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Mommy,
I dedicate this book to you, a woman of honor, grace, faith, and determination. Your book is next.
To Jehovah Jireh, the God that provides what man cannot. You are my everything. I thank You for purpose, promise, and access to the kingdom.
George, my husband, my hero, my lover, my friend. Thanks for your commitment to love me, your covenant to cherish me, and your determination to hold on to the promise. I love you.
I am so blessed to have children who pray for me. Jazz, you are my life’s delight. I am so proud to have a daughter that everybody wants for their own. Blair, my only son in the whole wide world…thanks for the laughter that has been my medicine and your constant reminder that “it’s only a test.” Destiny, the sunshine of my day, thanks for reminding me to look for God in the little things, like flowers, rainbows and strawberries.
Mommy, for your legacy of faith. Because of you, I am fully persuaded that there is nothing too hard for God.
Daddy, thank you for the anointing that can only come from the Father. I honor you and am proud you call me daughter.
To my Pastors who knew that my latter would be greater than my former. I am forever grateful to God for the covenant connection.
To Debra, Dwight, Neak, Cassandra, Mike, Denitra, and the gang. Thanks for being there, for being close enough to hear me call yet far enough to allow me room to spread my wings. I love you all.
And to all the angels that fed me along the way, thank you. God remembers your labor of love.
Why do we hide from God? Did God not say that what was done in the dark will be brought to the light? At an early age, Teri Washington learned wrongly to value the weight of being hidden, thus lived with the unwillingness and knowledge to become naked before God. It was not long before Teri found herself dying behind a mask of deception.
After walking through what seemed like an endless wilderness, faith spawned and liberation was born. Teri permitted herself to trust God. This engagement catapulted her into the kind of transformation only a renewed mind could bring. Her life is a testimony of the works of Christ. Just as Jesus came to destroy the works of the enemy and then literally ripped the veil from top to bottom, this new author, Teri Washington, has done this and more. She has traced every encounter of her life, thus exposing the enemy. Teri has taken off the mask and is sharing the gift of freedom, for the Son has indeed set her free.
As you read this book, you will be enlightened, enriched, and inspired by the bold leap into what we revere as taboo conversation. My prayer is that you will be renewed in your mind, refreshed in your spirit, and fully persuaded that nothing shall be able to separate you from the love of God which is in Christ Jesus our Lord.
I was lying in bed one day when the Lord questioned, “Do you trust Me?” “Lord?” I replied. “Of course, I trust You. What kind of question is that? I’ve been saved since I was 13 years old. I have been faithful in church and ministry. I have served You, and You ask if I trust You?” Again He asked, “Do you trust Me?”
I have walked with the Lord long enough to know that when He asks a question, He is not asking because He does not know, He is asking so that I would know. Over the next several years, God began to show me that I did not trust Him as I thought I did. One year I had to trust Him to be my healer after I was diagnosed with lupus, systemic anemia, and severe mitral valve regurgitation, all at the same time. Another year I had to trust Him to be my guide when He picked me out of my comfort zone and moved me to a strange land among strange people. Then, I had to trust Him to be God when nothing made sense to me. I had to believe that He would never forsake me and that whatever He promised me would come to pass. Had I known the things I would have to endure to have God’s promises, I would have declined the invitation to follow Him. But it was too late; I had already given my life to God. I knew that God was bigger than where I was. I knew He was bigger than the God we fit into our little boxes. There was a depth that I wanted to obtain. There was a mystery that I wanted to know about. So I developed a thirst for God. I wanted all that God was and all that He wanted me to be.
Now, I will not say that I kept the faith and completed my course with flying colors. I fussed and complained. Through my process, I found out that I did not trust God or the plan that He had for my life. I wanted to know what God was up to and what He was planning to do with me. I did not want to relinquish control of my life to Him. I also discovered that I had been hiding behind a mask for years, maintaining a façade that was ultimately shutting God out of my life—a disguise that almost killed me.
I will take you through my journey to unmasking. As you read my experience, may you be compelled to remove whatever pretenses you may be hiding behind and discover Jesus loves you just the way you are.
Introduction
The church has historically been a place of refuge. In Ancient Rome, the Catholic Church was the place a person would escape from the judgment of persecutors. The guilty would run into the church and declare “Sanctuary,” which meant that as long as they found shelter within the walls of the cathedral no harm would come to them.
Today, these persecutors have entered the church. So when sinners run in expecting a safe haven and find their accusers sitting in the same pews, they camouflage themselves so the accusers won’t discover them. The sinner starts behaving like those around him so that he can fit in and go unnoticed. He takes on the posture of his Elders and those in leadership. Looking for something better, he has come to the House of the Lord, the Citadel, the Fortress, the place of safety. He has learned from a young age that this is the place that he is to come when all else fails. So he comes, but unfortunately, even those who are teaching him are masked. They too have never come to the place where they trust God wholeheartedly. They do not know how to be naked before Him so that all their failures and imperfections are bare at His feet.
It is not the will of God for anyone of us to hide ourselves. Instead, we are instructed to,
“….come boldly to the throne of grace that we may obtain mercy and find grace to help in time of need” (Heb 4:16).
The Amplified version reads,
“…that we may receive mercy (for our failures) when we need it.”
In order to have true deliverance in our churches, we must create an atmosphere where it is safe to come with failures.
When you hide behind a mask, you are in acquiescence with the devil and are, therefore, saying that the blood of Jesus is not sufficient to cover your sin. When you continue to hide, you lose all the benefits of Calvary. Jesus cannot protect you, He cannot cover you, He cannot wash you, and your sins cannot be forgiven. However, when you take off the mask and stop the pretenses, the blood of Jesus will cover every indiscretion, and you would be justified by the kingdom of God.
There is a prophetic word being released in the earth. This end time word comes to expose the enemy and to release deliverance to the Body of Christ. God spoke this word to me while I was struggling to breathe behind my own mask. He told me that I could not be fully delivered until I was willing to be naked before Him.
People of God, once we were a nation that was covered, but now the hedge has been lifted because our nation has rejected God. We have rejected Him in our schools, homes, and churches. We have turned our backs on Him and have decided to emulate the world, thus becoming seekers of the flesh. Then, we have disguised ourselves to perpetrate holiness. But I hear God saying, “Since you have rejected Me I will reject you. Since you don’t want to represent Me, I will not represent you. Since you are embarrassed of Me, I will be embarrassed of you. If you don’t want to declare that I am your God, then I won’t declare that you are My people.” God is saying that He is no longer obligated to protect you. There are many who are pretending in the church and hiding behind failures. They are faking it, not just with things or possessions but also with holiness. Not just with images of success but with a form of godliness. God said that some have worn masks for so long that they are afraid to remove them. They fear that the cost of truth will be too great, so they choose to stay covered. Then, the unsaved enter the church and learn from the masked. God said this has been going on for too long, and it must stop. We must dare to remove our masks and let the blood of Jesus cover us.
My pastor, Bishop George C. Searight preached a message entitled “The Last Days.” He warned that in the last days there would be a shaking in the heavens and earth. Old Testament prophet Haggai confirms,
“For thus saith the Lord of hosts; Yet once, it is a little while, and I will shake the heavens, and the earth, and the sea, and the dry land” (2:6).
People are already experiencing a shaking in every area of their lives: finances, health, family, and marriage. The fibers of our morals have been broken down, and things are out of place. Our homes are out of order. Fathers are not in their right places as head of the family. Our children are out of place; they are disobedient and ungrateful. Our teenagers are inhumane and have no regard for themselves and anything else. We adults aren’t any better. We are troublemakers, false accusers, backbiters, traitors, and inflated with self-conceit. This is the precursor to a shakedown.
Many years ago, Apostle Paul warned of the onset of this era. He wrote to Timothy:
“…in the last days perilous times shall come. For people will be lovers of self and utterly self-centered, lovers of money and aroused by an inordinate greedy desire for wealth, proud and arrogant and contemptuous boasters. They will be abusive, blasphemous, disobedient to parents, ungrateful, unholy and profane. They will be without natural human affection, callous and inhuman, relentless, admitting of no truce or appeasement; they will be slanderers, false accusers, troublemakers, intemperate and loose in morals and conduct, uncontrolled and fierce, haters of good. They will be treacherous betrayers, rash, and inflated with self-conceit. They will be lovers of sensual pleasures and vain amusements more than and rather than lovers of God. For although they hold a form of piety true religion, they deny and reject and are strangers to the power of it. Their conduct belies the genuineness of their profession. Avoid all such people; turn away from them” (2 Tim. 3:1-5, Amp).
It is undeniable that these are the last days. However, many of us in the church do not believe that Jesus will soon come. The signs are clear; we must take heed and not be as the foolish virgins who fell asleep as they were waiting for the bridegroom to return. They did not prepare themselves before the call was made. We must be alert, giving strict attention and caution, being active while expecting his return.
How is it, as people of God, that we could discern many things, whether we will get a house, car or financial blessing, but we cannot discern what’s about to happen in the Kingdom of God? Here is a caveat: one day soon there will be a shout, and we must be sure we have oil in our vessels and that our lamps are burning brightly. There will be no time to adorn ourselves with the proper attire for the wedding ceremony. There will be no time to remove our masks.
Chapter 1
Learned Behavior
All my life I’ve been in church. I have childhood memories of waking up early on Sunday morning to my mother dressing all five of her children, along with specific instructions to sit on the couch and not move until she too was dressed. I remember my sister’s and my hair being pressed hard the night before then adorned with ribbons that matched our dresses. Our Charlie Brown black patent leather shoes sparkled in the sun, with matching pocketbooks and gloves. My brother’s suit was pressed and creased well, with his tie matching the hardly-noticeable pinstripe. His shoes were buffed until he could see himself and us, too. Everything had to be perfect, for we were going to the House of the Lord.
When we got to church I saw other well-dressed families. Mothers balanced sculptured works of art on their heads, some with feathers and flowers, others so wide that no one could sit next to them. Those that were not dressed to kill were dressed in crisp, white, starched uniforms, with white polished shoes, gloves in hand and sashes draped around one shoulder and pinned at the hip, proudly signifying which usher board they represented. Then, there were the choir robes—long and two-toned with extra fabric for swaying to the music.
I have many fond memories of growing up in church. But one of the things I remember vividly is how the sun would shine gloriously on Sunday morning, melting away any imperfection. I was not like other children who grumbled about Sundays. I looked forward to those perfect days mainly because things weren’t so perfect the rest of the week. Sometimes there would be a lot of yelling at my house on Saturday nights after my Dad drank too much. My mother would cry, and we would too. But on Sunday morning as we piled inside the station wagon, we were all perfectly aglow.
This taught me early that going to church required a certain image. Even though we were going to church to “lay our burdens down,” no one was to see what kind of burdens they were, and we were supposed to look fine in the process. My mother would remind us that anything coming out of her house had to look good. After all, we were representing her. I wondered if the other mothers had this same rule, because all of the children in the Cherub Choir standing alongside me were also “representing.”
From a very early age we all have learned in some way to hide our imperfections. We are told not to cry, not to show our true feelings, and never to tell all our business. We were all taught shame. This is not something we are born with; this is a learned behavior. And because of it, we are careful never to release our failures. We cover up any indiscretion, and we disguise our truths.
Chapter 2
The Cost of Being Uncovered
I wrote this book over the course of two years while my family and I were experiencing the worst winter season we could have ever imagined. In the year 2000, while most people were celebrating the new millennium, I was fighting for my survival. My husband and I, after 10 years of marriage, lost everything. We were laid off our jobs and very quickly used what little savings we had. We had been operating a small retail business and because of some bad decisions, went bankrupt. As a result, we were evicted from our home, our car was repossessed, and we had no money. We were homeless, had nowhere to go, and no money to get there. Even though I was in such a state I was too ashamed to let anybody know. I hid behind this shame for over a year. I knew that God was with me no matter what. I knew that whatever I would go through was not just for me alone but so that God could get glory out of my life. Between the tears and constant moves from place to place, I kept hearing the Lord say, “write, write down your experience; write about your process.” So I cried, I moved, and I wrote. I did not understand it at the time, but writing down what I went through was therapeutic for me.
During this time, I cried out to God for direction and clarity, but there were no answers. In those two years, we bounced between family, friends and hotels. Everything we owned was in garbage bags and suitcases. We were forced to put our furniture in storage but because we couldn’t keep up with the storage fees, all of our possessions were auctioned off to the highest bidder. I still wear the scars on my heart when I think of all the photographs that can never be replaced. Whatever we did not lose in storage we had already sold to the pawn dealer so that we could have enough money for one more night at whatever hotel we managed to find. TVs, VCRs, and cameras were sold so we could have shelter. One day we pawned my wedding rings so we could feed our children. My mink coat was sold in a feeble attempt to put a deposit on an apartment. However, it didn’t work out because our credit was so horrible nobody wanted to take a chance. Every time we had to move we would load up the car with our garbage bags and suitcases and ask God to tell us where to go. I was so tired of moving, living out of bags, and sleeping on the floor that I almost lost my mind.
My husband and I performed our daily routine that included filling out applications, going on interviews, going to social services to apply for food stamps and housing, finding our next meal, and securing a place to sleep at night. All of this had to be done before the children were dismissed from school. We never wanted them to worry, so we hid as much from them as we could. I would never go into the social service office; I was too proud. I was still the diva…a homeless diva but a diva, nevertheless.
One day while we were driving along the interstate at about 55mph, the devil began to speak to my mind. “Why don’t you open the door and jump out while the car is moving?” He probed, “look, make sure another car is coming behind you so that when you jump out the other car will hit you and there would be no chance of your survival.” I could not stand it anymore, so I started screaming. I screamed relentlessly and kicked the dashboard and windows. I kicked, screamed, and yelled until I was numb. George pulled the car over and made a feeble attempt to comfort me, but I had no feeling and was exhausted. I became so numb that I didn’t talk or eat. I just wanted to die. I was having a nervous breakdown. I could not and would not accept my realities, so soon I plummeted into depression. My mind could not grasp what was happening to me. My mind could not wrap around the fact that I was serving the Lord, preaching the gospel, and was homeless.
All I wanted was to guard my children through this, whatever this was. This was no way for children to live. This happened to other people not to me. Surely, this was not God. This had to be the devil. I had never experienced any such thing before. I begged God to take us out of it... if not for me for my children. If not for me, then for His name’s sake, but things just grew worse. Little did I know that this was the season for my faith to be tried and proven by fire.
I realized that I had prayed for God to guard my children. I had prayed for the strength of my husband, but I had not prayed for myself. My focus was on staying covered; it was more important for me to mask myself. I had entered into a place of unrest, and the Word of God didn’t make sense to me anymore. I could not hear God. I knew His voice, but He was not speaking. I was confused, hurt, heartbroken, and forsaken. Why was this happening to me? What did I do or didn’t do to warrant this? What kind of God would let the wicked prosper and the righteous go forsaken? I knew others who had lost their jobs but didn’t lose everything. I knew those who squandered and cheated but never received this punishment. I began to tell God how good I was—how this shouldn’t be my portion. I told Him that He had made a mistake. Maybe He had gotten me confused with somebody else. I’m the one that was always the good girl, the one who never gave my mother trouble. The one who served Him since the age of 13 and prayed until everybody in my whole house knew Him. I am the one that witnessed on the street corners, passed out tracts, and won souls to His kingdom. I’m the one who always went out of my way to help, always wanting to do the right thing and was too scared to do wrong. I am the one who believed that if you were faithful, God would not forget your labor of love.
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