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To God who sustains me,
my husband who inspires me,
my children who define me,
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Introduction

HELLO, FELLOW MOTHER. Welcome to your safe place, a place where prayer is a weapon and coffee is a necessity. Welcome to the land of dirty diapers, sticky doorknobs, and oh-so-scrumptious snuggles. Welcome to motherhood.

If you’re anything like me, your life as a mom is twofold. One side is overflowing with this deep, intense love for your children that becomes a part of your soul. The kind of love that shocks you with its presence, a love you never knew existed before motherhood. That love you feel for your children is so fulfilling and meaningful that it brings profound joy, but it also brings another intense emotion right alongside it—stress, lots and lots of stress.

My life as a mom is amazing, but it’s also demanding and really, really hard. It comes with things like diaper blowouts, emergency room visits, potty training, bedtime battles, and a whole lot of tears—from both parties. Before I became I parent, I was a carefree, calm, and somewhat easygoing person. I used to sleep in, stay up late, and use the bathroom all by myself. Eight years into motherhood later, and the sleep deprivation has officially set in. Now I’m a worrying control freak with a coffee addiction.

As a mother of three wonderful children, I know what it’s like to be completely in love with motherhood while simultaneously feeling overwhelmed, exhausted, and one tantrum away from a complete nervous breakdown. Motherhood is about both those sides—the crazy, stressful part and the profound, soul-changing part—and they both work together to complete the mommy equation.

“How was your day today?” my husband will often ask me when he gets home. “Chaotic,” I say and smile as I remember the crazy moments that took place that day, moments that can only be described as chaos. Oh, you know the ones. Moments when you break up fights over a blue cup (yes, a cup), moments when you walk into the bathroom and step in someone’s pee, moments only mothers could truly understand.

I don’t know about you, but peace is not as evident in my home as it once was. Quiet time is now a distant memory. “Me time” has been condensed to a twenty-minute bubble bath, and date night has to be penciled in. Peace is something that I miss greatly. Oh, how I long for it. I crave peace like a hot vanilla latte, a warm donut, and a bright sunny day.

Did I mention I love coffee? Did I tell you about our intense bond? We’re best buds now that I’m a mom. Oh coffee, how I love you. You just get me. You don’t pee on the floor, argue with me about bedtime, or tell me how gross you thought dinner was. You just understand me, my dearest morning friend, and for that I thank you.

Before I became a mom, coffee was not truly appreciated in my home like it is now—and neither was sleep. Don’t get me wrong, my life is a fairy tale, but it’s the kind of fairy tale that’s full of sleep deprivation and utter chaos. I’ve been married to my Prince Charming and best friend for thirteen years. He’s a wonderful, witty, and inspiring man who drives me crazy—in a good way, mostly. We have three children and four pets in our home—or “the zoo” as my husband affectionately calls it. Life is great, but it’s also full of insanity. It’s full of ups and downs that only parents can understand. Did I mention the chaos?

Real fairy tales are different than movies lead us to believe. Real fairy tales include real people, real mistakes, and real love stories. My love story is real, but it’s also full of, well, reality. I wouldn’t change one thing about our life together—it’s a dream come true—but I do feel someone needs to warn Cinderella that when she marries Prince Charming, there will still be chores to do, meals to prep, and a castle to maintain. Just saying . . .

Motherhood is a big part of my fairy tale. It’s amazing . . . but it’s also messy. All day, I change diapers, make snacks, clean messes I didn’t make, and spend way too much time convincing tiny humans to do things they don’t want to do. Children are wonderful and so very smart, but they really hate doing simple tasks that most adults don’t mind doing. Things like sharing toys, putting on pants, and going to sleep are not popular commands in my home. I don’t get it. I love going to sleep, don’t you?

When you become a mom, your life changes rapidly. Tantrums, homework battles, snotty noses, and vomit all become part of your new normal. If anyone doubts that motherhood is hard, ask them if they’ve ever been thrown up on. Ask them if they’ve ever been kicked in the jaw during their REM cycle by a surprisingly strong toddler. Trust me. Nothing prepares you for the hard parts of motherhood. Nothing. I literally survive on grace. I live on coffee and prayer.

Don’t get me wrong, I love my kids with a deep and fierce kind of love. I adore their sweet faces, their loud giggles, and their hilarious daily remarks. I can’t wait to see what kind of people they’ll become one day. I feel so blessed to have a front row seat to their lives. I absolutely love being their mom, but sometimes I feel like I’m drowning without a life raft.

I’ve had to find practical ways to survive this hectic life of mine. Obviously, my coffee obsession helps me on days I’m running on empty, but it doesn’t fill my tank. Sorry, my cherished mocha friend. The only thing that sustains me, rescues me, and fills my tank is my Savior. God is the only one who can do the impossible. He is our great rescuer, the provider of peace, and the ultimate life raft.

My crazy days would swallow me whole without God. The lists would pile up, the chores would overtake me, and the laundry would probably bury me alive. Why is there always so much laundry? God is the only way to find stable, much-needed peace. He is the only way to find joy in the stressful moments. God is the answer . . . to everything. Motherhood is meant to be enjoyed, and with God’s help, you can truly have a peace like nothing else.

I hope this book will inspire you to pursue God constantly. I pray it will show you how to find peace in the chaos, beauty in the messes, and light in the darkness. Sit down, pull up a comfy chair (brush off the cheerios first), make a cup of coffee (or three), and get ready to be understood, encouraged, and inspired to pursue God more and stress less. I may not be an expert on parenting, but I’m in the trenches right there beside you. I’m rooting for you, dear mother.

God’s peace is the only way to survive this journey we’re on together. Welcome to God’s grace, mercy, love, comfort, and unending peace. Welcome to motherhood.

 


Chapter One
Say Goodbye to Miss Perfect

“There’s no way to be a perfect mother and a million ways to be a good one.”

—Jill Churchill

HER HAIR IS CAREFULLY pulled back in a neat, never messy bun. It’s freshly curled, and not a hair is out of place. She makes you feel frumpy. She has the perfect car, the perfect marriage, and the perfect designer diaper bag. Her walk-in pantry is full of organic snacks, organized drawers, and a tidy little gift-wrapping station. She never raises her voice to her children, always has dinner ready on time, and never misses an opportunity to teach her children respect and kindness. She is the perfect mom.

This woman has inevitably become my nemesis. I will just never measure up to her, no matter how hard I try. I will never be as organized, patient, or prepared as she is. She makes me feel like a constant failure. Every time I make a mistake as a mom, she is the voice in my head shaming me. I will never live up to her. This perfect mother I speak of is just too far out of reach. Do you know why I don’t stand a chance at competing? Because she doesn’t exist! Her existence is only an illusion that I’ve created in my mind.

All mothers do this. We’ve somehow all invented this perfect yet fictional woman in our minds. We create a standard for ourselves based on what we believe a good mother should be like. We imagine this perfect mother must really exist somewhere in a suburban neighborhood, hidden behind a freshly painted white picket fence and a home-baked apple pie, but she doesn’t.

That perfect mother lives only in your mind, not in the real world. She’s a figment of your imagination, constantly reminding you of your mistakes and inadequacies, but she’s only there because you let her stay. You’ve convinced yourself that you’re supposed to be and do all these things that have nothing to do with realistic parenting.

She makes us doubt everything about ourselves. We feel like frumpy failures in yoga pants, and it’s all her fault. We exhaust ourselves trying to measure up to a fictitious version of what we think a good mother is. We tell ourselves that our eventual goal as mothers is to one day be like this imaginary queen of parenting, but she’s not real, and it’s time we stop chasing after her. It’s time we set a realistic goal.

When did we decide that perfect is a normal expectation? Does it really make sense for this to be our goal for motherhood? If she doesn’t exist, then why on earth do we compare ourselves to her? Stop allowing her to perkily sit in your minds and judge you. Tell her to climb off of that sparkly pedestal of hers. Don’t listen to her tell you you’re not good enough. You are good enough, dear one.

When my first child was born, I was twenty-five years old with no prior experience with children. Because of my lack of knowledge, I set unachievable expectations for myself. I told myself that to be a good mom, I should always be in a good mood, never be late, and magically be in tune with my baby’s needs at all times. Why are you laughing?

As you could probably guess, real motherhood hit me like a ton of bricks. The lack of sleep, constant needs to be met, and hectic schedules turned me into a grumpy mess. The constant judgment I felt for every little decision drove me to a place of severe frustration. I was constantly feeling like a failure in some area or another. I remember thinking I was good at the love part of parenting, but the rest was going to be tough for me. Thank God for grace.

Every night when my husband came home from work, he’d look at me with adoration. He didn’t notice the disheveled house around him or the frizzy state of my hair. Instead, he saw the smiling baby in my arms. For some reason, he didn’t seem to notice the negative things. “You’re amazing,” he’d say as I’d wipe spit-up off my shirt and carefully place our son down for a nap. I often wonder if that’s how God sees us.

We’re trying so hard to keep up with our demands that we fail to see ourselves in the proper light. We feel so worn out and behind on our tasks that we fail to see what God sees. God calls us to be mothers who seek Him, not perfection.

When I was a new mom, I thought I had to be this always kind, never tired, always smiling mother. If I failed to keep the house clean, the fridge stocked, and the baby happy, I told myself I was not doing my job correctly. Cut to eight years and two more kids later, and I feel sorry for that mom I once was. She was a crazy person to think that motherhood was meant to be all tidy, well-mannered, and full of constant happiness. Mothers are human and therefore full of flaws, and that’s why we need God.

That image is far from my current reality of parenting. I love being a mom, and I’m very happy with my role, but I’d be lying if I said I always liked everything about it. Motherhood is constant. You’re constantly needed, you’re constantly behind on something, and you’re always tired, always. I was insane to think that motherhood would fit into my shiny little box of expectations.

We’re so careful not to tell a new mom how she should be doing things. We comfort her and assure her that if she just “rests when baby rests,” everything else will fall into place. We tell her not to compare herself to other moms. We plead for her to listen to her baby and her body. We lovingly remind her to give herself grace as she figures things out. Yet we constantly torture ourselves as mothers. We are so hard on ourselves, aren’t we? We should be just as gentle and kind to ourselves as we are to a brand-new mother.

An attitude of comparison can only lead to disappointment. Expectations, if too harsh, aren’t helpful and can actually be damaging to our self-esteem. If you expect to never make a mistake, then you can rest assured you’ll be in a constant state of disappointment—and disillusion. God can help us do anything, even when it comes to motherhood, but only Jesus lived a perfect, sinless life. We’re not meant to earn our way through this life. We’re meant to lean on God’s strength through everything.

I’ll never be a perfect parent to my children because I was never meant to be. The sooner I quit trying so hard to reach an impossible goal, the sooner I’ll have a shot at getting my sanity back. If we set impossible standards for ourselves, we cause ourselves immense frustration every day, something we definitely don’t need more of.

Even that mom you see at the playground, in your neighborhood, or on your social media feed that appears to have it all together has flaws. I guarantee it. Yes, even her. She may not advertise them, but she has plenty of flaws. We’re all trying to do the best we can. If we ask God to fill in our gaps with His divine guidance, then and only then do we have a shot at being a good mom.

Good mothers are not strictly found behind designer diaper bags, organic produce, and homemade crafts. Good moms are found all around us. They’re found nestled in their children’s car-shaped beds trying to cuddle away a bad dream, sitting in waiting rooms trying to hold it together, and on their knees praying for their children’s souls. They’re found in regular homes, in regular moms like you and me.

Bad moms don’t wonder if they’re doing a good job. If you care, you’re a good mom. If you’re trying, if you’re hoping to give your kids a great life—you are a good mom. Take a good look at that reflection, mama. That’s a good, caring, loving mother staring back at you. Stop chasing perfection and just be you. Breathe, and rest in God’s grace. We don’t have to live up to an impossible set of standards, that’s the beauty of the Gospel.

As you tuck in your kids tonight, look around you, my friend. I bet you’ll see kids who are happy, loved, and content. As you say goodnight, remember the good moments of
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