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To my awesome pastor, Brent —

mentor, friend, and full-time inspiration.

Thank you for believing in me.

You have taught me that faith lights the path,

but joy makes it glitter.

PREFACE

This memoir isn’t about having it all together. If you’re here for perfection—congratulations—you’re lost. (Let’s be real: I’m still trying to find my other sock.) But if you’re up for a bit of sparkly chaos and a few laughs along the way, pull up a chair and stay awhile. I’m not claiming to have all the answers; mostly, I’ve got glitter and an odd sense of humor. Still, I believe that laughter dances like sunlight across the wounds of the soul.

The year I turned fifty, I found myself in what felt like a spiritual boot camp—learning humility, patience, and how to hug strangers without being creepy. My life was flipped upside down, sideways, and occasionally inside out. But through the chaos, pain, and awkward moments of growth that filled that year—and the decade after—I discovered a strange, messy kind of freedom. And hey, at least I got a front-row seat to the Divine’s comedy.

INTRODUCTION

Kintsugi: The Art of Gluing Life Back Together

—with Gold

Once upon a time, a perfectly good piece of pottery went splat on the floor. Total disaster. Most people would have sighed, swept it up, and moved on—maybe hiding the evidence behind the world’s weirdest mug collection.

But someone, somewhere, looked at those shards and said, “Wait... what if we make this beautiful?”

And that’s how kintsugi was born—the ancient Japanese art of mending broken pottery with gold. Yes, actual gold. Instead of pretending the cracks never happened, kintsugi fills them with shimmering lacquer mixed with powdered gold, silver, or platinum. The result? A masterpiece that’s more stunning because it was broken. Kintsugi says, “Your cracks? They’re fabulous. Let’s make them shine.” 

No shame, no hiding—just full-on sparkle. Every fracture becomes a golden lightning bolt of personality.

Flaws? Designer.

Damage? Deluxe.

That chip on the rim? A story waiting to be told.

It’s the art of turning “oops” into “ooh!”

Honestly, it’s kind of what God does with us. He doesn’t toss out our broken pieces. He gathers them up—gently, lovingly—and fills the cracks with His grace. Suddenly, the places where we thought we were ruined become the places where His light gleams the brightest.

Kintsugi (and maybe life) reminds us:

	There’s a weird and wild beauty in brokenness.

	A mended heart sparkles more than one that’s never cracked.

	Fragility isn’t failure—it’s just proof you’ve lived a little.

	Scars can be sacred and super stylish.

	Sometimes you must be cracked open to let the gold in. 

	Life’s messy moments? Raw materials for God’s next masterpiece.


So, the next time you feel a little chipped, cracked, or completely in pieces, don’t panic—the Master Artist isn’t sweeping you into the trash. He’s reaching for the gold dust.

May we all become like once-shattered bowls—restored, radiant, and just a little extra sparkly.

Because life isn’t about staying unbroken. It’s about putting glitter in the cracks—and becoming art.

Part 1: Age 50, Florida 
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1. The Wilderness Experience: Street Edition
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I DIG THROUGH MY MINIMALIST backpack like Moses searching for Wi-Fi in the wilderness, making sure I’ve got all the essentials for my upcoming “Wilderness Experience: Street Edition.”

Food — Check. (A granola bar that’s probably old enough to vote, and a small bag of unsalted peanuts that taste like regret.)

Water — Check. (Half a bottle—dramatically rebranded as “Living Water.”)

Passport and ID — Check.

Phone, pen, paper, Bible — Check.

Emergency cash — Check. (Stuffed into an inside pocket like it’s the crown jewels.)

Then I do that obsessive one-more-time check, confirming my emergency fund, exactly $47.21, is still safely zipped away. That’s it. My entire net worth—conveniently portable.

Later today, I’m off to the Promised Land, otherwise known as Orlando. The land of theme parks, $8 bottled water, and—if God is merciful—a Waffle House. Not exactly flowing with milk and honey, but I’ll settle for waffles, hash browns, and two eggs sunny side up.

Tonight’s “hotel”? A Greyhound bus seat—assuming I can sleep while being tossed around like a sock in a washing machine. Tomorrow night? TBD.

So here I am, staring down my own spiritual bankruptcy. Without God, I’m basically toast without butter. Eggs Benedict without hollandaise. A peanut butter sandwich without jelly.

It’s time to unplug—to cancel all subscriptions to “normal life” and go full hermit mode: no Wi-Fi, no social life, no safety nets, no “Hey, can you help me out?” texts. Just me, a stale granola bar, a smelly hoodie, and a calling that makes Moses’ forty years look like a weekend retreat.

Everything I cling to for meaning is being stripped away. And I know that if I try to run from this, I’ll pull a Jonah. No whale, but still just as lost.

The Eternal Author, in His mysterious “I-promise-this-is-good-for-you” wisdom, is calling me to live away from mainstream society—to a minimalist lifestyle of solitude, simplicity, and prayer.

Basically, it’s a spiritual detox with extra solitude and a side of humility. A divine Airbnb in the wilderness. Raw. Real. Definitely not sponsored by Hallmark.

He’s calling me to stand with the world’s most honest people—the hungry, the homeless, the hurting, the hopeless. The folks who don’t bother pretending everything’s fine. My kind of crowd.

Through their pain, I’ll rediscover my strength. Through my awkward vulnerability, I’ll find His love again. I hope.

So here I am—stripped of everything that made me feel “put together.” My soul is on clearance: “All feelings must go!”

Next up: stepping into the emptiness. The raw, cold, “where-did-the-warm-fuzzies-go?” emptiness.

It’s like waiting for a text from someone who’s ghosted you... except that “someone” is God.

There’s this deep, mysterious ache, and I’m terrified to check what’s down there. It could be emotional baggage; it could be my middle-school poetry. Either way, not pretty.

But I’ve got to go there.

Flashlight in hand. Socks on. Tiptoeing awkwardly into the basement of my own soul.

Not heroically—just nervously committed.

Because God promised to meet me there.

And if He’s bringing snacks, I’m absolutely in.
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2. Glitter, Giggles, and Grace
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THERE I WAS, PERFORMING emergency dental maintenance in the sketchy-but-functional bathroom of the Atlanta Greyhound station on my way to Orlando, when I realized I had an audience. A tiny girl with strawberry-blonde curls was watching me like I was the headliner at the zoo. She giggled—either because toothpaste foam is inherently funny, or because I looked ridiculous. Either way, my heart grew three sizes.

When I emerged, minty-fresh and victorious, I spotted my tiny critic and her family camping near the station door. My gate had all the seating capacity of a rock concert—aka none—so when the pint-sized cherub waved me over like I was being summoned to the royal court of Toddlerville, I obeyed. She squealed with delight. I felt like a celebrity.

In a grand flourish, I tore a page out of my very professional butterfly notebook (because obviously, I travel in style) and handed it to her for doodling. Soon, we were locked in a high-stakes guessing game where the rules were unclear, the answers were made up, and her giggles could have powered a small city. Her main strategy? Giggling and using toddler logic to outwit me. Spoiler: it worked.

Eventually, I asked, “So, where are you headed?”

With a grin and eyes sparkling with juice-box energy, she replied, “Nowhere. We’re just waiting for a friend.”

And just like that, I realized I’d spent the last half hour inside an unexpected fairy tale—hosted by a preschool Picasso at a bus station.

“Where’s your friend coming from?” I asked, making small talk.

The little girl—wide-eyed and most likely moonbeam-powered—turned to her mother and whispered, loud enough for the whole zip code to hear, “Where’s our friend from?”

Friend? Her mom looked puzzled. Caught off guard and clearly wishing for an invisibility cloak, she blurted, “Mississippi!”—as if geography explained everything.

But before she could toss out a distraction (balloon? cookie?) to the girl, the little truth-bomb declared matter-of-factly, “We live here. I don’t have a house.”

Dramatic pause.

My breath caught—not in pity, but in recognition.

“Neither do I,” I heard myself say. My voice didn’t shake or whisper; it just was. The way truth always is when you finally stop hiding it.

Her mother went perfectly still, like a statue hoping to blend into the scenery.

The little one giggled, like we’d just unlocked a secret passage to Narnia, and without hesitation, reached for my hand. Her fingers were tiny and warm—like holding the first light of morning. For a moment, we just existed. Two beings without houses, yet somehow completely at home.

Was she some kind of undercover angel? Not the harp-playing, wing-flapping type. No, the real kind—the ones who open your heart with a single, unexpected moment.

All I know is this: because of that pint-sized philosopher in glitter sneakers, something shifted. For the first time, I had said it out loud: “I’m homeless.”

And you
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