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By Lauren Petters:

Lauren is a connselor and teacher at the
Barnabas Center. Along with connseling , she
leads two groups for women: Healing Hearts -
walking through childhood tranma and harm,
and Real Beanty - uncovering your struggle with
Jood, body image, & appearance.
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“to bestow on them a crown of beanty
instead of ashes. ..

and a garment of praise
instead of a spirit of despair.
They will be called mighty oaks,
a planting of the LORD
Jor the display of bis splendor.”
Isaiah 61: 3

“Therefore I am now going to allure her;
I will lead her into the wilderness
and speak tenderly to ber.

1 1will betroth you to me forever;
1 il betroth you in righteonsness and justice,
in love and compassion.”
Hosea 2:14, 19

Some of you may consider skipping this
article because you don't struggle with a
food addiction or eating disorder, but | en-
courage you to read on. The central mes-
sage of this article isn't about food—it's
about embracing your identity in Christ, and
helping others do the same. | hope you'll
enter into this article with an open mind—it
may apply to you more than you expect!

The Set Up

As long as | can remember I've worried
about my appearance. | wanted my
body to be small and feminine, which is
challenging for a woman with an athletic
build. | grew up in a socio-economic
circle that values outward appearance,
exercise and “healthy” living. Although |
never was overtly told to be a certain
size, the subtle messaging was clear—
don’t be overweight.

The subtle messaging converged with
blatant messaging when | was in high
school and a friend explained she was
drinking only a small glass of orange
juice because of its caloric content.
This pivotal conversation shattered my
innocence. The fact that something
good for me should only be consumed
in small quantities was shocking. | was
now conscious of the “bad” side of food,
and quickly learned the game of work-
ing out and counting calories.

At the same time, significant questions
left unanswered by the wounds of my
childhood were rumbling around in my
heart: “Am | enjoyable? Is there any-
thing in me worth being pursued? Will |
ever be delighted in for who | am?” As
a result, my heart was vulnerable for

lies to answer these questions for me.
As time went on | concluded that being
attractive and accepted were synony-
mous with being thin. | was sold. And
to be honest, it worked ... for a while.

A Slippery Slope

Now fast forward to my mid-twenties...
| enjoyed exercise as a time to be out-
side, go on walks with friends, or take a
break from work. | also enjoyed eating
healthy and taking care of myself, but
as | had gotten older | put on a few ex-
tra pounds. | set out to shed those ex-
tra few, and as the pounds dropped
people noticed. Well-meaning friends
and acquaintances would say with de-
light, “You've lost weight—you look
great,” without realizing how damaging
their words were. Something inside me
shifted. This new attention was filling
an unmet ache to be noticed, while af-
firming my childhood conclusion that
being thin made me attractive, enjoy-
able and desirable. | felt good about
myself for the first time in awhile, feeling
like | had secured a place in the world
as a thin woman.

I'll never forget going up the escalator
at an upscale department store and
saying to myself, “You women may
have money to buy these beautiful
clothes, but I'm skinny.” In addition, my
new-found ability to say no to sweets,
or really any food outside my regimen,
was a high. 1 felt in control and self-
disciplined. Little did | know it was the
snare of a full-fledged addiction.
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The Tables Turned

Somewhere in the midst of “losing a few
pounds,” | lost my high. The compli-
ments eventually slowed, causing me to
fear | was no longer enjoyed which en-
ticed me to lose even more weight. The
high had been replaced by a compul-
sion to maintain my new size and
healthy image in an attempt to maintain
my attractiveness and the attention
received by it. Instead of feeling good
when | ate healthy foods, | now felt
compelled to keep up my image and
keep the weight off. Instead of exercis-
ing because | enjoyed being outside
with friends, | now required myself to
exercise daily. Instead of controlling
what | ate, the fear of gaining weight
controlled me.

Addictions are Demanding

Addictions look to something other than
Jesus to fulfill you. Although they seem
to work at first, they are insatiable and
require more and more to satisfy.
Eventually they don't satisfy at all, but
completely consume you—to the point
where you can’t see your way out.

I was consumed by thoughts about
what | would eat and wouldn’t eat,
which limited what | enjoyed and dam-
aged my relationships. | remember
standing in the shower at the YMCA,
after a much-longer-than-necessary
swim, while my friends were enjoying
themselves at the lake on a beautiful
afternoon. | loved being with my friends
especially at the lake on a beautiful day,
yet | couldn't resist my deep-seated
need to spend the day exercising at an
indoor lap-pool. At that moment, | re-
membered from graduate school that
an addiction was something that de-
manded to be satisfied over the things
you enjoyed. | couldn’t deny that some-
thing was up, but | was afraid to let go
of my new identity of being self-
controlled and thin. | would rather have
control over securing attention, al-
though fake and superficial, than risk
not being enjoyed or noticed.

My well-meaning friends’ compliments
eventually shifted to concern. A coura-
geous friend confronted me gently ask-
ing if my weight loss was becoming a
struggle, an obsession. | denied it,
naturally, defending my behavior as just
trying to be healthy and look good. |
was dying for someone to notice my
struggle but at the same time wanted to

continue the secret battle of making
sure my exercise was more than my
food consumption. By God’'s grace,
continually resisting food and exercising
excessively eventually became too diffi-
cult to conceal in my Christian commu-
nity.

My friends continued to pursue the sub-
ject, curious about me and my struggle,
which exposed my true desire—to be
pursued. | began to understand my real
desire was to be noticed and accepted
as | am. By voicing this vulnerable de-
sire, in tandem with admitting my strug-
gle with food, God blessed me with an
amazing freedom.

Women are Made to be Delighted In

| attempted to manage my deep longing
to be enjoyed by becoming thin. Al-
though I'm no longer entrenched in this
addiction, | still live in the tension of
desiring to be enjoyed, yet resisting the
urge to manage this desire on my own.
| still hear whispers of the lie that if |
were just five pounds lighter | would be
noticed and accepted by all, but | know
that lie comes with the cost of deaden-
ing my heart and soul. Instead | choose
to resist that lie by allowing myself to be
enjoyed for who | am rather than what |
look like. And that's risky because it
requires me to depend on Jesus to
meet my desire to be cherished instead
of futilely attempting to orchestrate it
within the world.

Women are created to be beautiful and
alluring. We also desire to be cher-
ished, noticed and pursued. God wired
us this way and these desires are
uniquely feminine and good. Women
who aren’t genuinely and appropriately
delighted in, which | suggest is true for
every woman on the planet, are vulner-
able to managing these desires on their
own.

To our female readers, be encour-
aged—redemption is possible! It be-
gins by admitting your desire to be de-
lighted in and enjoyed, and coura-
geously naming how you attempt to
secure that apart from God. | hope you
will have the courage to reveal and ac-
cept your real beauty.

To the men, | encourage you to risk
enjoying a woman in your life, whether
romantically or otherwise. As a man,
you have the great privilege to speak
truth to her about the true source of her
beauty—Jesus.
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“As time went on | con-
cluded that being at-
tractive and accepted
were synonymous with
being thin. | was sold.
And to be honest, it
worked ... for a while..”

“I began to under-
stand my real desire
was to be noticed and
accepted as | am. By
voicing this vulnerable
desire, in tandem with
admitting my struggle
with food, God blessed
me with an amazing
freedom.”
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By Sam Jolman.

Sam works with men and couples as a
counselor in Colorado. You can find out
more about him and read his blog at his
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Chiseled

a man and his bod

website: www.SamJolman.com. l!

“Fine muscles ripple beneath bis skin,
quiet and beantiful.

His torso is the work of a sculptor,

hard and smooth as ivory.”
Song of Solomon 5:14

“Cursed is the strong one ...
who thinks he can matke
it on muscle alone.”

Jeremiah 17:5

Wh Michelangelo sculpted his
en magnificent statue of
David, he said he believed the form of
David was trapped in the marble. And
so he chiseled out his body, laboring to
set him free. =~ What a chiseled body
indeed! David is ripped. Go google it if
you haven't seen it in awhile. A friend
told me of his experience in viewing the
sculpture in Florence. It took his breath
away, filling the room with a presence
beyond that inanimate slab of propped
up marble. And in this way, | believe
Michelangelo brought forth more than
the David. He created an icon of mascu-
linity. | think its why my heart gasps, “I
want to be that!”

My sophomore year of college | did try to
become that by attempting to chisel a
muscular sculpture out of my lanky
young man body. Through several
dreary winter months, a friend and |
cloistered ourselves away in the weight
room of our college as often as we
could. And straining under as much
metal as our thin frames allowed, we
beat our bodies into submission, though
to a different end than the Apostle Paul.
Our goal was to offer ourselves, not to
God, but to the women on the beaches
of Florida during Spring Break. Weak-
ened and deteriorated at the end of a
workout, we stood in front of the mirror
flexing with that last bit of exertion, imag-
ing ourselves buff and tan in the sun.
Boy, did we look good, we lauded our-
selves religiously. But though | put on
more muscle, | can't say | felt any more
like a man. Honestly, about the only
thing that came of our efforts is one
photo of us on the beach striking a pose
without a woman in sight.

What is the deal with men and muscles?
I mean, why did | equate becoming a
man with bulking up in the weight room?
Studies show that men in general do
truly have more muscle mass than
women. At puberty, testosterone levels
increase for young men which hyper
stimulates the growth of muscle. Yet,
muscle growth for women continues at
the same pace it did in childhood.

The army knows this difference in physi-
ology. Women have more lenient re-
quirements to get into bootcamp than
men - less pull ups, less push ups. Take
manual labor jobs as another example.
Men dominate the blue collar trades —
construction, masonry, logging, cement
work, etc. I'm not being sexist here. Of
course, certain women are stronger than
certain men. Women work in the trades
and do well. We definitely needed Rosie
the Riveter to equip our troops during
WWII. But the fundamental physiologi-
cal difference cannot be denied.

Still, all this muscle alone didn't make
me feel like a man. There must be more
going on here than meets the eye. God
must have meant this physiology to be
symbolic of something more. That's not
hard to understand. An artist never
paints a random stroke. Why would
God, sculptor of our bodies, be any less
intentional? By giving men their phy-
sique, He must want to say something to
men and to the world through them. He
wants us to embody something, to be on
the inside what our bodies say on the
outside. So what is it? What is the
meaning in all this muscle? Like the
study of a real religious icon, how are we
to interpret the icon of our bodies?
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So okay, one thing is glaringly obvious:
God created men to be strong. You'd be
hard pressed to find a man, woman, or
child who doesn't equate muscle with
strength. And so a man must embrace
his strength if he is to truly be a man of
God's design. John Eldredge gives us a
clue as to God’s intent in this. “God
wants men to be strong to tell the world
that He is strong.” All these masculine,
muscular statues roam the earth as con-
stant reminders of God'’s strength.

Being strong is obviously about way
more than just bench pressing 200lbs. |
don't care if you do not have a six pack
or a sculpted, bulging upper torso. I'm
not built this way. | sit in a chair all day.
Rarely are my hands calloused unless
I've been working on a house project
and then not for long. God designed
men to embody strength nonetheless.
Face any temptation in your life and
you'll need strength to come out with
your heart intact. It takes strength to
endure the demands of life - marriage,
friendship, parenting, a mortgage that
needs payment monthly, or simply being
resolute about my belief in God after
something like the Haiti earthquake.

But as you know, muscle atrophies if you
don’t use it. So there’s more to the pic-
ture: we must be men who move. Men
who do something when its needed.
Brent Curtis once spoke with a photogra-
pher who worked for a men’s clothing
magazine. The photographer told him
that it is so hard to capture the essence
of a man in a still photo. Men who aren't
in motion look goofy. And isn’t that so
true? From Patagonia to JCrew, they
always seem to be doing something -
rock climbing, chopping wood, running,
surfing. Men who stand around don't
sell anything.

Men who stand around don'’t change the
world either. Isn’'t the army always look-
ing for a “few good men?” The world
needs more men who move. What do
women love more than a man in uni-
form? - a man ready for action. My wife
and | had a big fight just this last week-
end. And | knew | had to walk upstairs
and talk to her instead of sit on the
couch and surf the web like | was doing.
| prayed for help and | did it. It turned
the whole night around. She’s talked
about it all week. I'm still surprised it
only took me moving towards her.

Okay, so back to the icon one more
time. You may not like this fact, but de-
spite your rugged frame, your body is
actually very fragile. Police officers must
wear bullet proof vests. Batman wore
his kevlar suit. Bikers need all that

leather so they don't end up like road
pizza. | never get out of a house project
without bleeding from somewhere. How
many athletes do you see without tape
or a brace somewhere? You will never
have the hard marbled body of the
David. In Job's appeal for mercy, he
reminds God of this very fact. “Do |
have the strength of stone? Is my flesh
bronze?” (6:12). We are not indestructi-
ble, not by a long shot.

| think God made our bodies fragile as a
constant reminder that, if we're going to
be men, we need to be vulnerable. One
of my favorite parts of the HBO series
Band of Brothers is the documentary
included in the box set. In it, the surviv-
ing Easy Company soldiers tell their real
war stories, honestly divulging the para-
lyzing fear, pain, and loss they suffered.
And they weep for the comrades they
lost in action. It gets me every time,
moves me to tears to see such brave
men spill their guts so freely. | am
moved in the same way in doing mar-
riage counseling when a man takes the
risk to admit to his wife that he needs
her love or that he’s hurting or that he’s
been hiding from her because he’s afraid
of her. Or when he admits the same
with me.

A man who can't do this - admit his fears
or struggles or spill his tears - seems
awkward, handicapped, inhibited. I'm
sure you've met those kinds of men who
never show weakness or vulnerability. A
bullet proof man is only good in a battle,
never in a relationship. You can't get
close to him. In counseling, | hear so
often from men that tears feel weak. In
reality, tears are weak and vulnerable.
That's the point. They show that you
have a heart that can be impacted,
moved, and loved. What a curse to al-
ways have to be strong! You are a sym-
bol of strength, but you are not strength
itself. We must take off the armor to be
all that we're meant to be.

So there it is: strong, active, vulnerable.
| think that's one way to interpret the
icon of the masculine body. [I'll admit
that at times | look in the mirror at my
own body and feel that | don't measure
up, seeing too little muscle, too much
frailty. It can wilt my sense of masculine
confidence. But I'll tell you what - |
struggle less and less with this shame
about my body the more | am living like
a man, the more | am living strong, ac-
tive, and vulnerable. Next time you
catch a glimpse of your body in the mir-
ror, however you feel about your body,
remember what kind of man God is call-
ing you to be. And remember that the
calling is more than skin deep.
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“By giving men their
physique, (God) must
want to say something
to men and to the world
through them. He
wants us to embody
something, to be on the
Inside what our bodies
say on the outside.”

“So there it is: strong,
active, vulnerable. |
think that’s one way to
interpret the icon of the
masculine body.”
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By Roger Edwards.

a counselor and teacher at The Barnabas
Center. He is married to Jean and they have
seven children. And one grandehild. (pictured)

Visit Roger’s blog! The address is:
http:/ [ actuallyalive.wordpress.com/

“Yes, Lily wooed me
into where | haven’t
been for awhile. Out |
emerged from the tight
netherworld of self-
consciousness and into
the wide open space of
the real ‘here and

7 7

now .

Lily my 5 month old granddaughter,
wooed me back into the world -
just the other day. Emily and Jonathan
(daughter/son-in-law) brought Lily over
so that we could witness her first taste
of solid food. Warm rice cereal, it was.

“This’ll be cute,” | thought. But it turned
disruptive. It broke me open. | realized,
as | watched Lily open up to that small
spoonful of cereal, just how closed | am.
When she leaned so eagerly into her
life, | was pulled me into mine. For a
transfixed moment, | was present.

Around the kitchen island, we gathered,
where Lily plopped atop the counter, sat
steadied by grandmom’s hand. Dad
operated the camcorder while mom
handled the spoon. The rest of us (six in
all) formed a perimeter gallery that was
the cheering squad. It was cute; it was
messy; it was magnificent.

Without realizing it, | participated with
every spoonful: opening my mouth,
pursing my lips and swallowing as if to
help her along. We all did. We cheered,
high-fived and shouted, “Look! She’s
doing great!” Exceptional child, |
thought. A gold-medal performance.

Yes, Lily wooed me into where | haven't
been for awhile. Out, | emerged from the
narrow netherworld of self-
consciousness and into the wide open
space of the real ‘here and now’.

I'd always thought of the ‘here and now’
as confining. ‘Here’ is but a point in
space and ‘now’ is a sliver of time. But
as it turns out, the ‘here and now’ is the
only space large enough to be alive.
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And Lily was alive. She was all about
that cereal. Bewildered and delighted by
the warm, grainy flavor in her mouth
(and down her chin), she was all experi-
ence and zero shame. So very human.

When the first spoonful was brought
near, she instinctively opened her mouth
and stuck out her tongue. (the former
helpful, the latter not.) The spoon went
in, her eyes lost focus while her taste
buds dialed in. She made a face; we
stopped breathing. Her tongue felt at it,
moved it around and spilled some out.
Totally identifying, | wiped my chin with
the back of my hand. When she swal-
lowed, we exploded into laughter as if
something extraordinary had happened.

But what? The first taste happens for
everyone — for billions of everyones.
Was clan pride causing me to overrate
the accomplishment? Well, sure, but
that isn't the whole story. | experienced
the extraordinary for a simple, but pro-
found reason: | showed up.

Showing Up

| almost couldn’t help it. Lily was so pre-
sent - so unashamed and real — | simply
followed suit. Compelled to participate
(mimicking, cheering), | was drawn fur-
ther and further into the room. My heart
joined my body. Suddenly, there | was -
in the most extraordinary place of all -
the present moment.

After the first mouthful, Lily fully antici-
pated a second. She could still see the
bowl, the spoon and | suppose she
could smell the cereal. Waving her
arms, she lurched forward in the general
direction of sensation. We laughed; she
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wanted more. We did too - an encore -
another helping of someone tasting life,
please. So mom offered another spoon-
ful, and Lily obliged - with open mouth
and open heart. It was a beautiful mo-
ment.

And that's the point — it was a ‘here and
now’ moment. To enjoy it, you had to be
there — really there, participating. Lily
was certainly all in. | was too. My normal
surreal detachment from my life was
temporarily interrupted as Lily exuber-
antly embraced hers. | was drawn in,
pulling for her with my whole person. My
body language spoke what my heart
desired - | wanted Lily to experience the
skill of the swallow, the cheering love of
family, and the base, pure fun of flavor.

| thought | was simply going to witness
a new life experience. But instead, |
experienced life anew. | stood, there in
back, cheering as Lily unselfconsciously
received life as it is offered — one spoon-
ful at a time. The whole thing took less
than ten minutes, but for those minutes |
forgot myself. Rather than standing on
the outside, judging and guarded, | was
‘inside’ the moment, flowing along within
it. I was actually living - the only way life
is offered - through my body in the ‘here
and now’.

Embodied Spirits

The human body is God’s gift to locate
us in the ‘here and now’ - where life
happens. Embodiment is a unique hu-
man privilege that even angels do not
possess - the privilege and ability to
palpably receive grace. Our body are
given to us as an instrument of joy. We
would do well to embrace it.

Theoretically, we could exist as spirit
only — free floating, disembodied beings
without temperature or touch. Or we
could exist as body only — beasts, root-
ing about without laughter or meaning.
But God, in creating the human being,
has sewn the two together - a ridicu-
lously wondrous hybrid - an immaterial
soul shining through a physical body.

The human duality endows me with
what could rightly be called a supernatu-
ral power. | merge meaning and matter.
Because | am body, | can physically
hold Lily. And because | am spirit, | can
relationally bond with her. | blend two
worlds. | am love - with arms.

This is definition of a human being. At
creation, God breathed ‘meaning’ into
‘matter’ making a living being. Meaning

inside matter is who | am. And this ‘who
| am’ defines ‘what | do’. My purpose in
life is to infuse spiritual reality into the
physical world. This is the power that
turns words into poetry, objects into art
and labor into love. This is the purpose
of all meaningful human endeavor;
work, art and play.

That is why, when | show up as a ‘spirit
within a body’ in the ‘here and now’,
extraordinary events take place — events
not unlike water becoming wine. When
you are spiritually present in the ordi-
nary - rice cereal becomes a symbol of
life, a circle around a table becomes a
family, and cheers become love.

When we gathered around that ordinary
table with that ordinary little girl — some-
thing extraordinary occurred. We, with
our smiles and gasps, named Lily
‘beautiful’ - and so she was. That's what
happens when spiritual beings show up
in their physical bodies. Something
‘shines through’. Love becomes flesh.

Christ himself showed up in a human
body, demonstrating how a finite body
can be a conduit of infinite love. To help
us remember, He chose a meal to sym-
bolize redemption. He infused matter
(this is my body), with meaning (broken
for you). Christ was love in the flesh.

When we stopped with the cereal, alas,
the spell was broken. | glanced around.
Had anyone seen how touched | was?
Self-consciousness and fear regained
hold. And just like that, | was back on
the outside of the given moment. | left
my body standing there and receded to
some tragic recess in my mind. Feeling
naked, | covered up.

Love With Arms

But | won't forget. For a few moments, |
materialized. | was there shining through
my eyes, vocal cords and tears. Some-
thing extraordinary occurred: Meaning
flowed through my body. No longer an
empty shell - | was full of love - and it
showed. | wasn't just some body, | was
a grandfather.

Meaningful life only occurs in the pre-
sent moment. Your body is God’s gift to
place you in the ‘here and now'. There-
fore, in order to experience meaning -
you must show up where your body is
and let love flow through.

Remember who you are. Be messy. Be
magnificent. Be love, with arms.
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“I was unselfcon-
sciously ‘inside’ the
moment, flowing along
within it. Rather than
standing on the out-
side, judging... | was
actually living - the
only way life is offered -
through my body in the

‘here and now’.

“Because | am body, |
can physically hold
Lily. And because | am
spirit, | can actually
bond with her. Because
| am both spirit and
body - I bring two
worlds together. | am
love - with arms.”
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Upcoming Opportunities

Date Event Facilitator(s)
November 2010 Barnabas Training Basic— This two-day, biblically based seminar (Friday night & Saturday) helps Barnabas Staff
you understand others by gaining a biblical understanding of your own heart. Includes teaching on a
biblical model of people and an interactive small group experience.
April 10, 2010 Man Enough - 1/2 day seminar for men to become better husbands/ better men. A combination of Palmer Trice
8:30am-1pm teaching/small groups with personal application. Location: Church at Charlotte
May 1, 2010 Barnabas Training Level 3: Understanding Sexual Addiction— This 1/2 day seminar focuses on what John Pierce
8:30am-1pm addiction is and the sexual healing process. Gives practical help on how to walk alongside friends with
love and integrity. Location: The Barnabas Center
June 19, 2010 Love Your Kids— Parenting Seminar: Develop the heart of God toward your children and God’s heart ~ Roger Edwards
9am-3pm
October 4, 2010 The 2010 Barnabas Golf Classic—Join us for the annual fundraising event for the Barnabas. Call-
The Club at Longview ing all golfers and hole sponsors! Contact Elizabeth Chen(echen@thebarnabascenter.org) to sign up.
Updated weekly ActuallyAlive - the blog: Admit your dependency; enjoy your humanity. Ap:/ / actuallyalive.wordpress.com/ — Roger Edwards
2010 Calendar The Quest - A men’s adventure weekend including adventure challenges, conversation, study and Pete Bondy
ONLINE reflection.  Spring weekends full-Sept and Oct dates available. & Quest Team

Tuesday evenings
Groups begin
May 18, 2010

Honor’s Program for Men—A 14-week small group program where men who struggle with sexually
addictive behavior come together to lay a solid foundation for relational recovery. Beginning and Ad-
vanced Groups.

John Pierce

Thursday evenings
Fall 2010

Honors Program for Women—For women whose husbands struggle with sexual addiction to grieve
losses and make decisions about their own recoveries. Beginning and Advanced Groups. 14 weeks.

Lauren Petters

Thursday evenings

Healing Hearts—For women who have experienced abuse in childhood. It provides a biblically-based,

Lauren Petters

Fall 2010 confidential context where women can wrestle with difficult realities related to their harm.
Beginning and Advanced Groups. 14 weeks.
Monday evenings Barnabas Training Level Two—This training extends and deepens the experience of Level 1. Thisis Barnabas Staff
Fall 2010 for individuals who have completed Level 1, are involved in caring for others, and want a context to
gain skills and confidence through role play and personal feedback.
Groups begin Barnabas Training Level Four—For graduates of BT Level 2, this small group assists 4-6 individuals Pete Bondy

Fall 2010

to grow in confidence in the model of caring for others

Group begins
June 2010

Real Beauty: Uncovering Your Struggle with Food, Body Image, & Beauty—An 11-week small group of
women that offers you the opportunity to better understand your story as you hear from and are en-
couraged by others whose journeys are similar to your own.

Lauren Petters




