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How to Read This If You’re a Hot Mess
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First off, welcome. You made it here, which means you either love Jesus, want to love Jesus, used to love Jesus, or at the very least don’t actively want to throw a hymnal at His face. That’s a win.

This devotional wasn’t written for the spiritually elite, the perfectly pious, or the plastic-smile believers who never doubt, cuss, cry in their car, or question whether their prayers are just celestial voicemails that never get returned. This is for the rest of us. The ones who still believe—but also still break things, lose our tempers, skip our Bible reading plans by months, and occasionally scream “Help me, Jesus” while eating Oreos over the sink.

You don’t need to clean yourself up to read this. In fact, please don’t. That’s God’s job, and He’s weirdly into redeeming chaos.

These 30 entries are not magical fix-it pills or daily calls to pretend you’re “blessed and highly favored” when you feel more like cursed and slightly caffeinated. They’re honest, raw, Scripture-rooted reflections meant to meet you where you actually are—whether that’s on your knees, in your feelings, in traffic, or face-down in a pile of unfolded laundry.

Each one includes a verse (usually ESV or NIV, because King James doesn’t speak fluent anxiety), a real-talk reflection that probably outs me as a mess myself, and a short prayer written in plain human.

You don’t need to read in order, start on a Monday, or pretend this is your “quiet time.” Read with coffee, read on the toilet, read between chaotic moments of real life—but do read. Not because this book will save your soul (Jesus already covered that), but because sometimes you just need someone else to say, “Hey, me too,” and remind you that grace still works, even when you don’t.

Especially when you don’t.

So deep breath, friend. You’re not too much. You’re not too late. You’re exactly the kind of holy hot mess Jesus came for.

Let’s begin.
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Day 1
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Jesus Loves Me, This I Guess

Scripture: Romans 8:38–39 (NIV) – “For I am convinced that neither death nor life, neither angels nor demons, neither the present nor the future, nor any powers, neither height nor depth, nor anything else in all creation, will be able to separate us from the love of God that is in Christ Jesus our Lord.”
Let’s be brutally honest right out of the gate: some days I believe Jesus loves me with the confidence of a VeggieTales character singing the theme song. Other days, I’m not so sure. Not because I think Jesus is moody, flakey, or emotionally withholding—but because I am. I can barely love myself consistently, so the idea of an all-knowing God who sees everything (yes, even that) and still loves me? It feels more like a theological glitch than a comforting truth.

And yet here we are. Day 1 of this devotional for the spiritually scatterbrained, starting with the most basic Sunday School line of all time: “Jesus loves me.” You probably learned it before you could spell “Leviticus.” But now that you’ve aged out of the crayon-and-goldfish-cracker version of faith, you might be wondering if it still holds up. Like, does Jesus still love me if I haven’t prayed in six months? If I cursed during communion once? If I ghosted a friend and binge-watched reality TV while the Bible app notifications collected dust? According to Paul—yes. Emphatically. Unshakably. No takebacks.

Paul doesn’t just say “God loves you.” He says nothing can separate you from that love. Not your sin. Not your shame. Not your weird, depressing Google search history. Not your past. Not your future screwups. Not even the moment when you scroll through Instagram thinking, “Why does everyone else seem so... holy?” Newsflash: they’re not. Filters work on more than just selfies.

But what is love, really? Not the rom-com kind. Not the Valentine’s card you get from the one coworker who still believes in office parties. God’s love is stubborn. Inconvenient. Relentless. It doesn’t check your credentials. It doesn’t wait for you to perform. It doesn’t get grossed out when you’re a mess. If anything, it pulls up a chair next to your mess, brings snacks, and says, “We’re not done here. I’m staying.”

And that’s good news, because most of us aren’t doing great. You’re probably reading this in the middle of something—a crisis, a disappointment, a day that started strong until your Wi-Fi broke and your toddler drew on the wall with peanut butter. You might be exhausted, overcommitted, emotionally fried, and spiritually flatlined. But the verse says nothing can separate you from God’s love. Not your bad attitude. Not your mediocre devotional streak. Not even your doubts. Yes, you heard me. Doubts don’t disqualify you. They just mean your faith is breathing, blinking, and still trying. That counts.

We get this backwards all the time. We think we need to clean ourselves up before we can be confident in God’s love. We think if we could just be more consistent, more passionate, more quiet-timey, then maybe God’s love would feel more real. But that’s like trying to feel warm by standing near a fireplace while still insisting you don’t deserve to take off your coat. The love’s there. You just haven’t accepted the warmth.

Let me say something dangerous but necessary: you don’t earn God’s love by feeling it. And you don’t lose it by not feeling it. That’s the scandal of grace. That’s the part religious people don’t always know what to do with. We’re taught to measure our faith by how holy we feel, how spiritual we act, how many inspirational quotes we can cram into a journal entry. But Paul throws a theological grenade into that system and says nope, nothing can separate us. Nothing external. Nothing internal. Nothing self-inflicted. Nothing accidental. Not even apathy dressed in church clothes.

Here’s a little secret the early church knew that modern Christians sometimes forget: Jesus didn’t die for the polished version of you. He didn’t walk out of that grave with a checklist of expectations taped to your back. He came for the real you. The ugly-cry-in-the-shower you. The sarcastic, cynical, clumsy, trying-to-care-but-running-on-empty version of you. And He’s not shocked by your inconsistency. He already factored that in.

Want to know something wild? When Jesus picked His disciples, He didn’t pick the best and brightest. He picked the flaky, the hot-headed, the doubters, the tax cheats, the fishermen who probably smelled like dead seaweed and bad decisions. And He loved them anyway. Used them anyway. Not as tokens of perfection, but as walking evidence that God’s love is real even when you’re not impressive. Especially when you’re not impressive.

So maybe today isn’t the day you finally become the person who gets up at 5 a.m. to read Leviticus and drink lemon water. Maybe today is the day you stop running from grace and just let yourself be loved. Not later. Not “when you’re better.” Now. Right now. As you are. Mid-mess. Mid-apathy. Mid-nothing-to-offer.

You don’t have to feel it to receive it. You just have to stop disqualifying yourself from what’s already yours.

Some of us have been spiritually ghosting God for years out of guilt. We think if we show back up, we’ll get the spiritual equivalent of the cold shoulder. Spoiler alert: that’s not how Jesus rolls. He’s not standing there with arms crossed and a scowl. He’s the Father in the parable of the prodigal son, running toward you like an idiot in sandals, arms wide open, ready to throw a party even though you still smell like pigsty and shame.

So, yes. Jesus loves you. Not in the vague, distant, religious-slogan way. But in the close, gut-deep, never-leaving kind of way. And not the future-you who finally figures things out. The current you. The broken, distracted, tired, slightly jaded you reading this right now.

If you struggle to believe that today, that’s okay. Let grace believe it for you.

Let the love of God hold space for your unbelief until you’re ready to catch up.

Let this be the devotional that doesn’t try to fix you but reminds you that you’re not broken beyond repair.

Because at the end of the day, the only reason you’re still breathing, still reading, still trying—is that love never left you. Not once. Not even when you left it.

That’s not cliché. That’s Gospel.

And if today all you can manage is a skeptical whisper of “Jesus loves me, this I guess,” that’s a fine place to start.

He’ll meet you there. Every time.
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Prayer:

Jesus, I don’t always believe You love me. Some days I think I’m too much, too messy, too far gone. But You already knew that and came for me anyway. Help me stop disqualifying myself from grace. Help me sit still long enough to let Your love reach the parts of me I’ve hidden or hated. I don’t feel holy. I don’t even feel worthy. But I want to believe You meant it when You said “nothing can separate.” So start with me. Right here. Right now. Amen.
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Coffee First, Repent Later

Scripture: Lamentations 3:22–23 (NIV) – “Because of the Lord’s great love we are not consumed, for his compassions never fail. They are new every morning; great is your faithfulness.”
Mornings are a scam. That’s my theological position on them. Alarm clocks should be illegal. Sunrise should come with a warning label. And whoever invented the idea of “quiet time before the day starts” clearly never had kids, caffeine withdrawals, or an inbox with 97 unread emails from people who think “just circling back” is a love language.

And yet... mornings are also a divine reset button.

Hear me out. You don’t need to be a morning person to believe in the miracle of mornings. Mornings, spiritually speaking, are grace in sweatpants. They're mercy microwaved and reheated even after you let it sit cold overnight in the fridge of failure. And yes, I’m mixing metaphors like I mix my flavored creamer—recklessly and with no regard for sugar content.

The point is, Lamentations is giving us the good stuff right away: God’s compassions are new every morning. That means every sunrise is a spiritual do-over. Every groggy blink at 6:42 a.m. is a neon sign that says: “You didn’t blow your shot. You still matter. You still get grace. You still belong.”

Now I know what some of you are thinking: “Cool verse, but I woke up late, yelled at my dog, forgot deodorant, and possibly committed a sin against humanity by screaming at a barista who forgot my oat milk.” Yes, you did. And yes, you still get grace.

Because the verse doesn’t say, “God’s compassion renews if you had a productive, holy morning routine complete with journaling, intercessory prayer, and a sunrise jog with Jesus.” It just says it renews. Period. Full stop. No asterisk. No footnote. No qualifying clause that excludes caffeine-deprived disasters.

Some of us think we have to earn God’s mercy every single morning like it’s a limited resource. As if He’s sitting there with a clipboard saying, “Hmm, Dustin was late, grumpy, and didn’t open his Bible app. Denied.” That’s not grace. That’s Amazon Prime with a holiness surcharge. And that’s not the God of Scripture. That’s the God of guilt trips, and that god doesn’t exist.

The real God, the one who sees you rubbing sleep out of your eyes and muttering profanity at your alarm clock, already decided to love you today. Already renewed His mercy before you even brewed your first cup. Already said, “Let’s do this again,” knowing full well you might mess it up again.

That’s the beauty of morning grace: it’s proactive. It meets you where you are, not where you pretend to be.

Let’s talk about repentance, though—since the title of this entry said repent later and you might be wondering if we’re just giving sin a free pass like it’s on clearance. Not quite.

Repentance is real. It matters. It’s not just “feeling bad and promising to do better,” either. It’s a radical reorientation of the soul toward God’s love and away from the lesser junk that keeps you numb, angry, distracted, or spiritually sleepwalking.

But you don’t have to start there.

Sometimes, the most honest form of repentance begins with admitting: “God, I’m not ready yet. I’m still mad. Still overwhelmed. Still self-centered. But I want to want You again.” That counts.

Repentance is not about drama. It’s not sackcloth and ashes and sobbing on command. Sometimes it looks like drinking your coffee in silence, sighing deeply, and whispering, “Okay, God. I’m still here. Let’s try again.”

That’s repentance too. Not flashy. Not Instagrammable. But faithful.

Jesus didn’t scold Peter for denying Him—He made him breakfast. Think about that. The dude denied even knowing Jesus three times in a row, and the resurrected Son of God’s response was to fry up some fish and say, “Let’s eat.” Not, “Let’s unpack your sin first.” Not, “Explain yourself.” But “Come sit. Let’s be together.”

So if you’re not ready to confess your deep wounds yet, if all you’ve got is an empty stomach and a short fuse, Jesus still shows up. Still cooks. Still waits.

Coffee first, repentance later. Relationship first, realignment later. Grace first, growth later.

Let me say something radical: If you treat God like a to-do list, He’ll feel like a taskmaster. But if you treat Him like a Person who actually likes you—even when you’re grumpy and unholy before breakfast—you’ll begin to see grace not as a requirement but as a relief.

Morning grace doesn’t demand performance. It invites presence.

You don’t have to recite the perfect prayer before He listens. You don’t have to slap on spiritual lipstick before He’ll look at you. You don’t have to clean the house of your heart before letting Him walk through the door. He is the cleaning crew. Let Him in.

Now, if you do have a peaceful, joyful, Scripture-filled morning routine—awesome. Gold star. But don’t confuse your ritual with your relationship. God doesn’t grade you on aesthetics. He grades on honesty. So whether you come to Him at a prayer desk with tea and candles or slouched on the toilet doom-scrolling—He’s listening.

Let’s also call out the lie that says: “You missed your morning devotional? You’re done for the day.” No. The only thing ruined is the illusion that you were ever earning this in the first place.

Your spiritual value doesn’t drop with your productivity level.

Maybe you need to hear this: Just because your day started rough doesn’t mean it’s unredeemable. God’s mercy is not a one-shot espresso. It’s a bottomless pot. Go back for refills. Go back again.

If you’ve ever been afraid to come back to God because it’s been “too long” since you prayed—let this be your reminder: He doesn’t measure time like you do. He measures return. The moment you turn back—even halfway, even lazily, even barely—it counts. All of heaven throws a party over that kind of movement.

So yes, by all means, drink your coffee first. Get functional. Breathe deeply. Let the caffeine wake your body while the Spirit wakes your soul. But don’t think for a second that your delay disqualifies you. You’re not late to grace. You’re right on time.

You might feel more like a zombie than a disciple right now. But resurrection starts with waking up.

The fact that you’re reading this means you’ve already begun.
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Prayer:

God, I’m tired. I’m grumpy. I’m not sure I’m ready to be holy today. But thank You that Your mercy already showed up before I did. Thank You that You love me before I brush my teeth, before I get my act together, before I even think about praying. Help me stop performing and start receiving. Help me rest in the truth that You’re here—coffee breath, eye crust, and all. I’m not perfect, but I’m present. And that’s enough for today. Amen.
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Thou Shalt Not Pretend to Have It All Together

Scripture: 2 Corinthians 12:9 (ESV) – “But he said to me, ‘My grace is sufficient for you, for my power is made perfect in weakness.’ Therefore I will boast all the more gladly of my weaknesses, so that the power of Christ may rest upon me.”
Raise your hand if you’ve ever said “I’m fine” when you were very much not fine. Raise your other hand if you’ve ever smiled through clenched teeth in church, pretended to love that small group where no one actually opens up, or felt like you had to slap on a spiritual Instagram filter so people wouldn’t see the mess underneath. Okay, now put both hands down and stop pretending, because this devotional isn’t church camp—it’s real life. And in real life, pretending to have it all together is the fastest way to spiritually suffocate.

Somewhere along the way, many of us inherited this idea that following Jesus meant projecting perfection. That if we were really faithful, we’d always be “good,” always be “joyful,” always have an answer, a smile, a plan, a perfect family photo with matching outfits and no existential dread. We treat vulnerability like it’s a bad spiritual cold—something contagious, shameful, and best kept to ourselves.

But 2 Corinthians 12:9 absolutely wrecks that illusion. Paul—a guy who literally got knocked off a horse by the risen Christ and still had chronic issues—says that God’s grace doesn’t show up in your strength. It shows up in your weakness. In other words, God isn’t waiting for your highlight reel. He’s working through your blooper reel.

This verse is God saying, “I’m not impressed with your self-sufficiency. I don’t need your curated image. I don’t need your spiritual performance. I want your cracks. Your bruises. Your honest confession that you’re not okay.”

Let that sink in: The power of Christ rests on you not when you’re slaying spiritual goals, but when you’re admitting you’ve got nothing but duct tape and a half-hearted prayer holding you together.

And yet, we keep playing this exhausting religious charade. We walk into church and pretend our marriage is perfect. Pretend our kids are angels. Pretend we don’t struggle with sin anymore—just “battle minor temptations,” like we’re on a reality show called The Real Housewives of Righteousness. We say things like “God is good” while silently panicking that we don’t believe it today. We offer prayer requests that are vague enough to protect our image but spiritual enough to sound acceptable.

Why? Because we think honesty disqualifies us.

But here’s the truth: pretending you have it all together doesn’t make you holy—it makes you lonely. The more we fake it, the more we isolate ourselves from the very grace we need. The more we act like we’ve mastered faith, the more we turn Christianity into a performance instead of a relationship.

Let me tell you what real strength looks like: saying, “I don’t know how to fix this.” Admitting, “I’m drowning today.” Confessing, “I need help. I need prayer. I need grace and also possibly snacks.” That’s spiritual courage. That’s where healing starts. Not behind the mask, but beneath it.

Jesus didn’t hang out with people who had it all together. He made Pharisees nervous and sinners feel safe. He touched lepers, spoke to outcasts, and invited broken people to dinner. He didn’t say, “Go fix yourself, then follow me.” He said, “Come as you are.” He didn’t recoil at people’s mess—He stepped right into it.

So if you’re barely holding it together today, good. You qualify.

If you’re hanging on by a spiritual thread made of sarcasm, caffeine, and last week’s sermon, you’re in excellent company. Paul would’ve welcomed you. Jesus already does.

You don’t have to fake spiritual victory to walk in it. You don’t have to pretend your weakness doesn’t exist for God to use it. In fact, your weakness is the raw material for His glory.

Let me tell you about one of the most freeing days of my faith journey: the day I stopped pretending. The day I stopped editing my prayers like God was a boss I was trying to impress. The day I sobbed, cussed, doubted, confessed, and still felt God’s love wrap around me like a weighted blanket
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