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Recognizing Walls That Have 
Been There All Along 

 

 I grew up in the land of “Bless your heart! Hey y’all. Come on 
in. How y’all doin’? Fine, how ‘bout you? Give me a neck hug. Stay a 
while. Y’all come back real soon, ya hear!” As a child, my family moved 
frequently from one southern town to another. Thankfully, I was pretty 
outgoing, so I easily started new friendships over the years which were 
mostly centered around common interests or activities. As a middle 
schooler, it was fairly easy to share my deepest thoughts and secrets 
with my besties (and keep theirs, too). However, when I entered 
adulthood, I never seemed to be able to break past the shallow 
pleasantries when trying to develop friendships. I was often shocked 
when marriages around me ended or when people within our church 
were found to be in scandal. I had no idea they were dealing with those 
serious things all along. These people had been carrying on as usual 
Sunday-in and Sunday-out, all while wearing smiles and smudge-free 
makeup. 
 
 I married my husband, Derek, when I was nineteen and 
instantly became a pastor’s wife. This wasn’t a shock to me like it is  to a 
lot of women who marry someone in vocational ministry. In fact, I 
grew up as a pastor’s kid, and I felt strongly from a young age that I 
would marry someone in ministry. As a pastor’s wife, people kept me at 
a safe distance from their real struggles and problems. They wanted to 
be liked by me and to sit by me, but they didn’t want to be known by 
me. I had my part to play in staying in the shallows as well. I had heard 
from countless other pastors’ wives that you can’t make friends with 
the people you serve. It’s not safe. You’ll be hurt, or worse, you’ll hurt 
your and your husband’s ministry. That advice combined with my 
perspective as a pastor’s kid witnessing several church people act a fool, 
it seemed to just make sense. Authenticity just wasn’t going to happen 
for me outside of my marriage. The first real adult friendships I formed 
were with Derek’s best friend, Randy and his wife, Rachel. Even with 
them it took us years to get to a place of openness with one another 
where we felt the freedom to share real struggles. All the more, much 
of our comfort with one another was built on the years of friendship 
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Derek and Randy had already developed with each other beginning 
their kindergarten year. For years I was envious of their friendship. I 
remember thinking, “I will never have a real friend like that because I 
can’t go back to kindergarten and build one.” 
 
 My world changed in 2013 when my husband and I, along with 
our three kids at the time, moved from north Alabama to Miami, 
Florida, to plant a church. We quickly learned that people in South 
Florida were night-and-day different from those we had known in the 
cultural south. Things worked differently there. No one trusted anyone. 
People were overly suspicious and seemed to be just waiting for some 
catch or for the other shoe to drop at any moment. People generally 
expected that others only wanted something from them, or more 
specifically, to take advantage of them in some way. Our first 
realization of these nuances occurred when we tried to rent a house in 
Miami before actually arriving in the city. It was an impossible task! We 
were working with a real estate agent who tried unsuccessfully to get us 
into several rental contracts. She explained to us that none of the 
landlords would agree to rent to us until we were actually there in 
Miami. They didn’t believe we were credible, potential tenants. Instead, 
they suspected it was some kind of a scam. So, praying for God to 
provide, we loaded up our U-Haul and just drove south. Our agent 
called us about half-way through the drive down and said, “I just left 
your house! The landlords don’t know that it’s your house yet, but it 
meets all your requests and (most importantly) your budget. They want 
to meet you tomorrow before agreeing to lease you the house. I need 
you to go in there, put on that southern charm, and bring your baby!” 
That’s just what we did. Sure enough, they agreed to lease us the house 
despite the three other prospective tenants who were touring the home 
during our meeting. This helped us learn that our baby, along with our 
other two kids, was a fantastic tool to break the ice with new people. 
The would-be cold-shouldered people would let a little of their guard 
down around our kids and actually engage in conversation with them 
and, consequently, us. This was a huge win for us when we were trying 
to meet and gather people. 
 
 Soon after moving to Miami, we planned our first prayer 
meeting. We had met a few people during visits to the city before 
moving, so we contacted everyone we knew (all twelve of them) and 
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invited them to our home to help us pray for the new church we were 
starting and other specific prayer needs. At first, it didn’t appear that 
anyone was going to show up. But, in true Miami fashion, about ten 
minutes after our announced start time, people started ringing the 
doorbell. Pretty soon, our living room was full of new faces. We took 
some time for introductions since no one knew each other before 
gathering that night. After the introductions, we gave instructions for 
the structured time of prayer. We set up stations around our living 
room with prayer prompts and Scripture to guide people’s prayer time. 
It was all going so well! Then, we decided to finish the night by giving 
the group an opportunity to share their own prayer requests. Now, 
where I grew up, this would be the time when people would start 
asking for prayer for their uncle’s neighbor’s dog’s left paw infection. 
So, you can imagine my shock when people started sharing real needs , 
like “Pray for me to be better about reading the Bible,” or “Pray for me 
to have more healthy relationships.” Then, I was really floored when it 
came time for the young couple in the circle to share. The husband 
went first. He shared with us his struggle with viewing pornography 
and asked us to pray for him and his wife and their baby girl to be able 
to have victory over the effects of his temptation and sin. I felt my face 
get flushed and all I could think was “What, what did he just say? His 
wife is sitting right there! What was his name again?” It felt like we were 
playing the what’s in your purse game, and he had brought his Mary 
Poppins magic duffle bag. He just kept bringing out things that neither 
Derek nor I expected could come from such little investment in his life. 
The two opposite cultures represent extremes on a scale of emotional 
connectivity. Understanding where we and others fall on that scale has 
helped me better relate to and connect with others. In addition, it 
highlighted some unhealthy truths about my own life that needed to be 
addressed. 

 

 

 

 

 


