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15

Foreword

First, I like you already that you would pick up this book, writ-

ten by two people I adore and titled with two words I am so 

terribly moved by. Because you have this book in hand, I imagine 

we would be kindred friends.

Wild and free. While I love these two words, for most of my 

life, I would have heard them with an ache of insufficiency inside. 

I was the girl who always feared she was too much for a room, 

so I stuffed myself into a presentable, appropriate package. Yet I 

was exploding— exploding with passion and gifts and vision and 

opinions and leadership.

Maybe you are too. 

I remember having this image in my mind that heaven would 

be the place I would finally feel free, like a horse without lead 

ropes and fences and bridles. I just couldn’t imagine I would ever 

feel that freedom in this life, not with all the roles and expectations 

that surrounded me.

Oh, the lies we choose to believe in the name of humility and 

holiness.

God designed us for adventure because He knew following 

Him would be one. I am blessed to meet women around the world, 

and I believe this wild and free faith is growing in us. It isn’t wild 

in rebellion; it is wild in obedience. And it isn’t free to do whatever 

we want; it is free to do whatever He calls us to do. This kind of 

faith is powerful, and it is beautiful. 

As it turns out, you can experience God’s wild freedom in this 
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16 // Wild and Free

life, as I have discovered over the past five years. Freedom began for 

me the moment I began to fear God more than people, and as that 

transformation has happened, God has been going wild all around 

me. He began leading me toward more and more risky places and 

asking me to step out in faith. And here is what I can say as I have 

closed my eyes and with so much fear, and took the leap anyway:

Risking for God is the greatest choice you will ever make. 

Robert Frost’s “The Road Not Taken” is one of the only works 

I can still recite after two decades out of school. I have always been 

drawn to that overgrown path in the wilderness, even though it 

scares me a little even now. Truth is, while I wish I were a more 

confident, rebellious pioneer, God has had to nearly force me to 

the wild new paths He has for me and for the ministry I lead. 

I would never have imagined the places He would take me, but 

trust me, I would never want to miss them. You don’t either.

I am compelled to call as many of you as possible to the roads less 

traveled. There are so many living in bondage, and we are called to 

be free and set others free, because this is what Christ has done for 

us! We are called to take the wild road, the adventurous road, and to 

risk big for the glory of our God and the good of the people we love.

If you feel held back, this book will spark something. If you feel 

that ache I have felt for freedom, prepare to encounter it in a big 

way— the kind of way in which there is no turning back. 

Jess and Hayley are not only excellent writers; they also have a 

deep passionate vision and hope for you to be wild and free. They 

have fought for themselves, and now that they have tasted life with 

this wild, free faith, they want you to have it too.

These pages will show you just how much you are loved, how 

much you’ve been fought for, and what it truly means when we 

read in God’s Word, “It is for freedom that Christ set you free!” 

(Galatians 5:1).

Jennie Allen
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Introduction // Jess and Hayley

In many ways, we couldn’t be more alike and more different all 

at once. 

The first time we officially met in the f lesh, we crowded our 

six kids— each of us had three at the time— into a local café. Jess 

and her family had just moved to the state of Indiana, and Hayley 

had invited the Connollys to come for a visit. We’d talked online 

and communicated as bloggers, watching one another and inter-

acting with each other’s lives online. We had a few mutual “real 

life” friends, so it felt totally normal to pack the kids into the car 

and drive a few hours to make the relationship a proper one. That 

day wasn’t monumental, and we didn’t exchange “best friend” 

bracelets— but it was a sweet promise of what more the Lord would 

do in our lives, through one another, in the future. 

A few weeks later, we were chatting on the phone, still relative 

strangers, and together we had kind of a crazy, wild- eyed idea: 

Should we plan a conference together? Gather a bunch of women 

under the banner of the gospel and the idea that they have inf lu-

ence? It seemed right to us, and, thankfully, the Holy Spirit blinded 

us to all that could go wrong and to fully comprehending what a 

large ministry we were beginning. 

Our friendship became more intimate, and our interaction 

turned to walking together daily. As the time of the conference 

grew closer and the Lord was refining us for the task at hand, we 

exchanged dozens, even hundreds of texts a day. We FaceTimed, 

Skyped, and drove to see one another as often as we could— even 
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18 // Wild and Free

after Jess moved from Indiana back to South Carolina. And it wasn’t 

just work and conference details that we were constantly discuss-

ing— we were sharing our hearts and fears, simultaneously walking 

through some of the very same trials and blessings of being newish 

leaders and business owners, and both adding new babies to the mix. 

The Inf luence Conference happened in 2012, and then we 

launched The Inf luence Network on January 1, 2013—fourteen 

days before Hayley welcomed her fourth baby and twenty- eight 

days before Jess had her fourth as well. We were plowing ahead and 

trying to acclimate as quickly as possible to this new season that 

both of us suddenly found ourselves in. We grew together over the 

next months, and that’s when the phrase “wild and free” started 

popping up repeatedly in our conversations.

Something about ministering to others can really bring out 

your inner brokenness, amen? And ministering so closely along-

side someone else can be an incredible blessing, as well as a pretty 

hilarious study in human nature. Because of our wildly different 

pasts, stories, and personalities, we responded to some trials, bless-

ings, and pitfalls incredibly differently. There were times when Jess 

would get angry, mouthy, and frustrated, while Hayley’s proclivity 

would be to shrink away, avoid conf lict, and get quiet. We would 

preach “wild and free” to one another to combat our natural and 

sin- filled responses, but the phrase meant vastly different things to 

each of us— though the Lord and His redemption meant the same. 

As God continued to knit our hearts together, we found that 

our base insecurities and the ways we responded to the world 

were also contrasting. Hayley hated for anyone to be disappointed 

in her— essentially being told she wasn’t enough or hadn’t done 

enough. Jess lived with an underlying fear of being too much for 

the people around her. But we both knew what it was like to f lip 

back and forth between those insecurities and concerns. 

And the way we loved women and encouraged them? That 
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Introduction // 19

was different too. When Hayley spoke, she was like a loving, sweet 

mama reminding everyone of their worth and identity, encourag-

ing them not to toil or spin, reminding them how valuable rest and 

abiding are for us. Jess was the gal who wanted to charge hell with 

a handgun, who wanted to ride into battle and call women to arms. 

We were like two sides of a coin.

Hayley spoke rest, gentleness, and freedom, while Jess tended 

to proclaim wild action, response, and hope.

And one day in October, about a year and a half after that 

phone call where we decided to start a conference, we had another 

wild idea over the phone. Maybe this declaration of “wild and free” 

was meant for more than just us to trade back and forth? Maybe 

it was a book we should write together? The more we prayed and 

talked, the more we realized: It was a book we could only write 

together. It needed both voices and both perspectives. It needed 

Jess’s “let’s do this!” coaching call from the sidelines, and it needed 

Hayley’s “there, there” comfort and reminder to abide.

We watched and listened, and we realized that so many of you 

feel the same way we do. You feel like you’re too much or you’re 

never enough, or both all at once. You aren’t sure who exactly 

you’re supposed to be as a daughter of God and a part of this king-

dom. You feel timid, defensive, and bruised, but you also feel ready. 

And we feel all those things along with you. 

As we started to pull the string of “wild and free,” we found 

that both of those characteristics were accessible to us because our 

Creator embodies them both. And that left us with an even bigger 

question: If God is wild and if God is free, what does that mean 

for us? The answer we’ve landed on is that we believe we have 

the liberty to walk out our own wild freedom in pursuit of His 

kingdom, and He will help us as we go. He is the one who calls us 

to be wild— walking in who God created us to be. And He is the 

one who calls us to be free— resting in what Jesus has done for us.
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20 // Wild and Free

This book is our love letter to you. We believe Jesus is mighty 

in you and His grace is overwhelming, covering all your insecu-

rities and fears and hurts and what- ifs. It’s not that we believe you 

should be more wild and free; we believe you already are and might 

just need the encouragement to live it out.

From the heart of two friends to many new friends:

We’re praying for you and we love you. Let’s live wild and free.
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The Anthem of Wild and Free

The world may tell us we’re too much and never enough. 

But we can walk wildly in who God created us to be

and rest freely in the work Jesus did for us.

We do not have to be confined or conformed by cultural expectations.

We are unchained from our past and unafraid of our future.

We choose compassion over comparison.

We love without condition, without reserve.

Our eyes are on God; we hold nothing back;

we run fast and strong; we do not hide our light.

We aren’t wild and free for our sake alone;

rather we sing life, hope, and truth over the world

with abandon— just as our God sings over us.

We are wild and free.

And we are poised to do mighty things, in Christ alone.
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ONE // JESS

We Have Become 
Tame and Tethered

It was a normal Tuesday afternoon— my toddler had just gone 

down for a nap, and the big kids were coming home from school 

soon, giving me a moment to catch my breath. The sun was squint-

ing past the shades, creeping across the f loor as I sat there restless 

and exhausted, craving escape. My day had been f lat and seemingly 

pointless, and I was feeling frustrated about how all of life tends 

to be overf lowing with maintenance and monotony. A wave of 

wanting more washed over me, leaving my soul pricked.

I wonder if you have those f lashes too. On your sofa or at the 

coffee shop, in bed or in the carpool line, when suddenly you’re 

aware of just how tame this life feels, how tediously the same it 

always is— day after day.

On that particular Tuesday, I was looking for something to 

watch on TV to add a little levity to the day that wouldn’t also 

corrode my brain and soul. You know the feeling? When all your 

heart really needs is a happy medium between the local news and 

the trashy reality TV show? As I sat f lipping and searching, there 

it was. Typically, such a program might bore me or barely register, 

but on this day, when I felt very aware of the entrapment of the 

mundane, it captured me. There on the screen, I saw horses, and 

my spirit did a f lip.

It was a documentary on the wild horses of the Outer Banks. 

Fascinating footage filled the screen, burning this fiercely stunning 
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24 // Wild and Free

picture in my mind. Beautiful, wild mustangs running in slow 

motion, kicking up sand, letting the sun dance over their beautiful, 

messy manes.

I grew up just hours away from the Outer Banks of North 

Carolina, but I never knew anything about this phenomenon. I 

went on to learn that these horses are the direct descendants of the 

Spanish mustangs that came with the earliest European explor-

ers to the North Carolina coast. What’s more, the breed remains 

completely and utterly wild, roaming free over twelve thousand 

acres of beaches that make up the Outer Banks.

But my awe and admiration of these wild things quickly turned 

to shock. I was jarred by the stark contrast to my world when I saw 

those animals in the wild. I sat— that day, and now— in a carefully 

curated home, surrounded by things I’d collected in an attempt to 

build a habitat. From where I rested in the vintage club chair that 

had been a miraculous find at Goodwill two years before, I could 

see my small but overf lowing life. There were stacks and piles and 

shelves of books, filled with knowledge and the help I so desper-

ately believed I needed. My kitchen utensil drawer was filled to 

overf lowing with odds and ends— a garlic press I’d used only once 

and three different black plastic slotted spoons I’d procured over 

the years. Papers upon papers upon papers from my kids’ school 

littered my desk— picture forms, snack schedules, weekly updates. 

I looked around at all the things that felt necessary to survive in my 

world, but those same things seemed superf luous when I saw a wild 

mustang sprinting freely on a sandy North Carolina beach.

I am struck by the thought that the female mustang doesn’t 

need a manual on how to find fresh water or a thirty- page PDF 

on feeding her colts. There is no formal council or schedule deter-

mining how she needs to be in community with her herd. I see no 

books lying around the sand dunes proclaiming three easy steps 

for her to Be the Horse That Has It All. She knows exactly who she 
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We Have Become Tame and Tethered // 25

is without being told. She’s not caught up in the trappings of the 

world, because she is wild.

Women in the Wild
I’ve spent a lot of my adult life thinking about the original wild 

woman, our girl Eve. I think about her eating that fruit and how 

I probably would have done it too. I think about sin and how it 

affects me, and about the way our world is now so fallen. But occa-

sionally I want to get lost pondering the minutes, hours, and days 

that occurred just before that disastrous bite.

It all started here:

And the rib that the Lord God had taken from the man he 

made into a woman and brought her to the man. Then the 

man said, 

“This at last is bone of my bones

and f lesh of my f lesh;

she shall be called Woman,

because she was taken out of Man.” 

Therefore a man shall leave his father and his mother and 

hold fast to his wife, and they shall become one f lesh. And 

the man and his wife were both naked and were not ashamed. 

Genesis 2:22–25 ESV

Oh goodness, I want to know about Eve! What was she like? 

How did she walk? I wish we had three chapters between the crea-

tion of Eve and the point when it all went downhill. Did she like to 

run through the garden and smell the f lowers? Did she cuddle with 
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26 // Wild and Free

the animals or make paint out of berries? And how did she talk 

to her Creator? How did she wake up, and what was the look on 

her face when she caught a ref lection of herself in the waters that 

covered the earth? Can I confess? It is nearly impossible for me to 

picture her naked and unashamed. Let’s face it. We live in a world 

filled with heavy under- eye concealer, Spanx, and teeth whitening 

on the regular.

I picture Eve being just like that mustang. I imagine that she 

lived in a very pure and wild state, secure in who she was and 

confident in her purpose. I imagine her looking God full in the 

face, smiling because she knows she is right where she was always 

meant to be. In my mind’s eye, she laughs with Adam, and she 

isn’t afraid to ask questions since everything is so new and she is so 

incredibly safe. I like to picture her being imaginative and creative, 

seeing beauty in creation, and being wildly resourceful with what 

she’s been given.

It’s fun to picture, but it’s all just imagining, since we don’t really 

know. What we do know is that for a time, she was in perfect com-

munion with her heavenly Father. She was in perfect communion 

with our heavenly Father, just like we will be someday in eternity. I 

like to think about her during that short period of paradise, because 

she is our prototype. Eve is our girl. She was the original forerunner 

of “wild and free,” the mother of the daughters of God.

There is one overwhelming similarity between Eve and those 

horses on the beach that I can’t seem to shake. Both live out of 

the reality that their identity and purpose are uncomplicated and 

unhindered by their own insecurity or need for acknowledgment. 

They were created, cared for, and set free to do what they were 

made to do. Born wild, neither Eve nor the horses ever questioned 

how to do it or whether they were the right ones for the job— 

they simply moved forward with purpose in the roles set forth 

before them.

9780310345534_WildFree_int_SC.indd   26 2/23/16   10:42 AM



We Have Become Tame and Tethered // 27

And here in the trappings of domesticated life, I ache so deeply 

for what they have. That day when I first saw the horses running 

wild, I couldn’t relate to that unbridled and unshackled freedom. 

But oh, I wanted it.

Maybe that’s you too. Maybe you don’t picture yourself like a 

wild mustang running down the beach, free from burden or obli-

gation. Maybe you feel burdened by the phone that always sits so 

near to you, the meetings that never seem to stop, the list that only 

grows and yells louder each day. Maybe you don’t feel free in your 

relationships with God or others, but instead feel stif led inside of 

yourself and your connections. Maybe answering the call to live 

wild and free sounds amazing— if only you knew how. If only you 

had the time.

I’m afraid we’re missing out on transcendent abundance by 

ignoring this call. What if we already have everything in us nec-

essary to move forward wild and free, and we just don’t know it?

The Burden We Carry
For Eve, the wild identity she was able to run with was short- 

lived. It was the very questioning of the power of her identity that 

ultimately led to her downfall. And as women today, it seems we’re 

still there— born into the tension of the culture war created by Eve. 

We can only imagine what it would be like to feel safe and wild 

all at once, when our current reality leaves us feeling anything but.

To say the burden on women in our current culture is heavy 

is a vast understatement. We live under the national assumption 

that women should look impeccable at all times— regardless of age. 

Not only that, but women are expected to have glittering person-

alities on the inside, all the while being strong and successful and 

self- sufficient.
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28 // Wild and Free

As if the crushing weight of impossible expectations weren’t 

enough, the situation is only made more precarious because the 

expectations change drastically from city to city, community to 

community, even person to person.

Some women are expected to work and build careers— but 

only the kind that their community deems meaningful. Some 

women would be corrected for having career ambitions and are 

encouraged to stay home, caring for children and having dinner 

ready by five. Some of you feel like you’re not up to par because 

you don’t make amazing, home- baked treats and goodies for your 

kids, while still others would be shunned for feeding their children 

refined sugar.

Personally, I’ve felt the whiplash of moving from community 

to community and knowing instantly I didn’t measure up or fit in. I 

had worked and strived to fit the proper definition of womanhood 

where I’d just come from and then had the breath knocked out of 

me by the staggering rejection from not fitting into the next place.

Our problem isn’t one caused by our mothers or the mothers 

that came before them; it’s a tension of biblical proportions exacer-

bated by the enemy of our Creator. The truth remains that we were 

brought forth in the midst of a battle regarding our worth, purpose, 

and our assumed role in this life. At first glance, the battle lines 

seem clear, but in reality the voices and messages are complicated 

at best. The confusion lies in the deception that began with Eve’s 

partaking of the shiny, beautiful fruit because someone told her 

that was best for her.

That deception is still active today. From one camp we hear 

that we are to walk in a straight line— be seen and not heard, not 

disturbing anyone with our thoughts, dreams, voices, or gifts the 

Father gave us. Swinging to the opposite extreme is a vocal group 

insisting we must stand up and take control— get what is ours, 

forcefully find our own place, and make our own way, at the cost 
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We Have Become Tame and Tethered // 29

of anyone and anything that stands in our way. And of course, there 

are all sorts of tensions, questions, and limitations in between.

Do you see it? Inside your friend groups and the halls where 

you worship? Can you feel the burden of expectation, of what 

women are “supposed” to be? Mantles have been placed on us that 

genuinely aren’t rooted in Scripture, and they are slowing us down.

Ladies, this is what scares me. When a horse is finally tamed 

and trained, bearing the burden of saddle and human expectations 

alike, she is called broken. It is only then that she performs the 

duties expected of her.

I don’t know about you, but I don’t think that’s what God 

ever had in mind for Eve. And I don’t think that’s what God ever 

had in mind for you and me. In the Bible, He speaks of yokes and 

submission, and there are commandments and thousands of pieces 

of wisdom, yes. But His authoritative mission in our lives has never 

been to break our spirits; it’s geared to set them free to give Him as 

much glory as possible.

But sometimes His gentle voice is drowned out by the demand-

ing ones in our physical lives, the comments and commands of 

those telling us who or how to be.

I see women believing and repeating the lie that motherhood is 

the highest calling for all women. Did you know that’s nowhere in 

the Bible? The only reference to a chief call on anyone’s life is found 

in Matthew 6:33: Seek first the Father’s kingdom and His right-

eousness. We watch as that lie discourages those who are unable 

to be mothers and immobilizes those who love their children and 

still feel called to serve in other contexts. I see broken women 

believing the only role for them is quiet service and the only pace 

is nonstop. They exhaust themselves as they serve out of obligation, 

not worship. I see women believing it’s brash and wrong to seek the 

wisdom of God, waiting on others to intercede and teach them the 

Word rather than seeking first the kingdom themselves.
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30 // Wild and Free

Outside the church, we have just as many loud and confound-

ing voices telling us who to be. Pop stars and media moguls shape 

culture with lean bodies and tight and exposed skin. Now that 

celebrities have social media, we’re provided with an ever- present 

portal into their worlds, constantly reminding us how much better 

they have it and how wonderful it all is. All of our excuses to not 

live an incredibly beautiful life are dissipating. Pinterest provides us 

with a prescription to live big, well, loud, tidy, and— ultimately— 

perfectly put together. This shiny, make- believe life we are chasing 

perpetuates the myth that everyone else’s perception of us is ulti-

mately our reality.

The point is that no matter where our gaze is right now, we’re 

trapped by expectation, and it seems like we’re destined to fail. Our 

eyes dart from habitat to habitat, wondering what is wrong with us 

and looking for ways we can become more like the perfect woman, 

whoever she is.

But there is a way back. There is a way home. In our lifetimes, 

we probably won’t return to the Garden of Eden to all live there 

peacefully together, but by looking more closely at our good God, 

we can drown out the noise and hear a little more clearly.

Treasures, Not Tools
It’s terribly sad that here in America, we’ve turned the phrase 

“daddy issues” into a joke. For so many women, this is where the 

brokenness begins.

My biological father is a hilarious and fun- loving teacher; he’s 

the kind of guy who lights up a room, and no one tells a story 

better than him. The hard part is that for most of my life, he’s 

been an overseas teacher. Starting when I was around three, the 

bulk of my relationship with him has been built in over- the- phone 
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snippets and once-  or twice- yearly visits. I have a handful of sweet 

memories from growing up with him, and we’re making as many 

as we can now, but I have many more of him absent than I do 

of him present. The hole and ache this left in my heart felt ever- 

present throughout childhood. I constantly missed my dad, and I 

consistently wondered why I wasn’t good enough for him to stay.

As an adult, I can look back on that time and say, “This wasn’t 

about you! It wasn’t because you were broken or not enough!” But 

it’s hard to tell a three- year- old heart that. As an adult, I’m learn-

ing to process the truth that the decisions my earthly dad made 

weren’t based on how much or how little he loved me. He loved 

me and my sister so much— and still does— and his life choices 

weren’t about us. We’re learning to find our footing and figure out 

what our relationship looks like, living on two different continents. 

Moreover, I’m learning to apply the truth that my heavenly Father 

is working all things together for the good of those who love Him.

My stepfather walked into our life when I was in late elemen-

tary school, and he began the arduous task of learning to love and 

shepherd my older sister and me. By that time in our young lives, 

we were rambunctious and more than a little unruly, prone to get-

ting into all kinds of trouble and experts at fighting with my mom. 

I made his job hard because I lied and disobeyed incessantly as a 

teenager, but also because my heart was already so hard and closed 

by the time he made his entrance.

In hurt and confusion, my young heart had already made a 

conclusion based on lies the enemy told me: Men see women as 

tools, not as treasure. I assumed that all men saw women as the 

people to make dinner, look pretty, and generally help men as 

second- class citizens. I decided the whole father- daughter thing 

was a sham. It wasn’t real. Everyone was just pretending. And as my 

own fathers tried to love me, I allowed myself only to go through 

the motions of those relationships— not needing anything, not 
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expecting anything, finding affirmation and acceptance in other 

places since surely that father love could not be real or sturdy or 

dependable.

As I grew up and saw my friends confide in their fathers, casu-

ally sit on their laps, or even dance together at weddings, a part of 

me felt bad for them. I assumed they’d been duped as well, tricked 

into believing the men in their lives actually wanted good for 

them. I knew the real truth— the protection of fathers was really 

just overbearing control, the affection they gave was only about 

receiving affirmation in return, and mostly these fathers spent their 

days thinking about their own lives and dreams and goals, with 

daughters merely serving as decoration.

It’s not just my story or my mistaken understanding, unfortu-

nately. I think we have a generation filled with women who have 

incredibly twisted ideals of what it means to be a daughter. They’ve 

been abused, forgotten, put down, used. And in the process, maybe, 

like me, you’ve picked up a false understanding of what it means to 

be a daughter of God.

I pray my story isn’t familiar, but I know for many of you it’s 

far too familiar or even incredibly tame compared to what you’ve 

encountered. Some of you were raised in blessed and peaceful 

homes, and your picture of a father has been left mostly unscathed. 

For that I am so grateful. I pray the same for my daughter. And yet, 

for all of us, it’s still pretty inescapable. At some point, in some way, 

men (fathers or otherwise) will affect our view of God— for better 

and for worse.

Statistically, the lack of or abuse by a father figure is incredibly 

evident. We know that between 66 and 90 percent of women in 

the sex industry were sexually abused as children.1 We know that 

more women are employed in the sex industry right now than at 

any other time in history.2 A staggering 90 percent of homeless and 

runaway children are from fatherless homes.3 Sixty- three percent 
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of teenage suicide attempts occur inside homes without father fig-

ures.4 Seventy- one percent of high school dropouts and 85 percent 

of youths in prison come from single- parent, fatherless homes.5

We see the widespread effect of this cultural injury everywhere 

we turn. And we often end up living as though we are tools instead 

of believing that God has called us His treasure: “See what great 

love the Father has lavished on us, that we should be called children 

of God! And that is what we are!” (1 John 3:1).

I genuinely believe we can spend an infinite number of hours in 

counseling, create hundreds of rehabilitation programs for abused 

and battered little girls, and champion single moms till we’re blue 

in the face— but we will still be lost if we do not point a generation 

of women to the truth.

And the truth, dear friends, is this: Our standing has never 

wavered with our Father. Though the world has twisted what it 

means to be a daughter, His stance and His position toward us 

has absolutely stayed resolute. The world cannot dictate what it 

means to be treasured by our Father, but the love and relationship 

of our heavenly Father can heal and transcend the damage done 

here on earth.

The Creator of the universe didn’t just love and speak us into 

being, He also called us good— the same word He called the mas-

sive, majestic oceans and the sun that lights our solar system and 

keeps us all sustained. He sent His Son to make a way for us while 

we were still broken and sinful and sitting with our fingers in our 

ears, unwilling to hear truth. His Holy Spirit runs wild in our lives, 

guiding us, leading us, growing us, and groaning for us so we can 

genuinely be in community with Him. We mean the world to 

Him— not because we’re good or we’ve earned it, but because we 

are His treasure, the apple of His eye, the daughters He is coming 

back for. He has never seen us as a tool. We have always been the 

prize worth fighting for.
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The Lord began to drastically heal my perception of being a 

daughter once I had my own. Gloriana Eloise Connolly was born 

on March  14, 2008, and from my perspective, I’ve never seen 

another little lady be so loved by a daddy. Watching my husband, 

Nick, with our girl has been so restorative because his ability to 

genuinely love her is because of the way he has been so genuinely 

loved by our God. When she is disobedient, when she runs from 

him, when she wants her own way— he loves her all the same. 

Before she did anything good, before she was useful in any way, 

shape, or form, when she was only needy and not at all helpful in 

the slightest— he loved her and would have given his life for her. If 

my sinful and broken husband can love a daughter so well and so 

fiercely, how much more can a perfect and holy God love us?

Ambassadors, Not Orphans
Our story as daughters doesn’t stop at our adoption into the family 

of God that was purchased by the blood of Jesus. God didn’t just 

make a way for us to go back home; He also called us into His 

kingdom. I see so many women stop here, at this point in their 

relationship with Him. It’s almost as if they say, “OK! They let my 

poor orphan self into the family. Now I’ll work to pay for my spot 

at the table and try not to make a fuss.”

This is where I see women feeling very much allowed in the 

kingdom but still quite unsure of where they’re supposed to go 

and what they’re supposed to do. But check this out. Second 

Corinthians 5:20 reads, “We are therefore Christ’s ambassadors, as 

though God were making his appeal through us. We implore you 

on Christ’s behalf: Be reconciled to God.”

If we are truly God’s ambassadors, we’re like the people from 

other countries riding around in long limos with the little waving 
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f lags, stopping traffic all day. We have been given great authority 

through Christ! We’re called to action! And that passage says it’s as 

if God is making His appeal through us! Ladies, you are not called 

to sit on your hands in silence. You are called by our great God to 

run wild into our culture, calling out an incredible message of life: 

“God loves you! World! God loves you and made a way for you! 

Come with me! You don’t have to live lost and alone! My Dad has 

a place for you! He sees you as His ultimate treasure!”

If we’re being honest, this isn’t always how we live. It’s so easy 

to be unsure of our calling. We’re fearful to step outside the lines 

that culture has drawn for us, determined not to say or do the 

wrong thing, until ultimately we feel as if we’re saying or doing 

very little of importance. On the other hand, sometimes we feel 

silenced and so incredibly unheard when we do speak truth. And 

instead of living in the confidence that we’ve been commissioned 

as God’s ambassadors, we become confused and disoriented in the 

face of others’ expectations for us.

In light of our standing with God as adopted daughters and 

ambassadors, I feel compelled to tell you that I believe we’ve forgot-

ten, starting with myself, that we already have a great High Priest. 

If we are indeed the holy nation and royal priesthood mentioned 

in 1 Peter 2:9, should there be a hierarchy of Christian celebrities 

who are seen as special, anointed, or more equipped to do the work 

of the gospel? The men and women on the stage, on the back of 

the books— they can certainly be guides, but they can never take 

the place of Jesus as the one who intercedes for us. If they do, our 

hopes are misplaced.

I go to conferences, and I see the beauty that can come from 

gleaning wisdom and hearing truth. But I also see the shift in my 

sisters’ hearts when they put leaders on pedestals they just can’t live 

on. Not only are they entrapping the leader they’re learning from, 

ensuring that she’ll let the world down when it turns out she’s also a 
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sinner, but they’re also putting down their belief in God’s wild and 

holy call on their own lives as daughters and ambassadors.

Born to Speak Boldly
If we are indeed a treasure, if we don’t need priests to intercede 

for us, and if we’re born to be wild and free, then this changes 

everything— including how we talk to God.

My daughter, Glory, comes down the stairs in the morning 

talking. She goes to sleep at night talking. On Saturdays, she’s 

often the last to wake up, but she’ll plod down the steps, words 

and plans and ideas spilling out of her mouth, completely oblivious 

to what is on TV or any conversation that may have been taking 

place. Without taking a breath, she’ll keep talking and climb right 

into my husband’s lap and nuzzle up to him, and the words will just 

keep coming out until she falls asleep at night.

She is a daughter who knows her standing. She is a daughter 

who knows that the lines of communication are always open. She 

loves to talk to her dad. She doesn’t go through a middleman or 

ask her brothers to tell her what he’s said. If she is confused, hurt, 

lonely, or scared, she goes right up to his lap and grabs his face and 

asks for his attention. Shoot, she’ll kick a few shins to get there if 

need be.

And yet I see my sisters in Christ, and myself, walking in the 

most timid forms of communication with our loving and powerful 

Father. We say, “He doesn’t want to talk to me like that,” or “I 

don’t hear from God when I read the Word.” We beg our friends 

to pray for us before we ever think to pray for ourselves. Most of us 

talk and process and digest with others far more than we will turn 

our face to our Father and tell Him what is going on.

Ladies, we need not live lives of timid communication. When 
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Eve was in the garden and talking with God, no one called her 

presumptuous for talking to the King of the universe. No one 

smacked her hand for speaking out of turn. She walked in wild and 

free communication with the one love she’d always known; only 

back then, it wasn’t considered wild— it was simply natural.

The problem is, sometimes when we walk in open and free 

communication with our Father, some will consider us dramatic, 

fake, emotional, false, and too much. And sometimes it is this very 

fear that holds us back from the true and beautiful intimacy God 

offers us. But it doesn’t have to be this way. Just like Nick loves to 

talk to Glory, God loves to talk to us. He’s here, and He’s listening.

The Easy Comfort of the Tame Life
I think it’s cool that minimalism is coming back into style. 

Have you heard all the excitement about the capsule wardrobe? 

Essentially the idea is that you pare down your wardrobe to thirty 

to fifty items that you really, really love, and you get rid of the rest. 

Not only do you get rid of the rest, but you don’t keep purchasing. 

For a set amount of time, you keep those clothes and wear them 

intentionally and thoughtfully. Hayley was one of the first people 

to introduce this idea to me, and it works so well for her. She’s a 

pioneer of minimalism.

But then there’s me. Ladies, I’m not sure how to tell you this, 

but I’m awful at minimalism. For the first few years that I kept 

hearing about the capsule, I would f lat- out tell people, “I don’t 

want to do that.” I like having too many things, and I love con-

stantly adding things. I wouldn’t say I’m an avid shopper, but the 

last thing I wanted taken away was my freedom to snag an eleven- 

dollar shirt from the clearance rack of Target when I pop in to 

buy diapers.
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I avoided the whole idea until I really felt conviction stirring 

in my belly. Essentially, the more I surrounded myself with women 

who were passionate leaders and worshipers of God, the more I 

realized they lived incredibly simple lives. They wore the same 

clothes over and over again. They kept their junk to a minimum so 

they could really run far and fast with the Lord.

Finally I decided to try it. I was going to build my capsule 

wardrobe, and I was genuinely thrilled about it. But here’s what 

happens when someone who is obsessed with her trappings attempts 

to pare down what she has: I just kept adding. I spent all of January 

frantically trying to shop and add to my wardrobe. Well, if I’m not 

buying anything else, I really need these pants! Oh, oh, oh— I couldn’t 

do a capsule wardrobe without this shirt. The whole thing was utterly 

pathetic, and I found myself months later with a stuffed closet and 

a tired and frustrated heart.

This is the same story for a lot of us, right? It doesn’t matter 

whether it’s clothes, furniture, gadgets, cars, or a daily latte habit. Our 

life is filled with little things we’re convinced we need to survive.

I don’t believe this necessarily comes down to selfishness. I 

think we’ve forgotten that we’re wild. We don’t remember that we 

have a Father to supply all our needs. We’ve misplaced the truth 

that He loves us more than the lilies, which He clothes in splen-

dor (Matthew 6:28–29). His love and presence are no longer what 

spices our life and makes our world sweet. So we gather, we buy, 

we collect, we curate, we wish- list, and we make Pinterest boards. 

We add things to our life and to our rhythms in the belief that it 

will one day be enough. But what if all these things we amass for 

ourselves and the hope of a better life are actually the very things 

that drag us down? If the capsule wardrobe is all about trimming 

down our closets to the essentials, then we can learn a thing or two 

through trimming down life’s “stuff”— and our anxieties about 

that stuff— by going back to the essentials God has for us. We’ll 

9780310345534_WildFree_int_SC.indd   38 2/23/16   10:42 AM



We Have Become Tame and Tethered // 39

never have enough things to start our “capsule life” as long as we 

don’t go back to the root of the issue and reclaim our identity as 

wild women.

Wild women have enough today— right now— because they 

have Him. Wild women know that He will bring the next meal, 

because that’s what He does. Wild women appreciate the habitat 

He’s placed them in and the people He’s placed there for them to 

grow with. Wild women appreciate natural beauty, and they don’t 

find their identity in how their world is perceived. Wild women 

know that kindness and joy and freedom make them beautiful and 

make their faces light up. Wild women know that the aroma of 

Christ and the wind of the Holy Spirit f lowing through their home 

make it sweeter than any candle they could find at Anthropologie.

Yes, we live in a world filled to the brim with trappings. But if 

we want to go back to the wild, we have to be willing to pack light.

We can go back. We can be reborn wild. That’s what this book 

is all about.

Wherever you are, however mundane or broken or idyllic your 

life is— whatever path you find yourself on— the wild and free life 

is waiting for you. It’s been purchased on the cross, and the king-

dom of God is waiting, heaving, groaning— ready for you to take 

your place. And it’s never too late to say yes. The story isn’t over. 

It’s just getting started.

This is no fairy tale where you’re relegated to wait inside an 

ivory tower until the men let you out or Jesus comes back. If you 

find yourself bruised and battered because you’ve been fighting for 

your place, or if you need some revival because you’ve been sitting 

sweetly for too long on folded hands— the time is now.

Let’s go back to the garden where we were created whole, 

good, wild, and free. Let’s look back at the cross of Christ, where 

we find freedom and liberty and refreshment and calling. Let’s 

remember that we’re daughters. Let’s take our place as ambassadors. 
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PRAYER
Holy Spirit, be gentle and complete, and come remind us of who 

You made us to be. Father, take the eyes of our hearts and set them 

firmly on You as we seek to understand our identity and what 

direction we should be pointed in. Give us ears to hear what You 

call us, and silence the world that is yelling at us from all sides. 

Take us back to the garden. Take us back to the wild, Father.

HAYLEY’S RESPONSE
I’ll be honest. When we started talking about “wild and free,” my 

first thought was, Well, not too wild. Maybe that was your initial 

gut feeling too. As I’ve studied Scripture, though, I believe if we 

are not walking wildly in who God created us to be, we’re missing 

out on a large portion of our charge as believers. We were made in 

the image of God; our original mom and dad inhabited the wildest, 

lushest, and safest garden. That should have been our home too. 

However, things don’t always go as hoped, and we’ve needed a 

Rescuer to pull us out of our mess. That doesn’t mean we should 

stop reaching for our Eden identity, though. If you knew your 

rightful inheritance was a beautiful and exotic garden, would you 

not walk like it? Well, your eternal inheritance is that amazing, and 

it’s OK to have a little wild, excited swagger in your step.

Let’s talk to our Dad as if He’s really listening and actually cares. 

Let’s live like He meets all of our needs. Let’s leave behind our lives 

of sighing and waiting and wondering what would happen if we 

really stepped into the lives He has for us.
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