle it terribly, throwing ugly, passive- aggressive hissy fits 
I take out on the dogs. But as I lie awake at night, worrying 
while the rest of the world sleeps, I come back to these prac-
tices and slowly I breathe again, a little more deeply than the 
day before. And that’s my prayer for you too.

I call them “practices” because that’s exactly what they 
are. If you’ve ever done yoga, you’ll know practices are about 
accepting where we are and refusing to compare ourselves 
to the human pretzel next to us, all while improving our 
mental and spiritual well- being. They are about setting our 
intentions as we inhale deeply before giving thanks and 
stretching. They are about moving forward into downward 
dog—despite knowing our life is heading into downward- 
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facing spiral— all while trying not to laugh or break wind, 
of course.

When I was knee- deep in grief and chemo, I needed some-
one to show me how to grab hold of the life Jesus came to 
give me, not just to inspire me it was there . . . somewhere. 
I needed someone to show me how to live in the pain, not 
just get through it. These practices are the way I found to 
do just that. They are my gift to you.

At the end of each chapter you’ll notice two things: a 
new line in our Thriver Manifesto and some questions. The 
manifesto is a written declaration of who we are and what 
we believe as Thrivers, not merely survivors. It will build as 
you go through the book and learn the practices, dive into 
the questions, and start to breathe again. I want you to be 
able to make this manifesto your own, so I made a printable 
version for you to keep close. You can download it and all 
the other “gifts” I’ve created just for you at www.nikihardy 
.com/breatheagaingifts.

Let’s thrive— together!
Before we jump in, it’s important we find some solid 

ground first. When life falls apart and all hell breaks loose, 
we’ve no idea which way is up or which way to turn. Afraid 
and vulnerable, with our world hurtling out of control, we 
cling to anything that might stop its spinning. The trouble 
is, not everything that looks stable is solid ground. If we’re 
standing on a quicksand of lies and misunderstanding when 
the ground quakes, it sends tsunamis of  emotions deep 
into our lives and we fall further apart. The only way to 
find our firm foundation is to be totally clear about what is 
truth and what is rubbish, and then throw the trash where it  
belongs.
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i’m sorry you’re here . . . no wait, i take that back 

Jesus came that we might live life to the full. Let’s go 
grab it.

i
I am a Thriver.

I believe life doesn’t have to be pain- free to be full.

i

_Hardy_BreatheAgain_AN_djm.indd   20 5/22/19   11:45 AM

Niki Hardy, Breathe Again
Revell Books, a division of Baker Publishing Group, © 2019. Used by permission.



P A R T  1

finding solid 
ground
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1
rubbish we believe 

when the poop hits the fan
IT’S ALL MY FAULT, GOD’S ANGRY, 

AND NOW HE’S VANISHED

A lie told often enough becomes the truth.

Vladimir Lenin

The thief comes only to steal and kill and destroy.

John 10:10

If God had told me all I needed to do to be healed and 
cancer- free was stand on one leg in a bowl of oatmeal 

while singing “God Save the Queen,” I’d have jumped right 
in without taking my socks off. I was desperate for healing. 
Who wouldn’t be? So when a book about how to receive 
God’s healing anonymously landed on my doorstep, I put 
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the kettle on and dived in. I couldn’t wait to hear what this 
book had to say, as I was confident God could zap my tumor 
from its dark orifice with the snap of his heavenly fingers. 
Unfortunately, I never made it past the first few pages and 
my tea lay forgotten.

I couldn’t believe my eyes. The words stung and burned 
as if  I’d sat butt naked on a fire ant nest. This book that 
promised so much encouraged me to just lay hold of my 
healing, to just have enough faith, to just believe, and even 
to just lay claim to my God- given, abundant (which implied 
“fully healed”) life. I’m paraphrasing somewhat, but you get 
the gist of what it said. I couldn’t read on.

Rather than feeling encouraged and hopeful— expectant 
even— that God can and does heal, guilt, fear, and hopeless-
ness welled up alongside frustration and sadness. It was that 
small four- letter word that did it. By using the word just at 
every turn, the author had a gun loaded with insinuations 
pointed right at me, holding me hostage.

Each sentence implied it was my fault God hadn’t healed 
me. I obviously didn’t have enough faith, I wasn’t good 
enough, or I hadn’t figured out what God was teaching me. 
If my faith was stronger, or if I prayed certain prayers and 
just believed in my stone- cold, stubborn heart, God’s bless-
ings would pour forth from heaven and I could claim my 
healing and skip through life’s meadows fully restored (the 
italics are my passive- aggressive frustration seeping out). It 
placed my healing firmly on my own shoulders. If I wasn’t 
healed, it would be my fault.

It was hurtful and damaging, not to mention theological 
bunkum that reminded me of bogus faith healers in white 
suits proclaiming the prosperity gospel at the expense of the 
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hurting and hopeless. But annoyingly, it sunk in. Despite 
knowing it was nonsense, I was left feeling inadequate and 
somehow to blame for my suffering.

I’ve never met another woman who doesn’t believe some 
sort of rubbish about herself  or who truly believes how 
wonderful she is, have you? Believing lies about ourselves 
seems to come free with our extra X chromosome, along 
with hormonal mood swings and the eternal search for a 
life- completing shade of lipstick. But when life falls apart 
and stinks worse than a week- old tuna 
sandwich, our perspective of what is true 
about God, our circumstances, and our-
selves is rocked. It’s hard to know what’s 
true and what’s not, and lies love to grow 
and take root in this fertile soil.

Friends, it’s time to call the lies what 
they are because this rubbish steals our abundant life right 
out from under our noses and keeps us locked in ever- shifting, 
life- sucking quicksand where it’s impossible to catch our 
breath. This is why it’s so important to deal with the lies 
before we do anything else. Then and only then can we find 
solid ground to build on.

Over the years I’ve believed more than my fair share of 
these lies, and never more so than during my grief and pain. 
The more I believed them, the more I watched myself un-
tethering from God as I lost touch with his truth. As she 
carried her unborn son, who she knew wouldn’t survive 
more than a day after his birth, my friend Maria said that 
she had to kill her fear before it killed her.1 In the same way, 
we must kill the lies we believe before they kill our abil-
ity to live life to the full— but we can’t do this if  we don’t 

We must kill the lies 
we believe before they 

kill our ability to 
live life to the full.
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know what they are. So the first thing we’ve got to do is 
identify them and bring them out of the shadows into the  
light.

The Lies We Believe

Self- Trash

Lies prefer to stay hidden and undetected, so let me ask you 
this: Have you ever walked numbly out of a doctor’s office 
and imagined the shock waves of your diagnosis spreading 
out to affect everything and everyone you love? Or perhaps 
you’ve blamed yourself for not getting pregnant or failing to 
find Mr. Right despite the ticktock of your biological clock. 
Maybe you’ve been up night after night believing the fallout 
from your broken marriage will never end and happiness 
will always elude you.

These are the kind of things lies whisper into our pain, 
and I’ve been there, done that, got the T- shirt, and been to 
therapy to prove it. Apparently we’re not alone.

When psychologist Martin Seligman researched thou-
sands of people who’ve experienced suffering and how they 
dealt with it, he discovered three often- held core beliefs that 
stunt our recovery and therefore magnify our suffering:

Personalization: the belief we are to blame— it’s all my 
fault.

Pervasiveness: the belief all areas of our life will be 
affected.

Permanence: the belief the aftershocks will last 
forever— life will always be like this.2
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As I read these everything in me shouted, “Yes, yes, YES! 
Me too! I believe them all!”

They’ve taken hold in the dark of night. I’ve cried myself 
to sleep churning my own personal versions over and over. 
These lies are so plausible, so real and tangible, I can reach 
out and touch their cold exterior. I call them my “self- trash.”

It’s All My Fault

Despite being told I’d done nothing to cause my cancer, 
I still managed to blame myself. I’ve always eaten the entire 
apple— core, pips, stalk, the whole nine yards. Maybe it was 
that? Perhaps it was because I’m lazy and have never washed 
my fruit and veg properly, or maybe I ignored the symptoms. 
Then, to cap it all, I managed to heap on more blame for all 
the disruption, pain, and worry my illness and treatment 
rained down on everyone, from my family and friends to 
the lady who booked my appointments.

I constantly apologized for anything and everything. I 
still do. When the family’s waiting in the car outside yet 
another ladies’ loo at the third petrol station we’ve had to 
make an emergency stop at in the last half hour, I apologize 
repeatedly no matter how many times they tell me it’s fine. 
As another whopping medical bill lands with a thud on our 
doormat, I hand it to Al apologetically, with a million “I’m 
so sorry’s.”

Even though my cancer wasn’t my fault— not even the 
fault of the genes I was born with—I still believed somehow 
it was my fault. If it wasn’t the apple pips or the unwashed 
fruit, then God must be angry with me. Maybe I’d done 
something to deserve this, or he was testing me. Perhaps my 
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faith wasn’t strong enough for him to heal me. Whatever 
the reason, however illogical, I believed somehow my cancer 
was my fault.

Every Part of My Life Is Affected

When my bum got cancer it felt like my whole life got 
cancer. I hated the way it seeped into every nook and cranny, 
the small everyday things as well as the big whoppers. I didn’t 
have the energy to even cook for my kids, and I watched as 
kind friends ferried them to their activities. It was a gift, but 
it was a visible sign the cancer was seeping out from where 
it started, weaving its way through my body and life, and I 
believed it robbed me of my role as mum.

Then there was the impact I saw on the big important 
parts of life: I assumed that one argument meant our mar-
riage was falling apart and on the fast track to divorce, or 
that every teenage outburst meant the kids were so worried 
and messed up they were doing drugs to numb their pain. 
Even as I began to get better, I couldn’t do things like run the 
trails the same way I used to. Just walking the dogs became 
a game of connect the dots between the public bathrooms in 
the park and porta- loos on neighborhood construction sites, 
all the while praying for the presence of loo paper. My cancer 
traveled with me. Where I went, it went, and I couldn’t see a 
part of my life where its tendrils weren’t wrapped around, 
choking me.

Life Will Always Be Like This

As the fog of cancer descended, I couldn’t see how life 
could ever return to how it was BC— before cancer. The 
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life I saw stretching ahead seemed permanently stained by 
my current cancer- colored reality. Surely I’d always feel this 
way. How could I ever feel normal again? The surgeries had 
completely replumbed me, and I couldn’t trust my digestion 
for longer than it took to make a cup of tea, so I imagined a 
life of bathroom- seeking anxiety panning out ahead of me. 
Not to mention the ever- present reality that the cancer might 
return. I wanted my life back— all of it— but I couldn’t see 
that ever happening.

And what if I didn’t make it? If the kids had to hold my 
hand as I breathed my last, would they ever recover, or would 
they be scarred for life? I just couldn’t see how life could 
change.

It was as if a second cancer of lies ate away at me along 
with the tumor. See for yourself in this list of even more lies 
I claimed for myself.

I believed no one really understood what I was going 
through.

I believed people saw me as pitiful, a charity case.

I believed I had to cope with a smile and be strong.

I believed I was different from everyone else.

I believed my ostomy bag and scars made me ugly and 
unwanted.

I believed I was a burden.

I believed I was broken and unmendable.

I believed I was weak— only weak people get sick. 
(I didn’t believe this about Mum and Jo, but I sure 
did when it came to me.)
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Then there were the lies I believed about God, which is 
kind of tricky and awkward given I’m a pastor’s wife.

God- Trash

To make myself feel like a normal human being during 
treatment, I would hide the bulging ostomy bag on my 
belly under floaty sweaters (or as my kids called them, my 
“baggy” clothes) and camouflage the bags under my eyes 
with industrial- strength concealer. And since I never lost 
my hair during chemo, each Sunday I would sit in church 
looking just like BC Niki. Except I wasn’t.

I love our church, so I never felt the need to fake a smile 
or hide my cancer, and from the front we were as real and 
honest as we could be. But since I didn’t look sick on the 
outside, I appeared to have it all together on the inside. No 
one knew what was really going through my head as I went 
through the motions on my darkest days. I call these lies my 
“God- trash.”

God’s left me.

God’s fed up with my moaning, angry outbursts, and 
neediness.

God doesn’t care anymore.

God’s busy with more important things (like the Ebola 
outbreak in Africa) and more spiritual people (like 
Julie at church, who’s annotated her whole Bible— in 
color!).

God doesn’t see me, and if he does he ignores me.

God doesn’t love me like everyone else.

God’s not as good and merciful as I thought.
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I’ve done something to make God angry.

God’s trying to teach me something I’m just too dense 
and tired to figure out.

I’m the exception when it comes to God’s love and 
grace.

God’s mad at me for some mysterious reason.

Maybe you resonate with a few of these immediately 
and can pinpoint your own daily 
battles. Or perhaps you’re feeling a 
little smug, grateful your beliefs are 
so strong you don’t struggle with this 
nonsense. But twenty years in minis-
try have taught me we all believe this 
trash at some level— however buried 
or camouflaged— and never more so 
than when tragedy strikes and our 
defenses are down. This is why, if we are to find solid ground 
and begin to breathe again, we must deal with them.

Dad, Dandelions, and Digging Deep

When I was a kid, my dad showed me how to pull dandelions 
out of our lawn. He told me there’s no point in just snapping 
off the stalk and spiky leaves; it was important to dig out the 
entire root if I didn’t want them to grow back and stab my 
bare feet next summer.

Trying to find God’s full life in the midst of our less- than 
life without dealing with Seligman’s three P’s or our God- 
trash and self- trash is like dancing through the sprinkler in 

We all believe this trash 
at some level— however 
buried or camouflaged— 
and never more so than 

when tragedy strikes and 
our defenses are down.
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the heat of summer on a lawn full of spiky dandelions. We 
can do it, but it’s not nearly as much fun, and we’ll finally 
give up and head inside.

When I wrestled my first dandelion from the lawn, I was 
amazed at how big and strong its single taproot was and how 
deep it had grown into the soil. Seligman is right: the three 
P’s, along with other lies we believe about God and ourselves, 
magnify and prolong our suffering. If we want to do more 
than just build resilience and heal from the painful things in 
life— if we want to live life fully in the midst of the pain and 
beyond— we must pull up those lies by their roots. God is call-
ing us to grab hold of his abundance right where we are, but 
the call of God always requires us to leave something behind. 
To live abundantly, even in the midst of pain and suffering, 
we must leave behind the false beliefs holding us back.

i
So, if you’re serious about grabbing the most out of the 

life you’ve been dealt, get a pen, a pad of paper or one of 
those fancy journals you got last Christmas, and your Bible, 
and find somewhere quiet, because this is where we start to 
learn to breathe again. If you’ve got small children, hide in 
the bathroom, get a neighbor to watch them, or take a long 
bath. Anything to love yourself enough to dive in.

The questions at the end of each chapter are where the 
magic happens. They are super important and I’d hate for 
you to skip them. Because while the practices are the map, 
it’s not until you start walking the roads themselves (by doing 
the work in the questions) that you make progress to where 
you want to be.

Jesus came to give you abundant life— now go grab it.
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i
I am a Thriver.

I believe life doesn’t have to be pain- free to be full.

I reject the lies of  the world about who and whose I am.

i
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LEARNING TO BREATHE AGAIN

Take a moment to do this exercise.
First, name something you believe about your season 

right now, then ask yourself why you believe it. Why does 
it frighten or worry you? Why do you churn it over in your 
mind or scream it to God in anger?

Then ask why again, and again.
Maybe add in a “So?” or “So . . .” Here’s the idea: you’re 

on a treasure hunt, and the core belief is the gold. The self- 
trash or God- trash you unknowingly believe is the dandelion 
root that needs pulling out.

Let me show you what it looked like for me when I did 
this exercise.

My first belief or cry out to God was, I can’t believe 
God would let this happen to me and my family.

So I asked, Why?

Because I’ve done so much for him, loved him, followed 
him— heck, even moved across the world for him— 
done my best at every turn.

Why?

Because I thought he loved me.

Why?

Because that’s what the Bible tells me and I’ve seen his 
love for other people.

So . . .

He obviously doesn’t love me like he loves them.

Why?

Because I’m not good enough.
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Ouch. There it is. The core belief. I’m not good enough 
for God to love me.

I had to dig deeper to find the lie behind it.

So . . .

God’s grace is there for everyone else, but it doesn’t 
apply to me.

So . . .

I’m the exception. I have to earn his love.

Boom. Found it: I’m the exception and I have to earn 
God’s love. Do you see how it works?

The root holding on in the soil of my life and faith was 
the idea that I have to earn God’s love. For a pastor’s wife 
who is passionate about grace, this was a doozy.

Despite years of preaching and teaching about God’s grace 
and the freedom of not needing to earn his love or salvation, 
I still believed, somewhere buried deep inside, that I was the 
exception and had to measure up to be loved (and therefore 
healed) by God. In my head I knew it was utter nonsense, but 
it’s no wonder I spiral down and away from him when things 
get tough. No wonder I couldn’t grasp all he had for me.

Now it’s your turn, friend. If I can do it, so can you. If we 
want to kill the cancerous lies before they kill us, we have 
to flush them out by spraying them with Day- Glo paint to 
identify them. Only then can we remove them.

As we repeat this exercise over and over, we identify more 
and more lies. The more lies we see, the more we’ll be able to 
remove, and the more we remove, the softer the lawn come 
summer and the fuller the life we can live.

So rinse and repeat, my friend. Rinse and repeat!
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Dear Lord, you’re the God of  truth, but I still believe 
a whole load of  rubbish about both of  us. I just can’t 
help it, especially when I’m struggling with everything 
I’m dealing with. I’m sorry for believing this nonsense.

Digging around for the roots of  these weeds sounds 
like no fun at all, but I know I can’t live abundantly 
with them buried deep, affecting every part of  my life 
and faith. Lord, give me the courage to look for them. 
Shine your light so I can see where they’re hidden in 
the darkness, and give me the strength to pull them out.

You are the way and the truth and the life, so show 
me your way and free me to receive your truth so I can 
live life abundantly today.

In your name, the name that never lies. Amen.
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