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The teen years, when you’re no longer a child but not yet an adult, can be hard. How do you deal
with the stress of school, home life, boys, teen depression, peer pressure, and so much more?
It’s never been easy to be a teen, but today’s world brings special challenges that require special
skills. The good news is you can learn how to cope with all your stresses when you understand
the power and freedom of setting healthy boundaries. You can experience God’s unconditional
love and acceptance, and find the courage, confidence, and hope that will transform your teen
years and become the foundation of your life for years to come.When you discover how to begin
setting boundaries, you’ll be joining thousands of readers of all ages who have benefited by
Allison’s popular Setting Boundaries® series.

About the AuthorAllison Bottke is the award-winning author of the acclaimed Setting
Boundaries® series, which includes Setting Boundaries with Your Adult Children, Setting
Boundaries with Your Aging Parents, Setting Boundaries with Difficult People, Setting
Boundaries with Food, Setting Boundaries for Women, and The Young Women’s Guide to
Setting Boundaries. She is the founder of the SANITY Support Group, an outreach based on the
Setting Boundaries® series (more than 150,000 sold). Her other books include the God
Answers Prayers series, and she is the founder and general editor of more than a dozen
volumes in the popular God Allows U-Turns® anthology. She has written or edited more than 30
nonfiction and fiction books, and is a frequent guest on national radio and TV programs. Allison
lives in the Dallas/Fort Worth area.AwardsWinner of the Selah Award for Best Book of the Year
for Setting Boundaries with Food in 2013
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About Allison Bottke’s Setting Boundaries® books…In 2008, author Allison Bottke launched her
Setting Boundaries series of books with the publication of Setting Boundaries with Your Adult
Children. That book has now sold more than 150,000 copies and has helped countless parents
deal with the fallout of having adult children who have never taken responsibility for their own
lives.In the years since she wrote Setting Boundaries with Your Adult Children, Allison has
added these important titles to her series:Setting Boundaries with Your Aging ParentsSetting
Boundaries with Difficult PeopleSetting Boundaries with FoodSetting Boundaries for
WomenThis new book, A Young Woman’s Guide to Setting Boundaries, encourages teens to
make smart choices and cope with stress by looking at the role boundaries play in life and love.
As in the previous books in the Setting Boundaries series, Allison offers the valuable SANITY
acronym to help you regain your sanity by setting appropriate boundaries and sticking to
them.Allison Bottke writes from the heart. She digs deep into her own experience with the
complex issues people face daily. In Allison, you’ll find a compassionate friend—and an author
whose words can help you change your life.For more information about the books in Allison’s
Setting Boundaries series, please turn to the back of this book.HARVEST HOUSE
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supported, and encouraged me with your words, actions, and truth.You have taught me with your
leadership, wisdom, and faith.I am a better person for having known you.I am deeply
grateful.May God continue to richly bless your lives as you have blessed mine.Let the peace of
Christ rule in your hearts, since as members of one body you were called to peace. And be
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PublisherForewordby Tricia GoyerI couldn’t believe I was only 15 years old and having to make
this decision. I was sitting in a Planned Parenthood office, and the woman across from me was
discussing my pregnancy. She looked me in the eye and talked to me woman-to-woman.“You’re
smart, and you have a good future ahead of you. I’d suggest you have an abortion,” she said. “It’s
a simple procedure, and then you can continue with your life. You can finish high school and go
to college. I know you won’t regret it.”I listened to her and took her advice, but she couldn’t have
been more wrong. I did regret my abortion—not that I’d tell anyone that for many years. Instead, I
tried to mask my pain by sleeping with guys, drinking with friends on the weekends, and with
losing myself in soap operas or long novels that took my mind off real life.My bad decisions
started long before that day at Planned Parenthood. Starting in elementary school, I had crushes
on my classmates, and I longed for love and attention. When an older guy finally gave that
attention to me, I thought I’d fallen in love. I thought he was the one I’d be with forever. When he
moved away, I was crushed, and I continued to date and to give myself to other guys, hoping to
find fulfillment. I never found it. Not there. Not with him. Not with any high school boyfriend.I’d
grown up going to church, and I knew right from wrong. I knew not to listen to music with foul



language, or watch horror shows, or sleep with my boyfriend, but no one ever taught me how to
make wise decisions. No one ever taught me how to set boundaries…or even why they were
important. So when I slipped up once, I just assumed I’d blown it and there was no hope for me.
So why not slip up again? And again? I didn’t understand that every day could be a new day to
make positive changes.The adults in my life didn’t know how to help me. My mother never
wanted to cause conflict between us, so she rarely said anything about my choices. Looking
back I see now that she was more interested in being my friend than my parent. So instead of
trying to find out why my choices weren’t satisfying me, I kept trying to find happiness in all the
wrong ways.By the time I found myself pregnant again two years later, I was in a different frame
of mind. I realized boundaries weren’t meant to keep us from having fun. Boundaries were for
protection, for guidance. I learned that my emotions didn’t have to guide my decisions. Yes, my
heart could want something, but that didn’t mean it was best for me—it didn’t mean I should
pursue it. I also learned that I could turn unhealthy habits, impure thoughts, and unwholesome
actions over to Jesus.So I became a mom at age 17, and even though I haven’t always made
perfect choices, Jesus has walked beside me. When I didn’t have the strength to stand firm, He
gave me strength. Jesus showed me I didn’t have to try to stick to my boundaries alone. He
longed to be there for me. And what a difference it made when I turned to Him! He brought me
an amazing husband and five more kids—three through adoption. Today, I write books,
encourage other moms, and travel the world. It’s ironic that I thought boundaries would keep me
from having fun…instead they opened up my world in ways I never imagined!For the past 12
years, I’ve led a support group for teenage mothers. Currently, I serve in inner-city Little Rock,
and these young mothers come from generation after generation of men and women who didn’t
know how to set healthy boundaries and who continue to make wrong, hurtful choices.As I’ve
worked weekly with these young women, I’ve seen them face the same struggles I once faced.
But I’ve seen some of them learn to set healthy boundaries in their lives. As a result, I’ve seen
their lives transform, benefiting not only themselves but also their children! I’ve also seen them
reach out to other young women, encouraging them that they, too, can set boundaries before
they make too many wrong choices. They’re helping others in ways no one ever helped them!
And that’s the whole point. Our positive choices can influence others. When you place healthy
boundaries in your life, you not only reap the benefits, but others do too.And that’s why I love A
Young Women’s Guide to Setting Boundaries. Allison shares her story, and she offers help,
advice, and encouragement through these pages. I wish I had this advice when I was younger!
It’s impossible to go back and rewind time, but it is possible to help others along the way. I am so
thankful for this resource. I’m excited about using it with the young women I mentor. I’m also
excited that the advice in these pages will help you.You are making a wonderful choice today by
picking up this book. In these pages you’ll discover habits that will help you become a better
person. Many adults don’t understand the importance of setting healthy boundaries. Instead they
find themselves in one vicious cycle after another—running on the gerbil wheel of insanity
Allison talks about. As you grasp these principles and learn to apply the SANITY Steps, you will



be ahead of the game.When you set boundaries, you are holding off what seems good at the
moment, and you’re saving your mind, heart, emotions, and will for what is best for life. No one
can live a perfect life without mistakes, yet today you can make choices to bring positive
changes to your life—and it all starts with believing you are worth God’s best.Cheering for you!
Tricia GoyerIntroductionLife is filled with choices, and learning how to make smart choices by
setting healthy boundaries can change the entire story of your life.When I was a teen, all I cared
about was pushing boundaries, expanding boundaries, and fighting against boundaries. Frankly,
I didn’t see a whole lot of value in setting boundaries at all.Big mistake. Huge.I’ve often
wondered if things would have been different in my life if I had known someone courageous
enough to get up in my face and explain the concept of boundaries to me and help me
implement some corrective boundaries to protect me from a lot of unnecessary pain. Even after
many of my boundaries were violated, if I had known the power that was available to me if I
established new healthy boundaries, the entire course of my life would have been changed. I
wish someone had told me how I could effectively deal with the pain and confusion in my life and
with the overwhelming stress that often accompanied my chaotic emotions.Though the world
today is quite different than it was when I was your age, I can promise you that the pain and
emptiness I felt back then is no different from what you may feel today. And the longing to love
and be loved is no different today than it was when I ran away from home in Cleveland, Ohio, to
New York City when I was 14.I was lost, afraid, and looking for love, security, and happiness. I
longed for someone who would understand and validate who I really was—and who wouldn’t try
to make me into someone I wasn’t.Never one to follow trends, I had always marched to the beat
of my own drum. I didn’t have a lot of friends in school. I had a low tolerance for boredom and
frequently questioned the rules, especially when they didn’t seem to fit the situation. Back then,
adults often called me impulsive, distracted, and rebellious—a dreamer who needed to stop
living in fantasyland. In reality, I was driven by imagination, creativity, and a passion for discovery
that made it naturally easy for me to take risks—but incredibly difficult to fit into a structured
classroom environment. My intuition and sensitivity gave me a heightened awareness of things—
something that I noticed other kids around me didn’t seem to have. Truthfully, my brain fired on
multiple channels, and most teachers were intent on getting students to focus on one channel at
a time. I couldn’t do that if my life depended on it.Today, those of us who have ADD (attention
deficit disorder) may be neurologically poised to adapt more quickly to an ever-changing
environment. However, when I was growing up, all of my differences (which included dyslexia)
made me feel like a misfit—a freak. I didn’t know how to fit in. And when you’re a teenager, it’s
very important to fit in, to feel special. I suspect you know what I mean even if your issues are
somewhat different from mine.Jerry was the one who first made me feel special. I was 14 when I
met him at our local Dairy Queen one summer afternoon. He was an 18-year-old guy from out of
town who immediately took an interest in me. In almost no time, I fell head over heels in love. I
knew I had met my Prince Charming—the man who would love and care for me the rest of my
life.Unfortunately, my mother didn’t agree. She didn’t like Jerry, so I began to sneak out of the



house to see him. This was the first of what would become a long list of big mistakes.Even
though I was only 14, I was old for my age. A creative, tenacious, and strong-willed child raised
by a single working mother, I had grown up fast. I was also very developed, and at five feet
seven, people thought I was years older than I was. And so when my mother threatened to send
me away if I continued to see Jerry, I took matters into my own hands and ran away from home.
Actually, it was Jerry’s idea, and at the time I was too blinded by love to think for myself. I would
have done anything he told me to do.“There’s no way she’s going to keep us apart,” Jerry said as
he handed me the money for my airplane ticket and $200 to tide me over until I found a job. “I
made a reservation for you to leave tomorrow. Pack a bag and get out before she gets home.
This will show your mother how serious we are. Here’s the phone number of my friends in New
York—they’ll put you up for a while. Call them as soon as you land.”Jerry was my first love, and
the thought of my mother forbidding me to see him was unbearable. Even though I was only 14
and had never even been on a plane, the thought of traveling to New York City and living with
strangers didn’t bother me. I never stopped long enough to consider the possible consequences
of this choice.On the Streets of New YorkLanding at LaGuardia Airport in New York on a
Saturday evening, I began a journey that would change my life. Hurrying to a pay phone to call
Jerry’s friends, I thought about this luxurious, newfound freedom. I would find a job, and in a few
weeks, Jerry would join me. We’d get married and live happily ever after. I was so clueless. As
the phone rang, I dreamed of married life, of the idyllic way everything would turn out.“The
number you have reached is no longer in service…” I jumped at the sound of the recording. I
must have dialed wrong, I thought. Trying again, this time more carefully, I began to feel
apprehension creep through my body.“The number you have reached is no longer…” It was true.
The number was disconnected. I hung up the phone and stood still.I couldn’t reach Jerry—he
had rented a room without a phone. (This was long before cell phones were
commonplace.)Okay, I said to myself, this isn’t the end of the world. Find a hotel or a YWCA until
you can reach Jerry at work in the morning. I’m not sure how or what I knew about the YWCA at
that age, only that I could find shelter there.I forced myself to look on the bright side. I was in
New York City—the Big Apple! Being a creative person, my first thought was of Greenwich
Village—a city that was always in the news and known for welcoming creative people. Surely in
the Village I could find a place to stay the night. It mattered little to me that it was starting to get
late and that I reeked of “vulnerable underage runaway.”I took the subway from the airport, not
frightened in the least. I grew up poor in Cleveland, and we always took public transportation.
The subway felt a lot like the Regional Transit Authority system I knew.When I finally arrived at
my destination, the Village was aglow in lights, a street festival was underway, and artists lined
the corridor. Singers, street dancers, and vendors were everywhere, just like on television. I had
paid for a taxi in Cleveland, snacks at both airports, and phone calls and the subway in New
York, but I still had about $150—a lot of money, or so I thought. In reality, I didn’t have a clue
about what it would cost to live on my own for a day, let alone a week, a month, or more. When I
stopped at a hotel in the Village, they told me it was $50 for the night. “Seriously?” I gasped.



Were hotels really that expensive? At that rate, I’d be out of money in three days, with nothing
extra for food or transportation.Fear began to grip my heart, but I fought it with all my might.By
11:00 that night, the street vendors were beginning to close up shop. Artists were packing up,
and the warm hum of people hustling and bustling was being replaced by another kind of
atmosphere. Women in very short dresses appeared. Men with lots of jewelry and fancy cars
lined the streets. People passed each other bottles and strange-smelling cigarettes. I held tightly
to my suitcase and continued to walk, repeating to myself that everything would be fine.Then I
saw her artwork—canvas seemingly touched by God. Paintings and pencil sketch drawings
hung on the fence, their content calling out to me. Mom had often taken my siblings and me to
the art museum, and I appreciated many forms of art. My heart raced.“Can I help you?” I looked
up to the round, pleasant face of an older woman.“Did you draw these?” I asked in awe. “I love
them! Oh, I’d love to have talent like that!”“Everyone has some special talent, my dear. I’m sure
you’ll find yours one day,” she said. “My name is Tanya. What’s yours?”I can’t recall what we
talked about next, but eventually I asked if she knew where I might find a YWCA. At that
question, she looked me straight in the eye and without hesitation said, “Please, come home for
the evening with my daughter, Claudette, and me. We have plenty of room. This city is a difficult
place to get around in during the daytime and even worse at night. You can get a room
tomorrow.”Concerned by the lack of easy alternatives, I accepted her offer. Today, I shudder to
think what may have happened to me if I had said no or if she hadn’t turned out to be such a
wonderful person. Back then, I didn’t know that predators sometimes masqueraded as kind and
caring helpers. The same is even truer today, and vulnerable teenage girls continue to be forced
into prostitution, drug addiction, and sex trafficking. Chances today are slim that a runaway teen
alone on the streets of a big city will randomly connect with an honest and caring person who is
willing to open her home and her heart. I have no doubt that had I remained on the dangerous
streets of New York City, I would have become another runaway statistic. The Bible says, “No evil
will conquer you; no plague will come near your home. For he will order his angels to protect you
wherever you go” (Psalm 91:10-11 NLT). That night, the Lord sent my angel. Her name was
Tanya Cervone.Abandoned and AfraidThe next morning I called the warehouse where Jerry
worked, only to find out he had been fired the previous week. Calling my best friend in
Cleveland, I then learned the police were looking for me. My fairy tale had quickly turned into a
nightmare. My world was falling apart, but I was determined to hang on, determined no one
would know how frightened I was.After that series of unsettling early morning phone calls, I
found a YWCA in the phone book. I planned to leave Tanya’s apartment, get myself a room at the
Y, and hit the streets to find a job. I couldn’t waste even one day.Other than occasional
babysitting, I had never had a job. Having watched Macy’s Thanksgiving Day parade every year,
I thought I’d start at Macy’s and apply for a job as a salesclerk. I was courageous but clueless as
I put on the only dress I brought, thanked Tanya for her hospitality, and asked her for directions. I
thought I had fooled Tanya, but I hadn’t—not for a minute. She had listened in on my frantic
phone calls.“I have an idea,” she said. “Please stay here with us until you find a job. I’m sure you’ll



find something in no time, and then you can get yourself a little apartment. Those rooms at the Y
are so small and dingy.”I had to admit, Tanya’s apartment would definitely be more comfortable,
and I would be able to save some money, so I accepted. However, with false bravado, I made it
very clear that I intended to get a job. She did not try to dissuade me.That afternoon, in the
subway on my way to Macy’s, I felt certain everything would be okay, even though a sick feeling
was roiling in the pit of my stomach.Years later I learned that while I was gone that first day,
Tanya went through my things, located my mom’s name and phone number, and contacted her
in Ohio. Tanya assured Mom that I was okay. She said the police might be able to get me home,
but they wouldn’t be able to keep me there. “She has to go home on her own. Otherwise, she’ll
only run again,” Tanya told my mom. “Trust me—I think maybe I can reach her.”During the next
few days, I was repeatedly turned down for jobs because I didn’t have acceptable identification
or any work history. I grew more and more confused and frightened. I finally reached Jerry, but I
was hardly comforted when he called me a crybaby and said if I really loved him, I’d “get it
together and get enough money” to help him come out to join me since he had given me all of
his available cash.“Do whatever you have to do,” he hissed at me over the phone. “You’re in New
York City. Figure something out soon. I’ve gotta get out of here, and you owe me.” With that, he
hung up on me.That should have been another clue that he wasn’t concerned about my best
interests or even my safety. The first clue should have been that he would send me to New York
City without being absolutely certain I would have a place to stay.Unable to stand the fear any
longer, I tearfully confided in Tanya. She asked me serious, personal questions, and she listened
carefully to my responses. It was as though a dam had burst. We talked for hours.She shared her
wisdom, gave me thoughtful advice, and validated my feelings. She spoke of what it was like to
be an artist, what it was like to create paintings from her mind’s eye. She talked of her life in
another country and her own challenges, and she encouraged me to talk about mine. Never
before had I shared such intimate feelings with an adult and been so totally accepted.My mother
and I had never discussed personal things. I didn’t know that kind of communication existed.
Tanya helped me to think rationally and not emotionally, and a few days later I decided to go
home. I only wish I had been able to continue that level of communication with someone when I
returned home. If I had, things may have turned out differently.I never saw Tanya again, yet our
Christmas cards and letters were as consistent as the seasons until she passed away a few
years ago. When I learned of her death, I stood in the post office and cried, and then I smiled at
my memory of her. She reached out and protected a vulnerable, frightened teenager who was
pretending to have it all together. She exhibited the unconditional love of Christ in the truest and
purest way. In all probability, she saved my life.Tanya truly wanted what was best for me, but she
also knew that I had to be the one to make the decision to return home. I had to accept
responsibility for my choices and the consequences of my actions.Are You Ready?Because
you’re reading this book, I believe you’re ready to make some important decisions. Maybe the
adults in your life don’t quite understand what you’re going through. Maybe you don’t understand
it yourself. Perhaps the pressure around you is overwhelming and you realize something needs



to change, but you aren’t quite sure what that something is.If that’s the case, I’d like to introduce
you to the power of boundaries. This secret is too seldom practiced, but it can transform your life.
It can help you cope with your stress and empower you to make smart choices on your journey
to become the woman God wants you to be.I won’t lie to you—I’ve made some monumentally
poor choices in my life. And the truth is, I’m still learning how to become the woman God wants
me to be. I surely don’t know it all. In fact, I’m not a highly educated woman, if you base
education on the number of years spent in formal classrooms.However, I’m quite familiar with the
pressure of teenage stress. I know what it’s like to be different and yet want desperately to fit in. I
know what it’s like when your emotions are raw, your heart aches, and you think no one can
possibly understand. And I know the choices you make today will determine the quality of your
life—not only tomorrow but also for years to come. And I believe you care about the quality of
your life—otherwise, you wouldn’t be reading a book on how to make smart choices.When I was
your age, I didn’t fully grasp how my choices would affect the quality of my life, and I quickly got
off track—and I mean seriously off track. When I returned home from New York, nothing had
really changed in my situation or in my thought process, and I continued to make increasingly
poor choices. When I turned 15, I made a disastrous choice to run away again, this time to get
married—a choice that had far more devastating and life-threatening consequences. It set off a
chain reaction of events that changed the course of my life—and ultimately the life of another
person who was not yet born.The Lessons We LearnPerhaps you’ve heard the expression “One
bad apple spoils the whole bunch.”Bad choices can be that way—they can infect whatever they
touch. And they have a tendency to lead to additional bad choices that can spoil everything
around us if they aren’t plucked from the basket of life and addressed properly so they are not
repeated.When we handle our mistakes rightly, they can be some of our greatest teachers. The
tragedy comes when we don’t learn the lesson and end up repeating the same mistakes over
and over again.The choices I made as a teenager changed the course of my adult life.
Unfortunately, many of those choices were not very smart, and I never seemed to learn from my
mistakes. My feelings of unworthiness and my lack of identity often motivated me in unhealthy
and stress-filled ways, and I continued on a self-destructive path for many years.That’s why I’m
so passionate about this topic today.I know I can’t go back. And I know God has a plan for the
journey I’ve taken. Even so, I have far too many regrets from poor choices, and my prayer is that
you will have much fewer.The Hole in My HeartAs a teen, I looked confident and optimistic on
the outside. But on the inside, I had almost no sense of personal identity or self-worth, and
unfortunately that fueled many of my poor choices. A lot of painful things had happened to me as
a little girl. And in school, I found out I had a learning disability (dyslexia). Later, I was also
diagnosed with ADD. Because of these things, I often felt lost, afraid, and horribly alone. I didn’t
feel as if anyone understood or I had anyone to talk to, least of all my mother. I didn’t appreciate
my value as a person. I also didn’t understand that my lack of boundaries and my frantic teenage
search for love, understanding, and purpose would end up in pain, not happiness. I didn’t
understand that I could actually set healthy boundaries for myself as a teen—or that I was even



worthy of doing so. I did have that power, but I didn’t realize it. You have that power too, but you
might not realize it either.Truthfully, setting healthy limits and managing conflicting emotions is a
never-ending process for women, no matter how old we are. However, the quest for meaning
and love can be especially challenging for teens, who are still developing in many ways. You’re
trying on different personas in a search for your identity. The hormonal changes of puberty (what
a yucky word, but there’s really nothing else to explain this equally yucky time) are followed by
the turbulence of adolescence. It’s easy to become confused, frustrated, and simply lost. No
wonder we sometimes make not-so-smart choices or passively go where we really don’t want to
go.The weight of bad choices adds up quickly. The more baggage you accumulate throughout
the years, the harder it becomes to unpack. If you’re not careful, your mind and heart can begin
to look like the inside of a house on a TV episode of Hoarders—desperately cluttered and
dangerous to navigate. The only way to keep from getting buried under a mess of emotions and
experiences is to learn two critical skills—setting healthy boundaries in your life, and making
smart choices based on rational thinking and not just on emotional feelings.As a teenager, you
are perfectly capable of making good decisions when your mind is calm. But the part of your
brain that helps you manage emotions is still developing, so for a while, you’ll naturally have a
harder time calming your emotions down. When that happens, bad judgment often overrides
good judgment.It’s good to have emotions, to be able to feel things deeply and passionately.
However, trouble comes when we lack self-control and place our feelings and emotions above
our safety or above someone else’s safety.That’s what happened when I was 14 and ran away
from home and flew to New York City. It happened when I was 15 and got married. It happened
when I was 16 and I thought the incredible love I felt for my unborn child qualified me to be a
mother.What was I thinking?The fact is, I wasn’t thinking; I was primarily feeling. I didn’t stop long
enough to think through the possible consequences of any of my actions. Let’s be totally honest.
How often do you stop to see if your brain is in agreement with the emotions your heart is
generating? Have you ever done or said something you regretted once you took time to really
think about it? If so, you understand how emotions can easily get the upper hand.Stopping to
think carefully and critically when you’re feeling emotional isn’t something that comes naturally
for most teenagers. And when adults are being honest, it’s often difficult for many of us as well.
However, it’s a skill you can learn, a healthy habit you can develop. And developing this vital skill
as a teen can change your life.Change Starts When We StopThe question is, do you want to
develop a habit that can make you a better person, a happier person, a more loving person? A
person whom others treat with respect? Do you want to learn a skill that will help you cope with
the increasing stress you’re feeling? A skill that will enable you to have more control of your own
life?Right now, you may feel that you have no real control of your life. That may be true in some
aspects, but it’s certainly not true in all of them.The fact is, you can control how you think, and
you can learn to think in ways that will improve your attitude and your actions—in ways that will
help you feel better about yourself and will help peers and adults take you more seriously. You
can control how you respond to people and situations. You can learn how to live within limits that



will empower you—in ways that will give you less baggage to carry into adulthood and ultimately
provide you with more freedom and less stress than you ever imagined.God has given you the
ability to think for yourself and to control your attitude and behavior. However, your ability to
exercise this control in healthy ways is still developing, and you are no doubt still discovering
God’s plan and purpose for your life. That’s why it’s important to know your tremendous worth
and value to God as you make decisions now that will change your future.It’s no accident you’re
reading this book. Whether you bought it for yourself or someone gave it to you, God is calling
you to be courageous and faithful.Are you willing to take up the challenge?I know it’s tough to
see good in anything when the pressure of stress is closing in around you. That’s why I’d like to
introduce you to boundaries—and to SANITY.The Skill of SANITYLearning the Six Steps to
SANITY and using them as decision-making tools to set and maintain healthy boundaries will
bring you hope and direction in any challenging situation or relationship throughout your life—not
just during these stressful teen years.I know you’ve got a lot on your mind and on your plate, but
I hope you’ll let me introduce you to a perspective on life that will transform how you think and
quite possibly rock your world.You may feel that many of the adults around you just don’t get it.
They don’t get how hard it is to be a teenage girl. However, many of us do get it—we’re just not
always sure how to convey that to you, our precious daughters, granddaughters, nieces, and
loved ones.I was brutally abused and molested as a toddler. I suffered from undiagnosed
learning disabilities growing up. I ran away from home as a teen, quit school, and married my
boyfriend, who beat me, raped me, and almost killed me. I got divorced, became a mother, got
my GED, had an abortion, gained 100 pounds, discovered diet pills, attended cosmetology
school, and subsequently gave up on myself, on love, and on God—all before I turned 18.Trust
me, I’m not your typical advice-offering adult.I totally get how hard it is to be a teenage girl, and I
hope you’ll give me a chance to share some of the secrets I’ve learned along the way. Secrets
that can help you deal with your pain and problems. Secrets that can open doors to
unimaginable joy, success, and love.1The Truth About Smart ChoicesThe mirror of our culture
tells us that self-worth comes from good looks, popularity, and money. The truth is, self-worth
comes from character, competence, and smart choices.By the time you’re a teen, your life has
already been influenced by many people and events, mostly out of your control. So here are
three important questions:1. Do you believe you can choose who and what will influence you?2.
Whom and what will you allow to influence your future?3. Will you accept responsibility for the
consequences of your choices?Being a teenager has always been difficult, but you’re likely to be
facing greater challenges than people did in previous generations. You have more to worry about
than puberty and adolescence—which are challenging enough—or what you’re going to do after
high school graduation. The issues today are far more life-changing or even life-threatening.
Look closely at the following list of things kids are stressing over today.alcohol abuseabuse of
prescription and illegal drugsanxiety and stressbody image and appearancethe choking
gamecollege decisionscyberbullyingdating violencedepressioneating disordersgang
violenceInternet predatorsmental health problemsobesityparents’ addictionspeer



pressureperformance and measuring uppovertyschool pressuresex traffickingsexual
pressuresocial media strugglessuicideteen pregnancyyouth violenceStatistics indicate that you
are likely to be dealing with one or more of these tough topics. If that’s the case, please hang in
there, help is on the way! Never underestimate God’s ability to bring you exactly what you need
just when you need it the most, whether it’s a book, movie, person, thought, idea, or even a
powerful self-realization—an epiphany. “Epiphany”—isn’t that a great word?The Choice of
VocabularyMy mom loved crossword puzzles, and when I was growing up, we owned more
dictionaries than Bibles. Mom didn’t finish high school, but she had an excellent command of the
English language, and I have distinct memories of her challenging me to learn new words. We
often played a game in which I would open the dictionary at random and point to a word.
Sometimes I knew the word, but most often I didn’t. The goal was to use that word correctly
whenever possible throughout the day. I don’t recall winning anything other than Mom’s
admiration, but that was always enough.About Allison Bottke’s Setting Boundaries® books…In
2008, author Allison Bottke launched her Setting Boundaries series of books with the publication
of Setting Boundaries with Your Adult Children. That book has now sold more than 150,000
copies and has helped countless parents deal with the fallout of having adult children who have
never taken responsibility for their own lives.In the years since she wrote Setting Boundaries
with Your Adult Children, Allison has added these important titles to her series:Setting
Boundaries with Your Aging ParentsSetting Boundaries with Difficult PeopleSetting Boundaries
with FoodSetting Boundaries for WomenThis new book, A Young Woman’s Guide to Setting
Boundaries, encourages teens to make smart choices and cope with stress by looking at the
role boundaries play in life and love. As in the previous books in the Setting Boundaries series,
Allison offers the valuable SANITY acronym to help you regain your sanity by setting appropriate
boundaries and sticking to them.Allison Bottke writes from the heart. She digs deep into her own
experience with the complex issues people face daily. In Allison, you’ll find a compassionate
friend—and an author whose words can help you change your life.For more information about
the books in Allison’s Setting Boundaries series, please turn to the back of this book.About
Allison Bottke’s Setting Boundaries® books…In 2008, author Allison Bottke launched her
Setting Boundaries series of books with the publication of Setting Boundaries with Your Adult
Children. That book has now sold more than 150,000 copies and has helped countless parents
deal with the fallout of having adult children who have never taken responsibility for their own
lives.In the years since she wrote Setting Boundaries with Your Adult Children, Allison has
added these important titles to her series:Setting Boundaries with Your Aging ParentsSetting
Boundaries with Difficult PeopleSetting Boundaries with FoodSetting Boundaries for
WomenThis new book, A Young Woman’s Guide to Setting Boundaries, encourages teens to
make smart choices and cope with stress by looking at the role boundaries play in life and love.
As in the previous books in the Setting Boundaries series, Allison offers the valuable SANITY
acronym to help you regain your sanity by setting appropriate boundaries and sticking to
them.Allison Bottke writes from the heart. She digs deep into her own experience with the



complex issues people face daily. In Allison, you’ll find a compassionate friend—and an author
whose words can help you change your life.For more information about the books in Allison’s
Setting Boundaries series, please turn to the back of this book.HARVEST HOUSE
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PublisherForewordby Tricia GoyerI couldn’t believe I was only 15 years old and having to make
this decision. I was sitting in a Planned Parenthood office, and the woman across from me was
discussing my pregnancy. She looked me in the eye and talked to me woman-to-woman.“You’re
smart, and you have a good future ahead of you. I’d suggest you have an abortion,” she said. “It’s
a simple procedure, and then you can continue with your life. You can finish high school and go
to college. I know you won’t regret it.”I listened to her and took her advice, but she couldn’t have
been more wrong. I did regret my abortion—not that I’d tell anyone that for many years. Instead, I
tried to mask my pain by sleeping with guys, drinking with friends on the weekends, and with
losing myself in soap operas or long novels that took my mind off real life.My bad decisions
started long before that day at Planned Parenthood. Starting in elementary school, I had crushes
on my classmates, and I longed for love and attention. When an older guy finally gave that
attention to me, I thought I’d fallen in love. I thought he was the one I’d be with forever. When he
moved away, I was crushed, and I continued to date and to give myself to other guys, hoping to
find fulfillment. I never found it. Not there. Not with him. Not with any high school boyfriend.I’d
grown up going to church, and I knew right from wrong. I knew not to listen to music with foul
language, or watch horror shows, or sleep with my boyfriend, but no one ever taught me how to
make wise decisions. No one ever taught me how to set boundaries…or even why they were
important. So when I slipped up once, I just assumed I’d blown it and there was no hope for me.
So why not slip up again? And again? I didn’t understand that every day could be a new day to
make positive changes.The adults in my life didn’t know how to help me. My mother never
wanted to cause conflict between us, so she rarely said anything about my choices. Looking



back I see now that she was more interested in being my friend than my parent. So instead of
trying to find out why my choices weren’t satisfying me, I kept trying to find happiness in all the
wrong ways.By the time I found myself pregnant again two years later, I was in a different frame
of mind. I realized boundaries weren’t meant to keep us from having fun. Boundaries were for
protection, for guidance. I learned that my emotions didn’t have to guide my decisions. Yes, my
heart could want something, but that didn’t mean it was best for me—it didn’t mean I should
pursue it. I also learned that I could turn unhealthy habits, impure thoughts, and unwholesome
actions over to Jesus.So I became a mom at age 17, and even though I haven’t always made
perfect choices, Jesus has walked beside me. When I didn’t have the strength to stand firm, He
gave me strength. Jesus showed me I didn’t have to try to stick to my boundaries alone. He
longed to be there for me. And what a difference it made when I turned to Him! He brought me
an amazing husband and five more kids—three through adoption. Today, I write books,
encourage other moms, and travel the world. It’s ironic that I thought boundaries would keep me
from having fun…instead they opened up my world in ways I never imagined!For the past 12
years, I’ve led a support group for teenage mothers. Currently, I serve in inner-city Little Rock,
and these young mothers come from generation after generation of men and women who didn’t
know how to set healthy boundaries and who continue to make wrong, hurtful choices.As I’ve
worked weekly with these young women, I’ve seen them face the same struggles I once faced.
But I’ve seen some of them learn to set healthy boundaries in their lives. As a result, I’ve seen
their lives transform, benefiting not only themselves but also their children! I’ve also seen them
reach out to other young women, encouraging them that they, too, can set boundaries before
they make too many wrong choices. They’re helping others in ways no one ever helped them!
And that’s the whole point. Our positive choices can influence others. When you place healthy
boundaries in your life, you not only reap the benefits, but others do too.And that’s why I love A
Young Women’s Guide to Setting Boundaries. Allison shares her story, and she offers help,
advice, and encouragement through these pages. I wish I had this advice when I was younger!
It’s impossible to go back and rewind time, but it is possible to help others along the way. I am so
thankful for this resource. I’m excited about using it with the young women I mentor. I’m also
excited that the advice in these pages will help you.You are making a wonderful choice today by
picking up this book. In these pages you’ll discover habits that will help you become a better
person. Many adults don’t understand the importance of setting healthy boundaries. Instead they
find themselves in one vicious cycle after another—running on the gerbil wheel of insanity
Allison talks about. As you grasp these principles and learn to apply the SANITY Steps, you will
be ahead of the game.When you set boundaries, you are holding off what seems good at the
moment, and you’re saving your mind, heart, emotions, and will for what is best for life. No one
can live a perfect life without mistakes, yet today you can make choices to bring positive
changes to your life—and it all starts with believing you are worth God’s best.Cheering for you!
Tricia GoyerForewordby Tricia GoyerI couldn’t believe I was only 15 years old and having to
make this decision. I was sitting in a Planned Parenthood office, and the woman across from me



was discussing my pregnancy. She looked me in the eye and talked to me woman-to-
woman.“You’re smart, and you have a good future ahead of you. I’d suggest you have an
abortion,” she said. “It’s a simple procedure, and then you can continue with your life. You can
finish high school and go to college. I know you won’t regret it.”I listened to her and took her
advice, but she couldn’t have been more wrong. I did regret my abortion—not that I’d tell anyone
that for many years. Instead, I tried to mask my pain by sleeping with guys, drinking with friends
on the weekends, and with losing myself in soap operas or long novels that took my mind off real
life.My bad decisions started long before that day at Planned Parenthood. Starting in elementary
school, I had crushes on my classmates, and I longed for love and attention. When an older guy
finally gave that attention to me, I thought I’d fallen in love. I thought he was the one I’d be with
forever. When he moved away, I was crushed, and I continued to date and to give myself to other
guys, hoping to find fulfillment. I never found it. Not there. Not with him. Not with any high school
boyfriend.I’d grown up going to church, and I knew right from wrong. I knew not to listen to music
with foul language, or watch horror shows, or sleep with my boyfriend, but no one ever taught me
how to make wise decisions. No one ever taught me how to set boundaries…or even why they
were important. So when I slipped up once, I just assumed I’d blown it and there was no hope for
me. So why not slip up again? And again? I didn’t understand that every day could be a new day
to make positive changes.The adults in my life didn’t know how to help me. My mother never
wanted to cause conflict between us, so she rarely said anything about my choices. Looking
back I see now that she was more interested in being my friend than my parent. So instead of
trying to find out why my choices weren’t satisfying me, I kept trying to find happiness in all the
wrong ways.By the time I found myself pregnant again two years later, I was in a different frame
of mind. I realized boundaries weren’t meant to keep us from having fun. Boundaries were for
protection, for guidance. I learned that my emotions didn’t have to guide my decisions. Yes, my
heart could want something, but that didn’t mean it was best for me—it didn’t mean I should
pursue it. I also learned that I could turn unhealthy habits, impure thoughts, and unwholesome
actions over to Jesus.So I became a mom at age 17, and even though I haven’t always made
perfect choices, Jesus has walked beside me. When I didn’t have the strength to stand firm, He
gave me strength. Jesus showed me I didn’t have to try to stick to my boundaries alone. He
longed to be there for me. And what a difference it made when I turned to Him! He brought me
an amazing husband and five more kids—three through adoption. Today, I write books,
encourage other moms, and travel the world. It’s ironic that I thought boundaries would keep me
from having fun…instead they opened up my world in ways I never imagined!For the past 12
years, I’ve led a support group for teenage mothers. Currently, I serve in inner-city Little Rock,
and these young mothers come from generation after generation of men and women who didn’t
know how to set healthy boundaries and who continue to make wrong, hurtful choices.As I’ve
worked weekly with these young women, I’ve seen them face the same struggles I once faced.
But I’ve seen some of them learn to set healthy boundaries in their lives. As a result, I’ve seen
their lives transform, benefiting not only themselves but also their children! I’ve also seen them



reach out to other young women, encouraging them that they, too, can set boundaries before
they make too many wrong choices. They’re helping others in ways no one ever helped them!
And that’s the whole point. Our positive choices can influence others. When you place healthy
boundaries in your life, you not only reap the benefits, but others do too.And that’s why I love A
Young Women’s Guide to Setting Boundaries. Allison shares her story, and she offers help,
advice, and encouragement through these pages. I wish I had this advice when I was younger!
It’s impossible to go back and rewind time, but it is possible to help others along the way. I am so
thankful for this resource. I’m excited about using it with the young women I mentor. I’m also
excited that the advice in these pages will help you.You are making a wonderful choice today by
picking up this book. In these pages you’ll discover habits that will help you become a better
person. Many adults don’t understand the importance of setting healthy boundaries. Instead they
find themselves in one vicious cycle after another—running on the gerbil wheel of insanity
Allison talks about. As you grasp these principles and learn to apply the SANITY Steps, you will
be ahead of the game.When you set boundaries, you are holding off what seems good at the
moment, and you’re saving your mind, heart, emotions, and will for what is best for life. No one
can live a perfect life without mistakes, yet today you can make choices to bring positive
changes to your life—and it all starts with believing you are worth God’s best.Cheering for you!
Tricia GoyerIntroductionLife is filled with choices, and learning how to make smart choices by
setting healthy boundaries can change the entire story of your life.When I was a teen, all I cared
about was pushing boundaries, expanding boundaries, and fighting against boundaries. Frankly,
I didn’t see a whole lot of value in setting boundaries at all.Big mistake. Huge.I’ve often
wondered if things would have been different in my life if I had known someone courageous
enough to get up in my face and explain the concept of boundaries to me and help me
implement some corrective boundaries to protect me from a lot of unnecessary pain. Even after
many of my boundaries were violated, if I had known the power that was available to me if I
established new healthy boundaries, the entire course of my life would have been changed. I
wish someone had told me how I could effectively deal with the pain and confusion in my life and
with the overwhelming stress that often accompanied my chaotic emotions.Though the world
today is quite different than it was when I was your age, I can promise you that the pain and
emptiness I felt back then is no different from what you may feel today. And the longing to love
and be loved is no different today than it was when I ran away from home in Cleveland, Ohio, to
New York City when I was 14.I was lost, afraid, and looking for love, security, and happiness. I
longed for someone who would understand and validate who I really was—and who wouldn’t try
to make me into someone I wasn’t.Never one to follow trends, I had always marched to the beat
of my own drum. I didn’t have a lot of friends in school. I had a low tolerance for boredom and
frequently questioned the rules, especially when they didn’t seem to fit the situation. Back then,
adults often called me impulsive, distracted, and rebellious—a dreamer who needed to stop
living in fantasyland. In reality, I was driven by imagination, creativity, and a passion for discovery
that made it naturally easy for me to take risks—but incredibly difficult to fit into a structured



classroom environment. My intuition and sensitivity gave me a heightened awareness of things—
something that I noticed other kids around me didn’t seem to have. Truthfully, my brain fired on
multiple channels, and most teachers were intent on getting students to focus on one channel at
a time. I couldn’t do that if my life depended on it.Today, those of us who have ADD (attention
deficit disorder) may be neurologically poised to adapt more quickly to an ever-changing
environment. However, when I was growing up, all of my differences (which included dyslexia)
made me feel like a misfit—a freak. I didn’t know how to fit in. And when you’re a teenager, it’s
very important to fit in, to feel special. I suspect you know what I mean even if your issues are
somewhat different from mine.Jerry was the one who first made me feel special. I was 14 when I
met him at our local Dairy Queen one summer afternoon. He was an 18-year-old guy from out of
town who immediately took an interest in me. In almost no time, I fell head over heels in love. I
knew I had met my Prince Charming—the man who would love and care for me the rest of my
life.Unfortunately, my mother didn’t agree. She didn’t like Jerry, so I began to sneak out of the
house to see him. This was the first of what would become a long list of big mistakes.Even
though I was only 14, I was old for my age. A creative, tenacious, and strong-willed child raised
by a single working mother, I had grown up fast. I was also very developed, and at five feet
seven, people thought I was years older than I was. And so when my mother threatened to send
me away if I continued to see Jerry, I took matters into my own hands and ran away from home.
Actually, it was Jerry’s idea, and at the time I was too blinded by love to think for myself. I would
have done anything he told me to do.“There’s no way she’s going to keep us apart,” Jerry said as
he handed me the money for my airplane ticket and $200 to tide me over until I found a job. “I
made a reservation for you to leave tomorrow. Pack a bag and get out before she gets home.
This will show your mother how serious we are. Here’s the phone number of my friends in New
York—they’ll put you up for a while. Call them as soon as you land.”Jerry was my first love, and
the thought of my mother forbidding me to see him was unbearable. Even though I was only 14
and had never even been on a plane, the thought of traveling to New York City and living with
strangers didn’t bother me. I never stopped long enough to consider the possible consequences
of this choice.On the Streets of New YorkLanding at LaGuardia Airport in New York on a
Saturday evening, I began a journey that would change my life. Hurrying to a pay phone to call
Jerry’s friends, I thought about this luxurious, newfound freedom. I would find a job, and in a few
weeks, Jerry would join me. We’d get married and live happily ever after. I was so clueless. As
the phone rang, I dreamed of married life, of the idyllic way everything would turn out.“The
number you have reached is no longer in service…” I jumped at the sound of the recording. I
must have dialed wrong, I thought. Trying again, this time more carefully, I began to feel
apprehension creep through my body.“The number you have reached is no longer…” It was true.
The number was disconnected. I hung up the phone and stood still.I couldn’t reach Jerry—he
had rented a room without a phone. (This was long before cell phones were
commonplace.)Okay, I said to myself, this isn’t the end of the world. Find a hotel or a YWCA until
you can reach Jerry at work in the morning. I’m not sure how or what I knew about the YWCA at



that age, only that I could find shelter there.I forced myself to look on the bright side. I was in
New York City—the Big Apple! Being a creative person, my first thought was of Greenwich
Village—a city that was always in the news and known for welcoming creative people. Surely in
the Village I could find a place to stay the night. It mattered little to me that it was starting to get
late and that I reeked of “vulnerable underage runaway.”I took the subway from the airport, not
frightened in the least. I grew up poor in Cleveland, and we always took public transportation.
The subway felt a lot like the Regional Transit Authority system I knew.When I finally arrived at
my destination, the Village was aglow in lights, a street festival was underway, and artists lined
the corridor. Singers, street dancers, and vendors were everywhere, just like on television. I had
paid for a taxi in Cleveland, snacks at both airports, and phone calls and the subway in New
York, but I still had about $150—a lot of money, or so I thought. In reality, I didn’t have a clue
about what it would cost to live on my own for a day, let alone a week, a month, or more. When I
stopped at a hotel in the Village, they told me it was $50 for the night. “Seriously?” I gasped.
Were hotels really that expensive? At that rate, I’d be out of money in three days, with nothing
extra for food or transportation.Fear began to grip my heart, but I fought it with all my might.By
11:00 that night, the street vendors were beginning to close up shop. Artists were packing up,
and the warm hum of people hustling and bustling was being replaced by another kind of
atmosphere. Women in very short dresses appeared. Men with lots of jewelry and fancy cars
lined the streets. People passed each other bottles and strange-smelling cigarettes. I held tightly
to my suitcase and continued to walk, repeating to myself that everything would be fine.Then I
saw her artwork—canvas seemingly touched by God. Paintings and pencil sketch drawings
hung on the fence, their content calling out to me. Mom had often taken my siblings and me to
the art museum, and I appreciated many forms of art. My heart raced.“Can I help you?” I looked
up to the round, pleasant face of an older woman.“Did you draw these?” I asked in awe. “I love
them! Oh, I’d love to have talent like that!”“Everyone has some special talent, my dear. I’m sure
you’ll find yours one day,” she said. “My name is Tanya. What’s yours?”I can’t recall what we
talked about next, but eventually I asked if she knew where I might find a YWCA. At that
question, she looked me straight in the eye and without hesitation said, “Please, come home for
the evening with my daughter, Claudette, and me. We have plenty of room. This city is a difficult
place to get around in during the daytime and even worse at night. You can get a room
tomorrow.”Concerned by the lack of easy alternatives, I accepted her offer. Today, I shudder to
think what may have happened to me if I had said no or if she hadn’t turned out to be such a
wonderful person. Back then, I didn’t know that predators sometimes masqueraded as kind and
caring helpers. The same is even truer today, and vulnerable teenage girls continue to be forced
into prostitution, drug addiction, and sex trafficking. Chances today are slim that a runaway teen
alone on the streets of a big city will randomly connect with an honest and caring person who is
willing to open her home and her heart. I have no doubt that had I remained on the dangerous
streets of New York City, I would have become another runaway statistic. The Bible says, “No evil
will conquer you; no plague will come near your home. For he will order his angels to protect you



wherever you go” (Psalm 91:10-11 NLT). That night, the Lord sent my angel. Her name was
Tanya Cervone.Abandoned and AfraidThe next morning I called the warehouse where Jerry
worked, only to find out he had been fired the previous week. Calling my best friend in
Cleveland, I then learned the police were looking for me. My fairy tale had quickly turned into a
nightmare. My world was falling apart, but I was determined to hang on, determined no one
would know how frightened I was.After that series of unsettling early morning phone calls, I
found a YWCA in the phone book. I planned to leave Tanya’s apartment, get myself a room at the
Y, and hit the streets to find a job. I couldn’t waste even one day.Other than occasional
babysitting, I had never had a job. Having watched Macy’s Thanksgiving Day parade every year,
I thought I’d start at Macy’s and apply for a job as a salesclerk. I was courageous but clueless as
I put on the only dress I brought, thanked Tanya for her hospitality, and asked her for directions. I
thought I had fooled Tanya, but I hadn’t—not for a minute. She had listened in on my frantic
phone calls.“I have an idea,” she said. “Please stay here with us until you find a job. I’m sure you’ll
find something in no time, and then you can get yourself a little apartment. Those rooms at the Y
are so small and dingy.”I had to admit, Tanya’s apartment would definitely be more comfortable,
and I would be able to save some money, so I accepted. However, with false bravado, I made it
very clear that I intended to get a job. She did not try to dissuade me.That afternoon, in the
subway on my way to Macy’s, I felt certain everything would be okay, even though a sick feeling
was roiling in the pit of my stomach.Years later I learned that while I was gone that first day,
Tanya went through my things, located my mom’s name and phone number, and contacted her
in Ohio. Tanya assured Mom that I was okay. She said the police might be able to get me home,
but they wouldn’t be able to keep me there. “She has to go home on her own. Otherwise, she’ll
only run again,” Tanya told my mom. “Trust me—I think maybe I can reach her.”During the next
few days, I was repeatedly turned down for jobs because I didn’t have acceptable identification
or any work history. I grew more and more confused and frightened. I finally reached Jerry, but I
was hardly comforted when he called me a crybaby and said if I really loved him, I’d “get it
together and get enough money” to help him come out to join me since he had given me all of
his available cash.“Do whatever you have to do,” he hissed at me over the phone. “You’re in New
York City. Figure something out soon. I’ve gotta get out of here, and you owe me.” With that, he
hung up on me.That should have been another clue that he wasn’t concerned about my best
interests or even my safety. The first clue should have been that he would send me to New York
City without being absolutely certain I would have a place to stay.Unable to stand the fear any
longer, I tearfully confided in Tanya. She asked me serious, personal questions, and she listened
carefully to my responses. It was as though a dam had burst. We talked for hours.She shared her
wisdom, gave me thoughtful advice, and validated my feelings. She spoke of what it was like to
be an artist, what it was like to create paintings from her mind’s eye. She talked of her life in
another country and her own challenges, and she encouraged me to talk about mine. Never
before had I shared such intimate feelings with an adult and been so totally accepted.My mother
and I had never discussed personal things. I didn’t know that kind of communication existed.



Tanya helped me to think rationally and not emotionally, and a few days later I decided to go
home. I only wish I had been able to continue that level of communication with someone when I
returned home. If I had, things may have turned out differently.I never saw Tanya again, yet our
Christmas cards and letters were as consistent as the seasons until she passed away a few
years ago. When I learned of her death, I stood in the post office and cried, and then I smiled at
my memory of her. She reached out and protected a vulnerable, frightened teenager who was
pretending to have it all together. She exhibited the unconditional love of Christ in the truest and
purest way. In all probability, she saved my life.Tanya truly wanted what was best for me, but she
also knew that I had to be the one to make the decision to return home. I had to accept
responsibility for my choices and the consequences of my actions.Are You Ready?Because
you’re reading this book, I believe you’re ready to make some important decisions. Maybe the
adults in your life don’t quite understand what you’re going through. Maybe you don’t understand
it yourself. Perhaps the pressure around you is overwhelming and you realize something needs
to change, but you aren’t quite sure what that something is.If that’s the case, I’d like to introduce
you to the power of boundaries. This secret is too seldom practiced, but it can transform your life.
It can help you cope with your stress and empower you to make smart choices on your journey
to become the woman God wants you to be.I won’t lie to you—I’ve made some monumentally
poor choices in my life. And the truth is, I’m still learning how to become the woman God wants
me to be. I surely don’t know it all. In fact, I’m not a highly educated woman, if you base
education on the number of years spent in formal classrooms.However, I’m quite familiar with the
pressure of teenage stress. I know what it’s like to be different and yet want desperately to fit in. I
know what it’s like when your emotions are raw, your heart aches, and you think no one can
possibly understand. And I know the choices you make today will determine the quality of your
life—not only tomorrow but also for years to come. And I believe you care about the quality of
your life—otherwise, you wouldn’t be reading a book on how to make smart choices.When I was
your age, I didn’t fully grasp how my choices would affect the quality of my life, and I quickly got
off track—and I mean seriously off track. When I returned home from New York, nothing had
really changed in my situation or in my thought process, and I continued to make increasingly
poor choices. When I turned 15, I made a disastrous choice to run away again, this time to get
married—a choice that had far more devastating and life-threatening consequences. It set off a
chain reaction of events that changed the course of my life—and ultimately the life of another
person who was not yet born.The Lessons We LearnPerhaps you’ve heard the expression “One
bad apple spoils the whole bunch.”Bad choices can be that way—they can infect whatever they
touch. And they have a tendency to lead to additional bad choices that can spoil everything
around us if they aren’t plucked from the basket of life and addressed properly so they are not
repeated.When we handle our mistakes rightly, they can be some of our greatest teachers. The
tragedy comes when we don’t learn the lesson and end up repeating the same mistakes over
and over again.The choices I made as a teenager changed the course of my adult life.
Unfortunately, many of those choices were not very smart, and I never seemed to learn from my



mistakes. My feelings of unworthiness and my lack of identity often motivated me in unhealthy
and stress-filled ways, and I continued on a self-destructive path for many years.That’s why I’m
so passionate about this topic today.I know I can’t go back. And I know God has a plan for the
journey I’ve taken. Even so, I have far too many regrets from poor choices, and my prayer is that
you will have much fewer.The Hole in My HeartAs a teen, I looked confident and optimistic on
the outside. But on the inside, I had almost no sense of personal identity or self-worth, and
unfortunately that fueled many of my poor choices. A lot of painful things had happened to me as
a little girl. And in school, I found out I had a learning disability (dyslexia). Later, I was also
diagnosed with ADD. Because of these things, I often felt lost, afraid, and horribly alone. I didn’t
feel as if anyone understood or I had anyone to talk to, least of all my mother. I didn’t appreciate
my value as a person. I also didn’t understand that my lack of boundaries and my frantic teenage
search for love, understanding, and purpose would end up in pain, not happiness. I didn’t
understand that I could actually set healthy boundaries for myself as a teen—or that I was even
worthy of doing so. I did have that power, but I didn’t realize it. You have that power too, but you
might not realize it either.Truthfully, setting healthy limits and managing conflicting emotions is a
never-ending process for women, no matter how old we are. However, the quest for meaning
and love can be especially challenging for teens, who are still developing in many ways. You’re
trying on different personas in a search for your identity. The hormonal changes of puberty (what
a yucky word, but there’s really nothing else to explain this equally yucky time) are followed by
the turbulence of adolescence. It’s easy to become confused, frustrated, and simply lost. No
wonder we sometimes make not-so-smart choices or passively go where we really don’t want to
go.The weight of bad choices adds up quickly. The more baggage you accumulate throughout
the years, the harder it becomes to unpack. If you’re not careful, your mind and heart can begin
to look like the inside of a house on a TV episode of Hoarders—desperately cluttered and
dangerous to navigate. The only way to keep from getting buried under a mess of emotions and
experiences is to learn two critical skills—setting healthy boundaries in your life, and making
smart choices based on rational thinking and not just on emotional feelings.As a teenager, you
are perfectly capable of making good decisions when your mind is calm. But the part of your
brain that helps you manage emotions is still developing, so for a while, you’ll naturally have a
harder time calming your emotions down. When that happens, bad judgment often overrides
good judgment.It’s good to have emotions, to be able to feel things deeply and passionately.
However, trouble comes when we lack self-control and place our feelings and emotions above
our safety or above someone else’s safety.That’s what happened when I was 14 and ran away
from home and flew to New York City. It happened when I was 15 and got married. It happened
when I was 16 and I thought the incredible love I felt for my unborn child qualified me to be a
mother.What was I thinking?The fact is, I wasn’t thinking; I was primarily feeling. I didn’t stop long
enough to think through the possible consequences of any of my actions. Let’s be totally honest.
How often do you stop to see if your brain is in agreement with the emotions your heart is
generating? Have you ever done or said something you regretted once you took time to really



think about it? If so, you understand how emotions can easily get the upper hand.Stopping to
think carefully and critically when you’re feeling emotional isn’t something that comes naturally
for most teenagers. And when adults are being honest, it’s often difficult for many of us as well.
However, it’s a skill you can learn, a healthy habit you can develop. And developing this vital skill
as a teen can change your life.Change Starts When We StopThe question is, do you want to
develop a habit that can make you a better person, a happier person, a more loving person? A
person whom others treat with respect? Do you want to learn a skill that will help you cope with
the increasing stress you’re feeling? A skill that will enable you to have more control of your own
life?Right now, you may feel that you have no real control of your life. That may be true in some
aspects, but it’s certainly not true in all of them.The fact is, you can control how you think, and
you can learn to think in ways that will improve your attitude and your actions—in ways that will
help you feel better about yourself and will help peers and adults take you more seriously. You
can control how you respond to people and situations. You can learn how to live within limits that
will empower you—in ways that will give you less baggage to carry into adulthood and ultimately
provide you with more freedom and less stress than you ever imagined.God has given you the
ability to think for yourself and to control your attitude and behavior. However, your ability to
exercise this control in healthy ways is still developing, and you are no doubt still discovering
God’s plan and purpose for your life. That’s why it’s important to know your tremendous worth
and value to God as you make decisions now that will change your future.It’s no accident you’re
reading this book. Whether you bought it for yourself or someone gave it to you, God is calling
you to be courageous and faithful.Are you willing to take up the challenge?I know it’s tough to
see good in anything when the pressure of stress is closing in around you. That’s why I’d like to
introduce you to boundaries—and to SANITY.The Skill of SANITYLearning the Six Steps to
SANITY and using them as decision-making tools to set and maintain healthy boundaries will
bring you hope and direction in any challenging situation or relationship throughout your life—not
just during these stressful teen years.I know you’ve got a lot on your mind and on your plate, but
I hope you’ll let me introduce you to a perspective on life that will transform how you think and
quite possibly rock your world.You may feel that many of the adults around you just don’t get it.
They don’t get how hard it is to be a teenage girl. However, many of us do get it—we’re just not
always sure how to convey that to you, our precious daughters, granddaughters, nieces, and
loved ones.I was brutally abused and molested as a toddler. I suffered from undiagnosed
learning disabilities growing up. I ran away from home as a teen, quit school, and married my
boyfriend, who beat me, raped me, and almost killed me. I got divorced, became a mother, got
my GED, had an abortion, gained 100 pounds, discovered diet pills, attended cosmetology
school, and subsequently gave up on myself, on love, and on God—all before I turned 18.Trust
me, I’m not your typical advice-offering adult.I totally get how hard it is to be a teenage girl, and I
hope you’ll give me a chance to share some of the secrets I’ve learned along the way. Secrets
that can help you deal with your pain and problems. Secrets that can open doors to
unimaginable joy, success, and love.IntroductionLife is filled with choices, and learning how to



make smart choices by setting healthy boundaries can change the entire story of your life.When
I was a teen, all I cared about was pushing boundaries, expanding boundaries, and fighting
against boundaries. Frankly, I didn’t see a whole lot of value in setting boundaries at all.Big
mistake. Huge.I’ve often wondered if things would have been different in my life if I had known
someone courageous enough to get up in my face and explain the concept of boundaries to me
and help me implement some corrective boundaries to protect me from a lot of unnecessary
pain. Even after many of my boundaries were violated, if I had known the power that was
available to me if I established new healthy boundaries, the entire course of my life would have
been changed. I wish someone had told me how I could effectively deal with the pain and
confusion in my life and with the overwhelming stress that often accompanied my chaotic
emotions.Though the world today is quite different than it was when I was your age, I can
promise you that the pain and emptiness I felt back then is no different from what you may feel
today. And the longing to love and be loved is no different today than it was when I ran away from
home in Cleveland, Ohio, to New York City when I was 14.I was lost, afraid, and looking for love,
security, and happiness. I longed for someone who would understand and validate who I really
was—and who wouldn’t try to make me into someone I wasn’t.Never one to follow trends, I had
always marched to the beat of my own drum. I didn’t have a lot of friends in school. I had a low
tolerance for boredom and frequently questioned the rules, especially when they didn’t seem to
fit the situation. Back then, adults often called me impulsive, distracted, and rebellious—a
dreamer who needed to stop living in fantasyland. In reality, I was driven by imagination,
creativity, and a passion for discovery that made it naturally easy for me to take risks—but
incredibly difficult to fit into a structured classroom environment. My intuition and sensitivity gave
me a heightened awareness of things—something that I noticed other kids around me didn’t
seem to have. Truthfully, my brain fired on multiple channels, and most teachers were intent on
getting students to focus on one channel at a time. I couldn’t do that if my life depended on
it.Today, those of us who have ADD (attention deficit disorder) may be neurologically poised to
adapt more quickly to an ever-changing environment. However, when I was growing up, all of my
differences (which included dyslexia) made me feel like a misfit—a freak. I didn’t know how to fit
in. And when you’re a teenager, it’s very important to fit in, to feel special. I suspect you know
what I mean even if your issues are somewhat different from mine.Jerry was the one who first
made me feel special. I was 14 when I met him at our local Dairy Queen one summer afternoon.
He was an 18-year-old guy from out of town who immediately took an interest in me. In almost
no time, I fell head over heels in love. I knew I had met my Prince Charming—the man who would
love and care for me the rest of my life.Unfortunately, my mother didn’t agree. She didn’t like
Jerry, so I began to sneak out of the house to see him. This was the first of what would become a
long list of big mistakes.Even though I was only 14, I was old for my age. A creative, tenacious,
and strong-willed child raised by a single working mother, I had grown up fast. I was also very
developed, and at five feet seven, people thought I was years older than I was. And so when my
mother threatened to send me away if I continued to see Jerry, I took matters into my own hands



and ran away from home. Actually, it was Jerry’s idea, and at the time I was too blinded by love to
think for myself. I would have done anything he told me to do.“There’s no way she’s going to
keep us apart,” Jerry said as he handed me the money for my airplane ticket and $200 to tide me
over until I found a job. “I made a reservation for you to leave tomorrow. Pack a bag and get out
before she gets home. This will show your mother how serious we are. Here’s the phone number
of my friends in New York—they’ll put you up for a while. Call them as soon as you land.”Jerry
was my first love, and the thought of my mother forbidding me to see him was unbearable. Even
though I was only 14 and had never even been on a plane, the thought of traveling to New York
City and living with strangers didn’t bother me. I never stopped long enough to consider the
possible consequences of this choice.On the Streets of New YorkLanding at LaGuardia Airport
in New York on a Saturday evening, I began a journey that would change my life. Hurrying to a
pay phone to call Jerry’s friends, I thought about this luxurious, newfound freedom. I would find a
job, and in a few weeks, Jerry would join me. We’d get married and live happily ever after. I was
so clueless. As the phone rang, I dreamed of married life, of the idyllic way everything would turn
out.“The number you have reached is no longer in service…” I jumped at the sound of the
recording. I must have dialed wrong, I thought. Trying again, this time more carefully, I began to
feel apprehension creep through my body.“The number you have reached is no longer…” It was
true. The number was disconnected. I hung up the phone and stood still.I couldn’t reach Jerry—
he had rented a room without a phone. (This was long before cell phones were
commonplace.)Okay, I said to myself, this isn’t the end of the world. Find a hotel or a YWCA until
you can reach Jerry at work in the morning. I’m not sure how or what I knew about the YWCA at
that age, only that I could find shelter there.I forced myself to look on the bright side. I was in
New York City—the Big Apple! Being a creative person, my first thought was of Greenwich
Village—a city that was always in the news and known for welcoming creative people. Surely in
the Village I could find a place to stay the night. It mattered little to me that it was starting to get
late and that I reeked of “vulnerable underage runaway.”I took the subway from the airport, not
frightened in the least. I grew up poor in Cleveland, and we always took public transportation.
The subway felt a lot like the Regional Transit Authority system I knew.When I finally arrived at
my destination, the Village was aglow in lights, a street festival was underway, and artists lined
the corridor. Singers, street dancers, and vendors were everywhere, just like on television. I had
paid for a taxi in Cleveland, snacks at both airports, and phone calls and the subway in New
York, but I still had about $150—a lot of money, or so I thought. In reality, I didn’t have a clue
about what it would cost to live on my own for a day, let alone a week, a month, or more. When I
stopped at a hotel in the Village, they told me it was $50 for the night. “Seriously?” I gasped.
Were hotels really that expensive? At that rate, I’d be out of money in three days, with nothing
extra for food or transportation.Fear began to grip my heart, but I fought it with all my might.By
11:00 that night, the street vendors were beginning to close up shop. Artists were packing up,
and the warm hum of people hustling and bustling was being replaced by another kind of
atmosphere. Women in very short dresses appeared. Men with lots of jewelry and fancy cars



lined the streets. People passed each other bottles and strange-smelling cigarettes. I held tightly
to my suitcase and continued to walk, repeating to myself that everything would be fine.Then I
saw her artwork—canvas seemingly touched by God. Paintings and pencil sketch drawings
hung on the fence, their content calling out to me. Mom had often taken my siblings and me to
the art museum, and I appreciated many forms of art. My heart raced.“Can I help you?” I looked
up to the round, pleasant face of an older woman.“Did you draw these?” I asked in awe. “I love
them! Oh, I’d love to have talent like that!”“Everyone has some special talent, my dear. I’m sure
you’ll find yours one day,” she said. “My name is Tanya. What’s yours?”I can’t recall what we
talked about next, but eventually I asked if she knew where I might find a YWCA. At that
question, she looked me straight in the eye and without hesitation said, “Please, come home for
the evening with my daughter, Claudette, and me. We have plenty of room. This city is a difficult
place to get around in during the daytime and even worse at night. You can get a room
tomorrow.”Concerned by the lack of easy alternatives, I accepted her offer. Today, I shudder to
think what may have happened to me if I had said no or if she hadn’t turned out to be such a
wonderful person. Back then, I didn’t know that predators sometimes masqueraded as kind and
caring helpers. The same is even truer today, and vulnerable teenage girls continue to be forced
into prostitution, drug addiction, and sex trafficking. Chances today are slim that a runaway teen
alone on the streets of a big city will randomly connect with an honest and caring person who is
willing to open her home and her heart. I have no doubt that had I remained on the dangerous
streets of New York City, I would have become another runaway statistic. The Bible says, “No evil
will conquer you; no plague will come near your home. For he will order his angels to protect you
wherever you go” (Psalm 91:10-11 NLT). That night, the Lord sent my angel. Her name was
Tanya Cervone.Abandoned and AfraidThe next morning I called the warehouse where Jerry
worked, only to find out he had been fired the previous week. Calling my best friend in
Cleveland, I then learned the police were looking for me. My fairy tale had quickly turned into a
nightmare. My world was falling apart, but I was determined to hang on, determined no one
would know how frightened I was.After that series of unsettling early morning phone calls, I
found a YWCA in the phone book. I planned to leave Tanya’s apartment, get myself a room at the
Y, and hit the streets to find a job. I couldn’t waste even one day.Other than occasional
babysitting, I had never had a job. Having watched Macy’s Thanksgiving Day parade every year,
I thought I’d start at Macy’s and apply for a job as a salesclerk. I was courageous but clueless as
I put on the only dress I brought, thanked Tanya for her hospitality, and asked her for directions. I
thought I had fooled Tanya, but I hadn’t—not for a minute. She had listened in on my frantic
phone calls.“I have an idea,” she said. “Please stay here with us until you find a job. I’m sure you’ll
find something in no time, and then you can get yourself a little apartment. Those rooms at the Y
are so small and dingy.”I had to admit, Tanya’s apartment would definitely be more comfortable,
and I would be able to save some money, so I accepted. However, with false bravado, I made it
very clear that I intended to get a job. She did not try to dissuade me.That afternoon, in the
subway on my way to Macy’s, I felt certain everything would be okay, even though a sick feeling



was roiling in the pit of my stomach.Years later I learned that while I was gone that first day,
Tanya went through my things, located my mom’s name and phone number, and contacted her
in Ohio. Tanya assured Mom that I was okay. She said the police might be able to get me home,
but they wouldn’t be able to keep me there. “She has to go home on her own. Otherwise, she’ll
only run again,” Tanya told my mom. “Trust me—I think maybe I can reach her.”During the next
few days, I was repeatedly turned down for jobs because I didn’t have acceptable identification
or any work history. I grew more and more confused and frightened. I finally reached Jerry, but I
was hardly comforted when he called me a crybaby and said if I really loved him, I’d “get it
together and get enough money” to help him come out to join me since he had given me all of
his available cash.“Do whatever you have to do,” he hissed at me over the phone. “You’re in New
York City. Figure something out soon. I’ve gotta get out of here, and you owe me.” With that, he
hung up on me.That should have been another clue that he wasn’t concerned about my best
interests or even my safety. The first clue should have been that he would send me to New York
City without being absolutely certain I would have a place to stay.Unable to stand the fear any
longer, I tearfully confided in Tanya. She asked me serious, personal questions, and she listened
carefully to my responses. It was as though a dam had burst. We talked for hours.She shared her
wisdom, gave me thoughtful advice, and validated my feelings. She spoke of what it was like to
be an artist, what it was like to create paintings from her mind’s eye. She talked of her life in
another country and her own challenges, and she encouraged me to talk about mine. Never
before had I shared such intimate feelings with an adult and been so totally accepted.My mother
and I had never discussed personal things. I didn’t know that kind of communication existed.
Tanya helped me to think rationally and not emotionally, and a few days later I decided to go
home. I only wish I had been able to continue that level of communication with someone when I
returned home. If I had, things may have turned out differently.I never saw Tanya again, yet our
Christmas cards and letters were as consistent as the seasons until she passed away a few
years ago. When I learned of her death, I stood in the post office and cried, and then I smiled at
my memory of her. She reached out and protected a vulnerable, frightened teenager who was
pretending to have it all together. She exhibited the unconditional love of Christ in the truest and
purest way. In all probability, she saved my life.Tanya truly wanted what was best for me, but she
also knew that I had to be the one to make the decision to return home. I had to accept
responsibility for my choices and the consequences of my actions.Are You Ready?Because
you’re reading this book, I believe you’re ready to make some important decisions. Maybe the
adults in your life don’t quite understand what you’re going through. Maybe you don’t understand
it yourself. Perhaps the pressure around you is overwhelming and you realize something needs
to change, but you aren’t quite sure what that something is.If that’s the case, I’d like to introduce
you to the power of boundaries. This secret is too seldom practiced, but it can transform your life.
It can help you cope with your stress and empower you to make smart choices on your journey
to become the woman God wants you to be.I won’t lie to you—I’ve made some monumentally
poor choices in my life. And the truth is, I’m still learning how to become the woman God wants



me to be. I surely don’t know it all. In fact, I’m not a highly educated woman, if you base
education on the number of years spent in formal classrooms.However, I’m quite familiar with the
pressure of teenage stress. I know what it’s like to be different and yet want desperately to fit in. I
know what it’s like when your emotions are raw, your heart aches, and you think no one can
possibly understand. And I know the choices you make today will determine the quality of your
life—not only tomorrow but also for years to come. And I believe you care about the quality of
your life—otherwise, you wouldn’t be reading a book on how to make smart choices.When I was
your age, I didn’t fully grasp how my choices would affect the quality of my life, and I quickly got
off track—and I mean seriously off track. When I returned home from New York, nothing had
really changed in my situation or in my thought process, and I continued to make increasingly
poor choices. When I turned 15, I made a disastrous choice to run away again, this time to get
married—a choice that had far more devastating and life-threatening consequences. It set off a
chain reaction of events that changed the course of my life—and ultimately the life of another
person who was not yet born.The Lessons We LearnPerhaps you’ve heard the expression “One
bad apple spoils the whole bunch.”Bad choices can be that way—they can infect whatever they
touch. And they have a tendency to lead to additional bad choices that can spoil everything
around us if they aren’t plucked from the basket of life and addressed properly so they are not
repeated.When we handle our mistakes rightly, they can be some of our greatest teachers. The
tragedy comes when we don’t learn the lesson and end up repeating the same mistakes over
and over again.The choices I made as a teenager changed the course of my adult life.
Unfortunately, many of those choices were not very smart, and I never seemed to learn from my
mistakes. My feelings of unworthiness and my lack of identity often motivated me in unhealthy
and stress-filled ways, and I continued on a self-destructive path for many years.That’s why I’m
so passionate about this topic today.I know I can’t go back. And I know God has a plan for the
journey I’ve taken. Even so, I have far too many regrets from poor choices, and my prayer is that
you will have much fewer.The Hole in My HeartAs a teen, I looked confident and optimistic on
the outside. But on the inside, I had almost no sense of personal identity or self-worth, and
unfortunately that fueled many of my poor choices. A lot of painful things had happened to me as
a little girl. And in school, I found out I had a learning disability (dyslexia). Later, I was also
diagnosed with ADD. Because of these things, I often felt lost, afraid, and horribly alone. I didn’t
feel as if anyone understood or I had anyone to talk to, least of all my mother. I didn’t appreciate
my value as a person. I also didn’t understand that my lack of boundaries and my frantic teenage
search for love, understanding, and purpose would end up in pain, not happiness. I didn’t
understand that I could actually set healthy boundaries for myself as a teen—or that I was even
worthy of doing so. I did have that power, but I didn’t realize it. You have that power too, but you
might not realize it either.Truthfully, setting healthy limits and managing conflicting emotions is a
never-ending process for women, no matter how old we are. However, the quest for meaning
and love can be especially challenging for teens, who are still developing in many ways. You’re
trying on different personas in a search for your identity. The hormonal changes of puberty (what



a yucky word, but there’s really nothing else to explain this equally yucky time) are followed by
the turbulence of adolescence. It’s easy to become confused, frustrated, and simply lost. No
wonder we sometimes make not-so-smart choices or passively go where we really don’t want to
go.The weight of bad choices adds up quickly. The more baggage you accumulate throughout
the years, the harder it becomes to unpack. If you’re not careful, your mind and heart can begin
to look like the inside of a house on a TV episode of Hoarders—desperately cluttered and
dangerous to navigate. The only way to keep from getting buried under a mess of emotions and
experiences is to learn two critical skills—setting healthy boundaries in your life, and making
smart choices based on rational thinking and not just on emotional feelings.As a teenager, you
are perfectly capable of making good decisions when your mind is calm. But the part of your
brain that helps you manage emotions is still developing, so for a while, you’ll naturally have a
harder time calming your emotions down. When that happens, bad judgment often overrides
good judgment.It’s good to have emotions, to be able to feel things deeply and passionately.
However, trouble comes when we lack self-control and place our feelings and emotions above
our safety or above someone else’s safety.That’s what happened when I was 14 and ran away
from home and flew to New York City. It happened when I was 15 and got married. It happened
when I was 16 and I thought the incredible love I felt for my unborn child qualified me to be a
mother.What was I thinking?The fact is, I wasn’t thinking; I was primarily feeling. I didn’t stop long
enough to think through the possible consequences of any of my actions. Let’s be totally honest.
How often do you stop to see if your brain is in agreement with the emotions your heart is
generating? Have you ever done or said something you regretted once you took time to really
think about it? If so, you understand how emotions can easily get the upper hand.Stopping to
think carefully and critically when you’re feeling emotional isn’t something that comes naturally
for most teenagers. And when adults are being honest, it’s often difficult for many of us as well.
However, it’s a skill you can learn, a healthy habit you can develop. And developing this vital skill
as a teen can change your life.Change Starts When We StopThe question is, do you want to
develop a habit that can make you a better person, a happier person, a more loving person? A
person whom others treat with respect? Do you want to learn a skill that will help you cope with
the increasing stress you’re feeling? A skill that will enable you to have more control of your own
life?Right now, you may feel that you have no real control of your life. That may be true in some
aspects, but it’s certainly not true in all of them.The fact is, you can control how you think, and
you can learn to think in ways that will improve your attitude and your actions—in ways that will
help you feel better about yourself and will help peers and adults take you more seriously. You
can control how you respond to people and situations. You can learn how to live within limits that
will empower you—in ways that will give you less baggage to carry into adulthood and ultimately
provide you with more freedom and less stress than you ever imagined.God has given you the
ability to think for yourself and to control your attitude and behavior. However, your ability to
exercise this control in healthy ways is still developing, and you are no doubt still discovering
God’s plan and purpose for your life. That’s why it’s important to know your tremendous worth



and value to God as you make decisions now that will change your future.It’s no accident you’re
reading this book. Whether you bought it for yourself or someone gave it to you, God is calling
you to be courageous and faithful.Are you willing to take up the challenge?I know it’s tough to
see good in anything when the pressure of stress is closing in around you. That’s why I’d like to
introduce you to boundaries—and to SANITY.The Skill of SANITYLearning the Six Steps to
SANITY and using them as decision-making tools to set and maintain healthy boundaries will
bring you hope and direction in any challenging situation or relationship throughout your life—not
just during these stressful teen years.I know you’ve got a lot on your mind and on your plate, but
I hope you’ll let me introduce you to a perspective on life that will transform how you think and
quite possibly rock your world.You may feel that many of the adults around you just don’t get it.
They don’t get how hard it is to be a teenage girl. However, many of us do get it—we’re just not
always sure how to convey that to you, our precious daughters, granddaughters, nieces, and
loved ones.I was brutally abused and molested as a toddler. I suffered from undiagnosed
learning disabilities growing up. I ran away from home as a teen, quit school, and married my
boyfriend, who beat me, raped me, and almost killed me. I got divorced, became a mother, got
my GED, had an abortion, gained 100 pounds, discovered diet pills, attended cosmetology
school, and subsequently gave up on myself, on love, and on God—all before I turned 18.Trust
me, I’m not your typical advice-offering adult.I totally get how hard it is to be a teenage girl, and I
hope you’ll give me a chance to share some of the secrets I’ve learned along the way. Secrets
that can help you deal with your pain and problems. Secrets that can open doors to
unimaginable joy, success, and love.1The Truth About Smart ChoicesThe mirror of our culture
tells us that self-worth comes from good looks, popularity, and money. The truth is, self-worth
comes from character, competence, and smart choices.By the time you’re a teen, your life has
already been influenced by many people and events, mostly out of your control. So here are
three important questions:1. Do you believe you can choose who and what will influence you?2.
Whom and what will you allow to influence your future?3. Will you accept responsibility for the
consequences of your choices?Being a teenager has always been difficult, but you’re likely to be
facing greater challenges than people did in previous generations. You have more to worry about
than puberty and adolescence—which are challenging enough—or what you’re going to do after
high school graduation. The issues today are far more life-changing or even life-threatening.
Look closely at the following list of things kids are stressing over today.alcohol abuseabuse of
prescription and illegal drugsanxiety and stressbody image and appearancethe choking
gamecollege decisionscyberbullyingdating violencedepressioneating disordersgang
violenceInternet predatorsmental health problemsobesityparents’ addictionspeer
pressureperformance and measuring uppovertyschool pressuresex traffickingsexual
pressuresocial media strugglessuicideteen pregnancyyouth violenceStatistics indicate that you
are likely to be dealing with one or more of these tough topics. If that’s the case, please hang in
there, help is on the way! Never underestimate God’s ability to bring you exactly what you need
just when you need it the most, whether it’s a book, movie, person, thought, idea, or even a



powerful self-realization—an epiphany. “Epiphany”—isn’t that a great word?The Choice of
VocabularyMy mom loved crossword puzzles, and when I was growing up, we owned more
dictionaries than Bibles. Mom didn’t finish high school, but she had an excellent command of the
English language, and I have distinct memories of her challenging me to learn new words. We
often played a game in which I would open the dictionary at random and point to a word.
Sometimes I knew the word, but most often I didn’t. The goal was to use that word correctly
whenever possible throughout the day. I don’t recall winning anything other than Mom’s
admiration, but that was always enough.1The Truth About Smart ChoicesThe mirror of our
culture tells us that self-worth comes from good looks, popularity, and money. The truth is, self-
worth comes from character, competence, and smart choices.By the time you’re a teen, your life
has already been influenced by many people and events, mostly out of your control. So here are
three important questions:1. Do you believe you can choose who and what will influence you?2.
Whom and what will you allow to influence your future?3. Will you accept responsibility for the
consequences of your choices?Being a teenager has always been difficult, but you’re likely to be
facing greater challenges than people did in previous generations. You have more to worry about
than puberty and adolescence—which are challenging enough—or what you’re going to do after
high school graduation. The issues today are far more life-changing or even life-threatening.
Look closely at the following list of things kids are stressing over today.alcohol abuseabuse of
prescription and illegal drugsanxiety and stressbody image and appearancethe choking
gamecollege decisionscyberbullyingdating violencedepressioneating disordersgang
violenceInternet predatorsmental health problemsobesityparents’ addictionspeer
pressureperformance and measuring uppovertyschool pressuresex traffickingsexual
pressuresocial media strugglessuicideteen pregnancyyouth violenceStatistics indicate that you
are likely to be dealing with one or more of these tough topics. If that’s the case, please hang in
there, help is on the way! Never underestimate God’s ability to bring you exactly what you need
just when you need it the most, whether it’s a book, movie, person, thought, idea, or even a
powerful self-realization—an epiphany. “Epiphany”—isn’t that a great word?The Choice of
VocabularyMy mom loved crossword puzzles, and when I was growing up, we owned more
dictionaries than Bibles. Mom didn’t finish high school, but she had an excellent command of the
English language, and I have distinct memories of her challenging me to learn new words. We
often played a game in which I would open the dictionary at random and point to a word.
Sometimes I knew the word, but most often I didn’t. The goal was to use that word correctly
whenever possible throughout the day. I don’t recall winning anything other than Mom’s
admiration, but that was always enough.
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