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Introduction

Staring expectantly (impatiently) through our sliding glass door, I waited on the back patio for my mom to return. She already should have been back; after all, I was home from school and locked out. My trendy clothing was now wet and warm, and my dog, Fluffy, was circling me with his black nose practically glued to the ground, unsure how to respond to my earlier “accident.” 

Telling my mom about my little mishap was not an option. At thirteen, I was continually bragging to her about how grown up I was and why I didn’t need her help — thank you very much — anymore. So, I couldn’t possibly let a little thing like this get in the way of my growing independence. Anyway, it was her fault. She was late, and I was stuck outside alone, well, except for my scruffy, still sniffing, mutt. 

With great relief and a ton of trepidation, I waved frantically outside the glass door as she entered through the garage and into our dining room. 

“Mom!” I hollered. “I’m out here.”

The door slid open with an ominous thud. She glanced first at me, then the dog, then at the large, wet ring circling my feet. 

“Fluffy! How could you!” She marched out heading for the garden hose. 

Poor Fluffy, obviously heartbroken by her harsh tone rushed, with his tail between his legs into his dog house.

Ah. No need to say anything, or so I thought. Fluffy had already accepted full responsibility. Good dog.

“Is there anything you want to tell me, Carol?” My mom asked as she started rinsing down the patio. 

Embarrassment. Guilt. Shame. She knew. She always seemed to know, so why fight it?

“Uh, Mom, the puddle wasn’t from Fluffy.” 

Immediately, the most unexpected thing happened. I felt relief. I think Fluffy knew, too, because he emerged from his little house, tail wagging. 

“Remember, I have eyes in the back of my head. If you do something, just tell me. Even if you potty on the patio.” My mom laughed and turned the hose on me. 

Yes, I piddled on the patio — a totally memorable experience that I haven’t forgotten or lived down. In fact, my mom still brings up that fateful day every now and then; but, hey, it could happen to anyone. I was locked out and I really, really, really had to go. 

Now, obviously, I didn’t share that timeless and somewhat tacky tale without good reason. It demonstrates so perfectly and simply what happens when we do something we know isn’t quite right, then trying to hide our actions. 

We miss the mark. (Or, in my case, make a mark)

We sin. 

We keep secrets and fail to acknowledge to God, ourselves, and others that we messed up. God has a whole lot to say about truth telling and confessing our sins. 

I know. It’s not a very popular topic in our world that so readily sweeps sin under the carpet hoping that no one will decide to peek at what lurks beneath. 

For Christian women, keeping ourselves spiritually cleansed, refreshed, and healthy isn’t just an option — it’s a must. God wants us free to do His work and live fully for Him. How can we possibly love God and others the way we hope to if we’re weighed down with unconfessed sin and the consequences that accompany it? 

We can’t. At least not effectively. 

But I happen to believe that if you’re reading this book, you want to lighten your load and become all you can in Christ, living a life of confession. I also believe there are some very specific categories that we, as women, tend to struggle with in regard to temptation and confession. We’ll take an extended look at those common culprits in the upcoming chapters. Right now …

Picture the familiar routine of housecleaning — room by room. (Sorry, didn’t mean to depress you!)  Are there rooms you’d rather not enter? Uh huh, thought so. We all can agree that there are some areas in a home that appear to be magnets for dirt and dust, grime and gunk. These places require greater upkeep. 

So it is with confession. Learning to stay current and keeping ourselves spiritually clean is a process — thankfully, a process we can manage if we stay on top of things. Unfortunately, too often we have the desire and ability to cover up from prying eyes those unsightly messes around the house and in our hearts. This type of thinking is comparable to kicking the clothes under the bed and calling the bedroom clean, isn’t it?

Let’s not forget, though, there is One who sees everything. He can see beyond our bedroom doors, under our beds, into our cluttered closets, and into the deepest recesses of our hearts. Wherever we go and whatever we try to hide, He is there. 

He sees. He knows. Yet, He still loves. 

Scripture Sidebar: O Lord, you have searched me and you know me. You know when I sit and when I rise; you perceive my thoughts from afar. You discern my going out and my lying down; you are familiar with all my ways. Before a word is on my tongue you know it completely, O Lord. Psalm 139: 1-4

There’s an old saying that explains quite accurately what happens when we refuse to release our secrets and our sin to God. Maybe you’ve heard it? — You’re only as sick as your secrets. Personally, I’ve found this statement to be true. Have you?
Ladies, we needn’t stay stuck in our sin and sickened by our secrets. There is a surefire way of escape: Just tell on yourself. Confess! Repent.
Why stay stuck a moment longer when we can explore and ultimately embrace God’s incredible, life-saving, life-changing path of truth, love, forgiveness, and, of course, confession. 

Therefore confess your sins to each other and pray for each other so that you may be healed. James 5:15a NIV

Chapter One
Keeping Current: The 24-Hour Rule

In your anger do not sin: Do not let the sun go down while you are still angry … 

Ephesians 4:26

Exhausted, I looked longingly toward my bedroom while trying to ignore the dishes stacked on the counter by the sink looking like mini skyscrapers. Ew-w-w! What a mess! The garbage was overflowing and I knew the dirty clothes just around the corner should be tossed into the washing machine before bed. 

Oh, well. It could wait. 

At 6:00 AM the alarm alerted me that a new day had arrived right on schedule. Stretching, I slipped on my robe and padded down the hall. 

As I passed the laundry room, my foot caught on something, sending me tumbling to the floor. Half asleep, I peered at the guilty item — a strap on my daughter’s still-damp swimsuit. I was now tangled in a crumpled and somewhat smelly pile of clothing. 

The laundry! I’d failed to put it in the washer. Great! Just great! 

Before I could get to my feet, I heard a crash from the kitchen. Now what?  I drug myself up and hurried to the next room where yet another disaster waited. 

Ruby, the newest feline addition to our home, had discovered a leftover treat left behind on one of last night’s “skyscrapers.” This particular plate-pile was now overturned in the sink. I could only imagine the damage below. At the very least, a dish or two was cracked. On the floor, Ruby Kitty licked her paw daintily, apparently pleased with her tasty discovery. 

If only I’d taken care of business last night. I would have avoided this growing fiasco of frustration. I could have started my day fresh, renewed. Now, I’d have to clean up yesterday’s mess, which had turned today into a troubling experience. So it is with anger and other negative emotions. 

When we fail to follow the 24-Hour rule, we end up with extra work and carting old baggage into a new day, making life harder for ourselves and those around us. 

About the 24-Hour Rule

Imagine for a moment that you are going through your day carrying an oversized duffle bag wherever you go. At birth, this bag is empty, but, over time, you begin to collect things and add them to your bag. 

Life experiences lead to emotions that, if not dealt with immediately, are placed in your bag. 

For example, as a child, you wear glasses and the kids in your class relentlessly tease you. You are hurt and ashamed about your appearance. You swallow your feelings unsure how to manage them, tossing them in the bag where they continue to burden and harass you. 

As a teenager, your father dies. Unfortunately, he was very verbally abusive, yelling at you constantly. You feel sad about his untimely death, yet remain angry about his actions. This anger in your bag has accumulated and increased over time and has turned into resentment, possibly even bitterness. Tragically, this cycle continues on through the years. Life happens and negative feelings are stored away for days, weeks, months, years, even decades. 

Day after day, experience after experience, we are affected by circumstances and people, either for good or for evil. Far too often, we don’t have a clue how to release our inner turmoil. Thus our bag of burdens continues to expand, weighing us down. Because we have not stayed current on confessing our negative thoughts and feelings, we’ve built up a slew of secrets and sinful responses and are now hampered and heavy-laden. Not a comfortable or very effective way to live, is it?

Then something exciting happens. We meet our Savior, Jesus Christ, for the very first time, or we grow more deeply in relationship with Him. We discover that His yoke is light and that He will carry our burdens, if we let Him. He even tells us that we will find rest, yes, rest for our souls. 

So how do we embrace all His restfulness? And what does confession have to do with any of this?
Scripture Sidebar: Come to me all of you who are weary and burdened, and I will give you rest.  Take my yoke upon you and learn from me, for I am gentle and humble in heart, and you will find rest for your souls.  For my yoke is easy and my burden is light.
Matthew 11:28-30
Remember, when we first come into the Kingdom most of us are already carting around a fairly good-sized backpack of sour emotions. We’ve committed a ton of sins and made millions of mistakes. Many of us have pretended to be someone we aren’t, and have hidden behind an array of phony masks, keeping others from seeing who we really are. We are suddenly thrust into a whole new world where truth reigns besides grace and freedom is a gift. 

Now, if we could simply accept God’s love, follow His guidelines, love others, and do it all right away, life would be so much easier. But, if you’re anything like me and everyone else who has crossed my path, you’ve already figured out that God’s way of life is a process. I’ve yet to meet anyone who has skipped into the sunset of godly perfection. To date, Jesus remains the only perfect example of living life according to God’s standards. 

Thankfully, we have His example to emulate, God’s holy Guidebook, the Bible, to guide us, and the Holy Spirit to empower us. Amen!

Learning how to practice the 24-Hour rule is part of the process. Let’s take a peek at a typical 24-hour period for the average Christian woman.

A Day in the Life of …

Let’s call our “subject” Susan. 

Susan is a thirty-something woman with a family, career, and growing relationship with Christ. She has been attending a local community church for about four years, and is becoming more involved in outreach ministries. Her husband, Jim, works at the local manufacturing company, managing men and machinery. She has a daughter, Julie, who just turned twelve, and a six-year-old son nicknamed, Buddy. Over all, on the outside life is good.  The inside, well, that’s a different story. 

This wife and mother has spent the past fifteen years ignoring the sarcastic barbs that her mother-in-law flings her way when they are alone, especially in the kitchen. Susan has tried on many occasions to share her feelings with Jim, but, inevitably, they end up arguing when the subject is broached.

“Jim, we really need to talk. Do you have a minute?” Susan asks, her voice trembling. This conversation is bound to be as uncomfortable as usual.

“Okay.” Jim drops his book on the floor by his chair. 

“I’m sorry to interrupt your reading, but something is really bothering me,” Susan explains, already intimidated by her husband’s initial response. “Tonight, when your mom was supposed to be helping me with …”

“Whoa …please, not this again. I’ve told you how my mom likes to be in charge in the kitchen. Just ignore her. You take things too personal, Sweetie. Mom loves you. She just doesn’t like your cooking.” Jim reaches over and pats his wife’s hand affectionately. 

“You’re probably right. I’m just too sensitive. Finish your book.” 

Our lovely Susan once again leaves the room, and the discussion, feeling discounted, stupid, insignificant, and petty. Maybe she’s imagining things. 

Instead of calmly approaching her mother-in-law, or finding someone to listen to her concerns and praying about the situation, Susan adds more anger and frustration to her satchel of simmering, sour emotions. This anger has morphed into a bitterroot that continues to grow with each “kitchen meeting.”  She dreads her mother-in-law’s visits to her home, and finds herself hating the holidays when they will spend extended time together. 

Scripture Sidebar: Get rid of all bitterness, rage and anger, brawling and slander, along with every form of malice. Be kind and compassionate to one another, forgiving each other, just as in Christ God forgave you. Ephesians 4:31-32 NIV
Obviously, a ton of 24-hour periods have whirled by. The sun has gone down on days and days of anger, and Susan has left herself wide open to the devil’s fiery arrows. She is stooped over, weighed down by her un-confessed sin and troubling emotions, making daily life difficult, to say the least. Sure, she can go through the motions, phony smile intact, but is that what God wants for her, for us? Not even close! 

Had Susan followed the 24-Hour rule, she could have left all this at the foot of the cross many sunsets ago. 

Let’s role back the clock, shall we? We’re going to travel to that very first kitchen incident and see how this all could have been remedied. Ready?

“Thank you for spending your Thanksgiving in our new home.” Susan smiled graciously, excited to bond with her new mother-in-law, Lynette. Considering Lynette lived several states away, they had only spent time in a group setting. Some alone time was just what the doctor ordered. 

“Well, I figured you’d need some help and I want to make sure you continue our family traditions with my future grandchildren.” Lynette straightened her apron, looking rather official. 

“Jim and I are hoping to start some of our own traditions, Lynette, but we’d be honored to include yours.” Susan tried to ignore the stab of irritation that threatened to spoil their first holiday together.

“Well, dear, Jim will never like anyone’s apple pie the way he does mine. I don’t trust anyone with this old family recipe,” Lynette pulled a faded paper from her apron’s pocket, waving it dramatically. “I’ll just go ahead and make the apple pies. You can make the pumpkin if you’d like. You do know how to make them, right?” 

“Actually, I’m going to used canned pumpkin. I was hoping to spend time on my mother’s apple pie recipe.” Susan hoped she sounded more cheerful than she felt. 

“Canned pumpkin! No! No! No!” Lynette scolded. “I do everything by hand in my kitchen.” 

“Well, this is my kitchen,” Susan replied, sarcasm slithering through her words like a poisonous snake. This woman is insensitive and cruel. I’m telling Jim. He’ll take my side. He mentioned that his mom could be a little headstrong. A little! How did I miss this before the wedding?

Marching out of the kitchen, Susan hurried to her bedroom. There, she dropped to her knees and prayed. 

“Lord, I’m losing it here. This is a day of thanksgiving and I want to pull out Lynette’s hair. I want her out of my kitchen. But I know you love her. You want me to honor my husband and I guess that might include showing a bit more kindness to my mother-in-law. This is so hard. I don’t want to start off our marriage holding a grudge against her. Lord, I choose to forgive Lynette right now. I ask that you bless this day and our time together. So what if she makes things by scratch. Maybe I can learn a thing or two from her. She must be lonely this year without her husband. His death, a wedding, and a holiday far from home … maybe she’s scared and hurting. Help me be a blessing to her. In Jesus’ Name I pray. Amen.”  (Yay! This Susan stayed current and followed the 24-hour rule)

Sidebar Scripture: [Love] keeps no record of wrongs. 1 Cor. 13:5 NIV

Sidebar Scripture: Above all, love each other deeply, because love covers over a multitude of sins. 1 Peter 4:8 NIV
With a new confidence and sense of peace, Susan headed back to the kitchen to find her mother-in-law sitting at the table, staring out the window.

“Lynette, I’m so sorry. We got off on the wrong foot. I didn’t mean to be so overprotective of my kitchen and doing things my way. You’re right. I could use some major help in the cooking department. Your family traditions are part of my husband, and I want them to be a part of our lives, too. Can you forgive me?” Susan waited for Lynette’s response.

Slowly, the older woman stood and wrapped her tiny arms around Susan. “I’m sorry, too, dear. I, too, am just used to doing things my way, and I forgot that you might have your own special plans. I’m so happy to be here. I tend to get a little, okay, a lot bossy in the kitchen. I forgot you’re not used to my prima donna attitudes yet. Go on, get the canned pumpkin. I’ve heard it’s pretty tasty.” 

Nothing negative was added to “the bag.” The situation was diffused and years of emotional turmoil and frustration were avoided, simply by dealing with things as they happened in a wise, God-driven manner. 

Oh, precious reader, can you see the differences between these two alternatives? Had Susan followed the second route, God’s course, she might have avoided years of heartache, but she didn’t. She chose instead to embrace anger and allow it to overpower her. The sun went down, down, down, on Susan’s anger, leaving her ineffective in her life and unable to completely embrace her calling. 

 Maybe, you, too, have hung on to some sour emotions, not-so-nice attitudes, and sinful secrets; now what?  Is it really that big of a deal? 

It certainly was a big deal for Susan. 

As a speaker and ministry leader, I have spoken to numerous women over the years. I’ve been honored to see how amazingly effective the art of confession is when practiced diligently. 

During one of my sessions, I perform a skit about the effects of carting around a heavy bag of emotional burdens and sinful secrets. Every head nods when I share this illustration. It’s easy to guess why, isn’t it? — Because like Susan, we all have situations where we have refused to release, repent, and experience God’s gift of renewal. 

I remember one precious sister who sought me out following one such session. We were at a rustic lodge up in the Washington Cascades. Our deck overlooked a tranquil lake, and that evening the moon was full, creating a luminous circle in the evening sky. I mention the scenery because it was as if God had hand painted our surroundings to better showcase his unfathomable love. 

I was relaxing outside and basking in His natural sanctuary, when rather tentatively and with tears trickling down her cheeks, one of the participants approached. She literally crumpled next to me on the bench. For what felt like forever, I simply held her. 

Eventually, she opened her bag of secrets and allowed me the privilege of exploring them with her. 

Like Susan, this sister had for years held onto a resentment turned bitterroot. As a victim of childhood abuse, she had spent the years since in misery. All her romantic relationships had ended in failure and she had difficulty trusting others. She had grown to hate her perpetrator and despise men in general. Yet one comment that I’d made while sharing had touched her heart just enough that she would consider releasing her abuser, thus freeing herself from his power and the devil’s stronghold over her life. 

I’ve had to live by these same words more than once myself. I’m certain that someone spoke them into my life, at some point, but I have no idea who or when. In summary, here’s what I said during the session:

“Sometimes we’re hurt in ways that are plain and simply evil. We don’t understand why these vile things happen, but they do. God gave us all the ability to choose our course in life; unfortunately, some people have chosen evil over good. Their sin hurts others and hurts us. 

We are angry, and rightly so, but, when we keep this anger inside, it grows into a diabolical monster that can shred our lives into pieces, if we let it. We end up allowing that wicked person and his or her actions to control us, sometimes for years. 

God commands us to forgive. He says to love your enemies. He doesn’t say applaud or approve of their sin. Oh, no, hating the sin is appropriate, but in order to experience joy, we must choose to forgive the sinner. We need to confess that we have been bitter, unforgiving, and have likely hurt others because of our own emotional turmoil. We can stop the cycle of pain and walk as victorious women of God. We can start the process with a willingness to follow God’s direction in spite of what our emotions tell us. God’s Word is truth. When we submit to Him, we become overcomers. 

I’d like to challenge you to find a trusted person and share your burdens. At the very least, cry out to God and choose to release all anger and bitterness. By doing this you will stop giving the devil a foothold into your life. After all, he is your true enemy and the author of all evil. God is love.”

My precious sister kneeled before her Creator and made the life-changing choice to confess her rage-based tantrums.  Tantrums were harming her children. She repented for the way she had been treating men at work, church, and in general. She admitted to hurting people’s feelings because of the hatred simmering inside her soul. She even prayed for her tormentor. She told God that she didn’t feel forgiving, but that she was willing to forgive because she wanted to be right with Him. 

Today, this woman truly is a new creation. She prays nightly and examines the feelings lurking in her heart and shines God’s searchlight into the darkest corners of her soul, seeking any sins or negative emotions she might have tucked away during the day. She has learned to live the 24-hour rule and stays current with confession, and, most importantly, remains free and forgiven.

Tell the Truth. Take out the Trash.

Scripture Sidebar: It gave me great joy to have some brothers come and tell about your faithfulness to the truth and how you continue to walk in the truth. I have no greater joy than to hear my children are walking in the truth. 3 John: 3-4
Susan’s life may seem fairly normal to the “untrained” eye; yet, if we look a little closer, we will notice some visible consequences that have developed in response to her hauling a fifteen-year resentment around in her “bag,” plus quite an assortment of additional dirty laundry she’s added. 

Another way of looking at her predicament is to imagine the door to a room that no one dares open. It’s common knowledge that behind that particular entrance lays an unsightly mess. After all, it hasn’t been cleaned for years. Yuk! Just envision a teenager’s room with a giant “Keep Out” sign posted in warning. 

Family members caution that when you walk by the door, you might smell the stench. Mold, mildew, and other unpleasant odors drift through that pencil-thin space separating door from floor. On occasion, if someone walks too briskly by the room, dust and little gooey particles find their way into the hallway, causing serious sneezing and a croup-like cough. Susan, and everyone else, is afraid to open that door. Just the thought of what might be discovered inside is too terrifying to reveal. 

Ladies, the truth remains, when we refuse to release our sins and clean up our emotional messes, the costs of our actions affect the people around us; kind of like second hand smoke subtly affects anyone nearby. Especially, those we love most. Yep. They seem to get hit the hardest. 

You’ll notice that people start tiptoeing around you to avoid shaking up any cough-causing dust and dirt. No one wants to be around when the door finally explodes open or the seam in the backpack splits wide exposing the darkness inside. 

Wouldn’t it be a whole lot better if we initiated the cleaning process ourselves? Like a parent reminding a child to clean up her mess, our God will continue to convict our spirits when we have cleaning work to do. 

With our Heavenly Father, once we admit we need a good cleansing, He steps in and takes care of the rest. That’s right! When we confess and tell on ourselves, He celebrates and gets busy brightening up our lives. We don’t have to clean the room or empty the bag alone, and, remember, God is already well aware of the messes that we’ve made. 

Like my mom knew exactly who created a certain puddle on the patio, God knows who we are, what we’ve done and, more importantly, who we can become when we start confessing and begin walking in the truth, leaving the trash behind. 

Personal and small-group study questions:

Go on, tell on yourself: 

1. Can you recall a time as a child or teen when you told a lie? What happened? Did the truth come to light? How? 

2. What were the consequences of your dishonesty? Please explain.

Understanding the 24-hour rule:

1. Explain what the 24-hour rule means to you. Do any specific scriptures come to mind in relation to this concept? 

2. Do you release your sour emotions and sinful secrets daily before the sun goes down? Why or why not? 

3. Ask God to reveal all those sinful secrets and sour emotions you’ve been carting around in your personal backpack or keeping behind closed doors. List them now. 

Pray:

Dear Heavenly Father, You are the Way, the Truth, and the Life. Over and over you say, “I tell you the truth.” You ask that your children walk in the truth and confess their sins. So often, I fail to acknowledge my shortcomings, hiding them away in my heart like I might hide dirty clothes under a bed. 

Your Word instructs us not to let the sun go down on our anger. Please help me to understand the importance of remaining current with my confessions. Forgive me for clinging to past mistakes and negative emotions for days, months, even years. I want to experience your cleansing on a whole new level. Help me as I learn to walk in the truth, your truth, one step and a prayer at a time. In Jesus’ Name, I pray. Amen.

The Tough Stuff: A Personal Challenge — Turn your list from above into a personal prayer asking God to take away your burdens and lighten your load. Start a prayer journal specifically designed for your journey of confession. After all, this is a journey of a lifetime. 
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