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Praise for
Mama's Got a Fake ID.


“Caryn Rivadeneira is a real mom. With refreshing honesty, she casts vision and shares a perspective that every mom needs. If you've ever felt like you've lost yourself in the midst of raising a family this book will help you find yourself again!”

—JILL SAVAGE, mother of five; founder and CEO of Hearts at Home




“Caryn writes with humble and heartfelt authenticity, understanding the mixed emotions of motherhood. She unfolds a new and deep perspective for what it means to understand our real identity in Christ and why this is imperative to our lives as we navigate our passions and the potential to imprint our communities with God's hand.”

—DR. LIZ SELZER, director of leadership development
and events for MOPS International and executive editor
of FullFill magazine




“Finally, a book to shatter stereotypes that shackle moms! Caryn honors motherhood while challenging moms not to lose their unique person-hood in this overwhelming stage of life. As a woman who has experienced this identity crisis myself, I'm grateful to Caryn for creating an insightful and much-needed book with the potential to empower moms to become all God designed them to be.”

—DR. SUE EDWARDS, assistant professor of Christian
education at Dallas Theological Seminary




“I've met many moms who passionately love their kids, yet struggle with feeling marginalized. Does being a good mom really require them to surrender the goals and gifts that make them all God created them to be? The good news is, it doesn't. With wit and wisdom, Caryn guides women who love being a mom through the process of rediscovering and reclaiming their full identity in Christ.”

—JANE JOHNSON STRUCK, executive editor of MomSense
magazine; former executive editor of Christian Parenting
Today




“While moms love their kids more than life itself, there is more to every mother than the title mom.’ God wants mothers to live their fullest lives, and Caryn reminds us that in the throes of motherhood we can still continue to find our true identities in God.”

—TRACEY BIANCHI, coordinator of women's ministries at
Christ Church of Oak Brook and speaker for MOPS
International and other organizations




“I've heard mothers say that sacrificing their identity is part and parcel of being a good mom. Caryn shows us that the exact opposite is true. With humor and delightful insight, Caryn reveals that Jesus is thrilled to help every mom discover her unique identity. This is not a selfish side project but an essential way to worship God.”

—JONALYN GRACE FINCHER, apologist and author of Ruby
Slippers: How the Soul of a Woman Brings Her Home




“Caryn has given us back those little pieces of ourselves we thought were gone for good. With a clear, biblical reminder that we are first and foremost the daughters of God, Caryn gently nudges us out from behind the false faces of maternal perfection and shows us how to reveal the women God created us to be, women of strength and vision and creativity and depth.”

—CARLA BARNHILL, author of The Myth of the Perfect Mother
and former editor of Christian Parenting Today




“Caryn speaks for a lot of moms by openly discussing the difficulties of reducing a woman's identity to one label and a single season of her life. This book will be a refreshing read for moms who share that struggle. This book gives startling evidence that we need to reclaim God's richly multidimensional calling on his daughters’ lives.”

—CAROLYN CUSTIS JAMES, author of The Gospel of Ruth




“With a fresh mix of humor and understanding, Caryn speaks to the women I've heard from through the years: the women who feel invisible beyond their roles as moms. Caryn gives moms who struggle with their ‘fake I.D.s’ a voice and a way to find their true selves.”

—GINGER KOLBABA, editor of Today's Christian Woman
magazine




“This is a great read: humorous, straightforward, deeply theological, encouraging, and challenging. It will change the way you see yourself, other moms, and God himself. Once you start reading, you'll be changed and you'll discover new ways you can change the world.”

—AMY SIMPSON, vice president of the Leadership Media
Group of Christianity Today International and author
of Diving Deep: Experiencing Jesus Through Spiritual
Disciplines




“This is a conversation long overdue. Are there outside pressures to fit in? Yes. Is there just as much pressure in the faith world to fit in or conform? Sure. Thank goodness for an honest dialogue that takes women deeper as we celebrate the roles in our lives while exploring who God made us to be.”

—T.SUZANNE ELLER, author of The Woman I Am
Becoming: Embracing the Chase for Identity, Faith,
and Destiny




“Caryn's fresh and practical perspective captured my attention—so much so that I let dinner burn as I tore through pages that reflected myself. This work is invaluable not just to mothers, but also to churches and families desiring to respect and appreciate moms for who we really are. I am grateful to Caryn for finally providing moms with such a soul-affirming resource.”

—JULIE CLAWSON, author of Everyday Justice




“This delightful book is written for women like me. We are like Cinderella's stepsisters, who tried on the glass slipper of mommyhood and discovered a less-than-perfect fit. With humor, grace, and candid self-disclosure, Caryn encourages moms to embrace their God-inspired identity—never ‘just a mom’ but a mom and _______.’ Find out how you might best fill in the blank.”

—EILEEN BUTTON, columnist for The Flint (Mich.) Journal




“Did the picket-fence, ‘I'm just a mom role lose its paint in the fifties, and you've been waiting for someone—anyone—to point that out? Wait no longer. Caryn Rivadeneira and a whole new generation of Christian moms are trading paintbrushes for backhoes. Rebellious and deeply affirming, Mama's Got a Fake ID. will help you explore the life-giving, Christ-empowering world after the picket fence comes down.”

—SALLY MORGENTHALER, author of The Emergent
Manifesto of Hope
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To Henrik, Greta, and Fredrik.
Mama loves you like absolute crazy.
[image: ]




Contents

Acknowledgments

Introduction: Hey, Wait! That's Not Me

1 Being a Mom Makes You Much More

Here's an ID. you can build on



Part 1: How Moms Keep Losing Their I.D.'s (and why we need them back!)

2 How Designer Women Got a Generic Label

“Mom” might be easy to remember, but one size does not fit all

3 Take Your Cues from God

Learn about yourself based on God's approach to revealing himself

4 Why God Cares About Who You Are

God, more than anyone else, wants to know you

5 How Moms Are Left Homeless in God's House

Of all people, Christians should know the truth about moms



Part 2: The Seven Secrets to Finding Your Real I.D.

6 Secret #1: Get Over the Guilt

It's time to reject the burden you don't deserve

7 Secret #2: Find Your Identity in Christ

It's the right answer, but sometimes it's misunderstood

8 Secret #3: Find Your True I.D

Discover who you are in God's eyes

9 Secret #4: Learn to Tell Others Who You Really Are

Here is a new vocabulary that introduces the real you

10 Secret #5: Reveal Yourself Like God Does

He has given you better ways to introduce yourself

11 Secret #6: Treasure Your Limitations

How to love the life you're living

12 Secret #7: Risk Vulnerability

We know you're not perfect. Might as well admit it



Part 3: Get Out There and Be a Blessing

13 How to Help Other Moms Get Real

It's one of the best things you can do for your friends



Appendix A: The Big Mom Group Survey

Appendix B: Recommended Resources

Notes



Acknowledgments

Like every aspiring author, I've been practicing these acknowledgments in my head since I was seven. Now that it's time to write them, of course, I'm drawing a complete blank. So let's just start with the man who, although he was a complete stranger, called me mama: thank you for lighting a fire in me to write Mama's Got a Fake ID.

And thanks to Amy Simpson for telling me: “You should write a book about that.” Thank you for your early encouragement and continued support. Which reminds me, thanks to Kevin Miller for all your kindness, help, and—along with Dave Goetz—for believing in the power and might of the at-home mom.

To all the members of my Big Mom Group: a Big Mom Thanks! While not all of you are quoted in these pages, each of you contributed to this book's shape in a big way. Thank you for your time, your stories, and your honesty. To all the other women who cheered me on—Sally Morgenthaler, Jonalyn Grace Fincher, Halee Gray Scott, Carla Barnhill, and Laura Polk (I know I'm forgetting a zillion more)—thank you heaps.

And Ron Lee, my editor: muchas gracias. Thank you for catching the vision, feeling my pain, and becoming a champion of not only this book but of all moms with fake I.D.'s. Thanks also to Pam Shoup and everyone else at WaterBrook Press who brought this book to life.

Thank you, Mom and Dad, for raising me to stay mindful of my gifts and with eyes open to God's possibilities. I love you both. And thanks to my in-laws—for all that baby-sitting and support. You are terrific.

As is my husband, Rafi: thank you, babe. I'm not the easiest wife in the world. Thanks for loving me anyway. I love you forever. And thank you, my best-ever kids, for your patience and love as I tried to milk every moment out of a day so I could do this “on the side.” Thanks, too, for all the books and stories and drawings and everything else you made for me along the way I thank God for you.

Which reminds me: thank you, God, for guiding this process and for throwing great people and great resources in my path. When people ask how I did this, I say (1) look at the disaster that is my house, and (2) look at the awesomeness that is my God.





[image: ]

Hey, Wait!
That's Not Me

Go ahead and blame it on Dave. I do.

Were it not for Dave, I would never have had my first identity crisis as a mother. Had he not called and offered me a freelance job, which developed into an enjoyable—and highly fulfilling—opportunity to stretch myself, none of this would've happened.

Until my first son was six months old, I didn't realize I was losing my identity. Six months earlier I had left a dream job as managing editor of Marriage Partnership magazine to stay home with my new baby. I loved being home as Henrik's mom—still do. I remember spending what must've been days blowing raspberries on his toes to make him giggle and snuggling with him on the sofa just so I could watch his little mouth curl up into smiles and his lip pout out as he slept. (I confess, him napping on my stomach was a great excuse to catch up on long-past episodes of Murder, She Wrote— my very random favorite television show.)

I made up silly songs—which I still sing to him (to his horror) and to his siblings (to their delight). We strolled with our dogs through the neighborhood while I pointed out houses with porches that I liked. And we made faces at houses with additions that went all wrong. Those were great times.

Then my friend Dave called and ruined everything. He had started a business, and he needed an editor who could help him out. He suggested I work a few hours a week from home. It sounded cool (and exciting), so we met at Starbucks to work out the details. For ninety minutes we brainstormed and strategized. My head spun out ideas and possibilities. I hadn't done this sort of thing in six months, at least.

I loved it.

Things were going great—when the crisis hit. At the end of our meeting I stood up, closed my notebook (a spiral; this was pre-laptop), and shook Dave's hand. I hadn't felt this energized since before my son was born. And it wasn't just the creative energy that I was enjoying. It was something different, something completely unexpected.

I realized it had been months since I'd felt this much like myself. I couldn't help feeling a little guilty as I questioned why a brainstorming session over coffee was suddenly so compelling. This was not the way a new mom was supposed to feel. At least that's what I'd been led to believe.

A Closer Look at Myself

As I drove home, I kept asking myself what had just happened. As much as I loved spending days kissing my baby's toes, singing crazy songs, and taking walks, those things never gave me this kind of charge. And then I had to ask—the same questions you may be asking: What kind of selfish person am I? Why doesn't motherhood give me this kind of rush? What does my excitement over a simple creative session say about who I am?

Since these questions aren't the sort of thing a new mom readily admits to, I did what any reasonable mother would do: I kept them to myself. Besides, when I scooped Henrik up after I returned home, he greeted me rapturously with one of his trademark “Silence of the Lambs” open-mouth kiss/bites on the end of my nose. Suddenly, all monster-mother worries evaporated. I loved being a mom!

My boiling-over crisis settled to a quiet simmer.

Over the next couple of years I was blessed with another snuggly, giggly wonderful baby (my Greta) as well as new, energizing projects with Dave's growing company I continued to wrestle with the question of who I was, considering that what I did for most of the day (raise my kids) didn't charge me in the same way my freelance editing and writing did. Added to my identity crisis was a growing feeling of loneliness. No matter how much time I spent with other moms, none of them knew I felt like a freak of nature. I was a mom with two precious babies, and still all day I couldn't wait to get in my few hours of editing at night. How can you admit such a thing? Especially when all the other moms seem to thrive on nothing else but being moms.

Then I got another phone call. This time I was invited to become managing editor of Christian Parenting Today magazine (again, working part-time from home). In that new job my identity crisis eased a bit because I got to read letters and e-mail from readers. The amazing thing was that everyone else was not doing just fine, no matter how content my friends appeared to be.

The moms who contacted Christian Parenting Today struggled with the same issues of identity, feeling like they'd lost themselves and their abilities and dreams in the midst of motherhood. These moms—many of them around my age, with some younger and some older—were convinced that no one knew who they really were and, worse, that no one cared. They felt that others assumed too much, labeling them with the sanctioned Christian-mom profile and not bothering to get to know who they really were. Feeling too guilty, embarrassed, and alone to talk about this with their friends, they'd write to the magazine, revealing their secret shame. I felt the same way they did but had the advantage of reading all the letters.

I realized then that I wasn't a freak of nature. Many of us are in the same boat: The Moms Who Long to Be Known for Who We Really Are.

After that breakthrough, things really came to a head.
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The winter before Henrik turned five, I was eight months pregnant with our third child. That might not sound like the ideal time to steal away for a weekend getaway, but my husband, Rafael, and I were invited to a retreat for “thoughtful” Christians. How could we resist a weekend in a rustic hotel on the snow-covered dunes of Lake Michigan?

We had a great time. It was relaxing and spiritually stimulating; we ate delicious food and enjoyed great company. It was all great except for one thing. An older man attending the retreat kept calling me mama. I can barely tolerate the maternity-ward nurse calling me mama—let alone a strange man! (And in case you're wondering: no, I did not let him touch my stomach.)

I can't fully describe how annoying this was, but as annoyed as I was with this man, I was actually more upset with myself for being so angry. While I oppose any language that stereotypes women or denies their full humanity, there was more going on here. After all, at eight months pregnant I was hugely, obviously a mama. So why couldn't I get over this?

Back in our room, I ranted about this man to Rafi. After he stopped laughing, he said, “You just hate being called a mom.”

“I do not! I love being a mom.”

“You love being amom,” he said. “But you hate being I.D.'d as one.”

Ouch.

Rafi was right—mostly. I hated being labeled, but I love being known as a mom. The full truth is that I hated being identified only as a mom. When being a mom looms so large that it obscures everything else God made me to be, other people are not seeing the real me. They choose to disregard the truth that I'm Caryn and instead assume that I'm “career mom” or “preschool mom” or “smiling-and-waiting-for-the-school-bus mom.” They seem to prefer a convenient label that supports their assumptions rather than going to the trouble of getting to know me. And as is the case with all stereotypes, that ain't me. It's a fake I.D.

Well, not entirely fake. In many ways I am a traditional at-home mom: I'm there when the kids wake up, take naps, eat lunch, watch cartoons, drink their chocolate milk. I carpool; I cook dinner; I play games on the floor; I bake like a champ. But those things don't give others the complete picture of who God made me to be. Same thing with any other mom. God gives important gifts to women that have nothing to do with conceiving, birthing (or adopting), and nurturing children. We have God-given talents, passions, and interests that a mom badge just doesn't bring to the fore. You need to dig below mom level to find this out. And when no one does, it gets lonely.

Sadly, the loneliest place for many moms is church. Ironic, isn't it? Especially since this is the place where we hope we'll be loved and accepted and encouraged to be the people God created us to be. But that's not the experience of most of the women I hear from. Listen to one woman's response to a blog titled “Why I Don't Do Women's Ministry”:


I never fit in with the women's groups…. It was always the same topics: kids, housework, crafts, and the other usual stuff. I would be sitting there wondering “Can't we talk about something else—like work issues and car repair….” In many churches they still try to push the June Cleaver prototype on women as the “biblical” model. And as a result, programs for women are “shallow, one-dimensional programs that miss important opportunities to minister to many women.”1



Then there's my own story, as a woman who loved (and still loves) her church but struggled to find that fit, who even among friends felt misplaced at church. My fish-out-of-water feelings as a mom weren't affirmed or really talked about. And then there are the stories of women I know and those I've interviewed—the kind that would surprise you because the women seem to have it all together. They are sharp, funny smart, engaging, articulate women. And that's not all: they seem to fit sowell into church life (at least to me they seem to). But these women, too, have struggled with the same thing: they don't fit the mold, and they're not sure where they fit in the body of Christ.

Taking Responsibility—Finally!

At this point you may be nodding and even giving me a silent Amen, sister! But plenty of women (and a whole lot of men) are thinking, Okay, blame your friend Dave and even the sexist “mama guy” at the retreat if you want. But the church? You've gone too far!

Before I say any more about how lonely a mom can feel while sitting in church, I do realize there must be a few moms who have never wrestled with their sense of identity. This is not an easy thing to explore, because we tend to start wondering if we're simply turning into whiny self-centered, disgruntled moms. With all the talk about identity, are we seeking to reveal our true selves or simply looking for sympathy? Wanting to be known for who we really are can seem so selfish, and what Christian woman wants that reputation?

None of us. But is it selfish to want to be known more fully? The creation account would lead us to believe otherwise. 2 I think something else is at work, and it is this: Christian women often earn an A-plus in self-condemnation while completely missing the class on honesty and transparency.

If you wish with all your heart that you could be known not just as a mom, but for all of who you are, let's find out who God made us to be. Let's learn how we can reintroduce ourselves to our families, our friends, our churches, and the world. Let's invite other people into our lives by telling them who we truly are.

Moms are a notoriously lonely lot, 3 and we are desperate to be known and loved for our entire selves. But because we are moms, we have limited time and opportunity to invest in becoming known, especially when we have to start by fighting our way out from behind assumption-packed labels. So while at-home mom, soccer mom, work-at-home mom, or working mom may be handy categories for the Bureau of the Census, market researchers, political strategists, and Bible-study planners, they hinder our ability to feel accepted, to be known, to belong, and to be used (in a good way) as the Body parts God intended! If we are to live and act as the women God created us to be, we need to chuck the labels and adopt new language that invites others to see us, know us, and turn to us as the women God made us to be.

It's Up to Us

There is a solution, and it gets back to those of us who are struggling with our identity. (I came face-to-face with this hard-truth solution in the midst of some serious self-pity, just so you know. Why can't God ever just allow us to wallow? Does he always have to interrupt us with wisdom and truth?) Okay, so now the solution: as easy as it is to blame “the church,” we moms are the church! At least as much as anyone else. If the church is doing something wrong, then we are too (yes, I am blaming us now!). And if we want the church to change, it starts with us. It's up to us to change ourselves and the church. And we can.

I lost a lot of time blaming and hurting and hiding who I was and how I felt. That is, until I first wrote about the lost-identity issue for a blog I edit for Christianity Today International called Gifted for Leadership. I told about the stranger at the retreat who kept calling me mama. At the end, I opened up about what we moms can do about our crises. The response floored me—the positive comments as well as the not-so-nice ones! But the readers who wrote in and told their stories helped clarify what we need to do to help each other. It all starts with being open and telling people who we are.

God created us to bear his image in all of life, not just in one area. I know that masses of women realize this, because they posted heartfelt comments on the blog, some that break your heart and others that make you want to cheer. (You'll hear from some of these women in later chapters, and you'll realize you are far from alone in your struggles.)

For many of us, the Bible teaching we've received and the church culture we operate in have shouted that we're mothers while just barely whispering that we are creations of God, crucial to the welfare of the church and of the world. Too often, those of us who wish others could see us as more than moms keep quiet about it, out of typical mom guilt and church-induced shame. As one woman posted on the blog: “Until we in the church can allow women to be honest about their identity crises without judging them as needing counseling’ this problem will persist.”4

So let's do something about this. We need to move this out from the shadows—the devil's true playground—and give it some light. Only then will we become known not for our mom roles but as complete women. We can set aside the broad categories and introduce ourselves to one another—and to the world—as the wonderful, talented, gifted women God created us to be. Only then can we live—and do—as God intended.

What's in Store

Well then, if you're a woman who loves being a mom but longs to be known, valued, and seen as a complete person, let's blow the lid off our secrets and change the world, starting with the church. By the end of this book, letting others know that you're a woman who is really worth knowing will be second nature. We'll toss our fake I.D.'s in the trash (let's recycle them, actually) and use new language to work up some legit credentials for the market researchers and those who organize women's events.

Since that weekend retreat, where I was nothing but mama to at least one stranger, I've spent a lot of time praying about, thinking about, talking about, reading about, and writing about this issue. I've learned life-changing lessons, which I'll share as honestly, practically, and thoughtfully as I can. And I've learned that I am far from alone in my questions and longings.

In the time we spend together, we'll go through the reasons why our identities matter to God, and why they should matter to others and to ourselves. We'll look at the cultural and church issues surrounding the identity crisis that moms face, as well as dig deep into the typical Christian response to all this.

By the end of this book, you'll have worked through your guilt, identified or reaffirmed your gifts (and better understood how they're to be used), and you'll have the confidence to flash your new I.D. to show others just who God created you to be. More importantly, you'll understand that your desire to be known has eternal significance. God can use your desire to be known and loved as a catalyst to inspire change in your church and community—and to make the church a place where all women are valued and embraced, encouraged and known.

At the end of each chapter, I've included questions for reflection and discussion. If you're using this book with friends, a reading group, a moms’ group, book club, or any other group, even better! You can discuss the questions and take this journey together. If you're reading this book by yourself, join the discussion online on my blog at www.caryn rivadeneira.com. Through this, along with the stories from other moms, I hope you'll realize that this is a struggle most moms face. We're in it together, and it won't be a secret much longer.
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Being a Mom Makes
You Much More

Here's an I.D. you can build on

Motherhood changes you. How's that for a bait and switch? But as much as I may be loathe to admit it when trying to stake out a fitting identity for myself and all us moms, having children shapes us in ways nothing else ever could. If the exhaustion, sickness, bulging belly, and peeing-while-sneezing of pregnancy or the anxiety-ridden, pressure-filled, stomach-tightening process of adoption doesn't key you in to this, simply driving for the first time with your child in the car will prove it. As soon as you become a mom, you're a changed woman.

My friend Carla Barnhill, who wrote one of the best books on motherhood ever, The Myth of the Perfect Mother, told me that when she became a mom, suddenly everyone else on the road became a maniac driver, fully devoted to ramming into her car. Of course, when she told me this, I was years away from having a child of my own, so I thought she was a complete psycho.

New Mom or Psycho?

I continued to think Carla was a psycho right up until the night my husband and I drove our precious new son, Henrik, home from the hospital. I did fine all the way through two towns before we got to ours. What a wuss, that Carla! I thought. Then I had my husband stop at the friendly neighborhood grocery/drug store so he could run in and pick up some things to make my stitched-together nether regions feel better. And that's when I realized that I, too, was now a thoroughgoing psycho.

As soon as Rafi disappeared from view, I noticed he hadn't locked the driver-side door. And the keys were in the ignition. As I waited in the backseat with my new baby, panic struck. The people leaving the store, who just the week before would've looked like harmless, fun-loving teenagers, pleasant old men, kindly old ladies, key-jiggling dads, and parking-lot-scanning moms had morphed into gangs of carjackers casting a covetous look at a black SUV with a new mom and baby inside.

I felt completely helpless as I contemplated my predicament. I was trapped in the backseat by child-safety locks and the aforementioned stitches that prevented the sort of acrobatics needed to launch myself into the front seat. I wanted more than anything to swing my legs up and over and slide behind the wheel. Instead, I sat where I was with sweat pouring down my back. Even if I could have gotten behind the steering wheel, the strong post-delivery painkillers I had taken probably wouldn't have enhanced the driving abilities needed to flee that danger den. There was no way I could get my child to safety without agonizing pain, bloodletting, and probable jail time.

You should have heard me praying in the backseat. Desperate prayers of one big psycho mom were rushing up to God, pleading for protection against wanton teenage carjackers and suspicious-looking blue-haired ladies. I hadn't prayed that hard for anything since, well, two days earlier when I prayed, “Please, please, please Jesus, let this baby come out!”

God answered both of my prayers, of course. But I admit I'm still a bit psycho, and I figure as long as I have kids to care for and love, I'll be forever changed. I'm good with that, because these changes aren't for naught. Plus, the changes we undergo when we have children haveeverything to do with our identities. These changes shape us into the women God wants us to be.

Motherhood changes us in ways most of us never saw coming. (I could tell the story of me dunking my hand into a FULL toilet to recover a toy my daughter accidentally dropped during potty training, but I'll spare you.) Sure, being a mom is just one part of who we are. And being labeled as “Mom” and nothing else takes a woman created in God's image and reduces her to a role. But before we head into the reasons why we got mislabeled and some of the problems it causes, let's take a moment to celebrate some of the ways motherhood enhances who we are, makes us more fascinating (yes, more!), and fills out our identities in wonderful ways we couldn't have imagined.

Morphed by Motherhood

When I asked my “Big Mom Group” (the circle of women who shared stories for this book; the name is based on the group's size, not the women's!) how they'd been shaped and enriched by motherhood, they offered some terrific examples. What amazed me more
















































Getting to the Point
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