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​INTRODUCTION
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​I Love Jesus, But I’m Still a Mess

I love Jesus. I really do. I also love carbs, sarcasm, and saying “bless your heart” when I definitely don’t mean it. I love late-night theological arguments with people who stopped listening three points ago. I love Bible study groups that spend more time talking about weird dreams, casserole recipes, and Aunt Marlene’s hip replacement than the actual Scripture, but somehow Jesus still shows up, in all His holy patience and redemptive grace. I love the Gospels—especially the parts where the disciples bungle basic instructions, misinterpret metaphors, and fall asleep during prayer meetings—because it reminds me that even the handpicked ones were a glorious train wreck. I love that Jesus didn’t pick scholars, spiritual influencers, or the first-century equivalent of TED Talk preachers. He picked fishermen with anger issues, a tax collector with no friends, and a zealot who probably made conspiracy TikToks before they were cool. I love that He hung out with the wrong people, frustrated the right people, flipped tables when needed, and wept at tombs even when He knew resurrection was coming. That’s my kind of Savior—equal parts holy mystery and gritty reality, full of grace and truth, without the Instagram filter.

But here’s the honest part: I still get it wrong. Constantly. I yell at drivers like they’re demons sent to test my sanctification. I try to read my Bible in the morning, but sometimes I end up doom-scrolling weather disasters, political meltdowns, and ridiculous chicken recipes I’ll never make. I love praying, except when I forget or get distracted or fall asleep halfway through thanking God for lunch. I’ve started “Bible in a Year” plans more times than I’ve actually finished Leviticus. I’ve shown up to church bitter, broken, and wearing socks that didn’t match, and I’ve skipped church entirely because my emotional tank was emptier than my gas one. I’ve doubted my faith, fought with God, and wondered if I was even doing this whole Jesus thing right—or if I was just putting on a spiritual show for my own ego. And maybe you’ve been there too. If you’re tired of pretending to be holier than you are, exhausted from trying to earn what’s already been given, or feeling like you’re the only Christian who still messes up on a Wednesday morning before coffee, welcome. You’re my people. You’re Jesus’s people. And this book is for you.

This isn’t a theology textbook written in dead language by someone who hasn’t cried in a Target parking lot lately. It’s not a memoir of my perfect life—spoiler: it’s wildly imperfect. It’s not a collection of motivational slogans with Jesus bumper-stickered on top. This is a guide for the goofy, a love letter to the spiritually disheveled, a flashlight in the fog of self-doubt, and a gentle (sometimes sarcastic) reminder that you can be fully loved and still a bit of a disaster. You can take God seriously without taking yourself too seriously. You can love Scripture without being a spiritual snob. You can be sanctified-ish and still saved, sanctified-ish and still serving, sanctified-ish and still so deeply wanted by the Savior who knew all your mess in advance and still said, “Yep. That one’s mine.”

Because let’s be honest—Christian culture can sometimes make us feel like we have to be these polished Pinterest-board people who always say “blessed” and never doubt, never fail, never yell at our kids during Sunday morning shoe hunts. Somewhere along the way, a lot of us learned a weird version of faith where spiritual maturity was measured by how nice your prayer voice sounded or how little sin you admitted to out loud. It’s like we forgot that the Bible is full of hot mess humans who loved God and still blew it spectacularly—people who lied, ran, hid, doubted, denied, and yet somehow still ended up being used by God in ridiculously powerful ways. Moses was a stuttering murderer with impulse control issues. Jonah was a prophet who literally ran from God and then got mad when his enemies repented. David committed sins that would get him canceled on every platform, yet he’s still called a man after God’s heart. Peter straight-up denied Jesus three times and still got handed the keys to the kingdom. Paul went from religious terrorist to gospel machine. And if they weren’t disqualified, neither are you. Neither am I. Neither are any of us who still screw up but keep coming back to the cross because we know it’s the only place where shame doesn’t get the final say.

So if you’ve ever felt like a second-rate believer because you don’t wake up at 4 a.m. to pray in Hebrew while journaling your dreams and fasting from TikTok, good news: Jesus isn’t grading your spiritual life on a curve. He’s not impressed by curated faith. He’s moved by honest hearts. He never asked for polish. He asked for proximity. He never required perfection. He invited participation. You don’t have to be a spiritual Olympian to be in the family. You just have to say yes. Even if it’s a nervous, awkward, sarcastic yes whispered through tears. Even if you say it while wearing pajama pants with coffee stains and last night’s mascara still clinging to your face like the residue of a very real, very holy meltdown.

This book is here to remind you that sanctification—the process of being made holy—isn’t a straight line, a checklist, or a perfect Instagram reel. It’s a messy, nonlinear journey that looks a lot like trying, failing, laughing, crying, repenting, repeating, and remembering that God is faithful even when you’re flaky. It’s spiritual growth with snack breaks. It’s Bible study where someone forgets their Bible. It’s prayers whispered in frustration, forgiveness offered after grudges, grace shown in moments when you’d rather cuss someone out than bless them. It’s following Jesus with a limp and a laugh and the deep, stubborn belief that His love is more reliable than your consistency.

I wrote this book because I needed it. I needed a faith resource that didn’t guilt-trip me, bore me, or make me feel like I had to fake it to belong. I needed a reminder that my spiritual immaturity doesn’t cancel out God’s affection. That my inconsistencies don’t undo the cross. That joy and holiness can live in the same sentence. That it’s okay to laugh, cry, question, and stumble—as long as I keep moving toward Jesus. And I figured maybe you needed that too. Maybe you’re somewhere between hopeful and hanging on. Maybe you’re the kind of person who believes in God but also Googles “how to pray without sounding weird.” Maybe you love your church family but still feel like the oddball in the pew. Maybe you’re burnt out from performance-based faith and need to remember that grace is still scandalously free. Or maybe you just need to laugh until something dislodges in your soul that religion tried to suppress. If that’s you, friend, I’m right here with you. Sanctified-ish, stumbling forward, trying to figure it out with as much honesty and humor as I can muster.

Each chapter in this book is a little confession, a little comedy, and a lot of gospel. We’ll talk about why God seems to specialize in using people who wouldn’t get hired by a church committee. We’ll laugh at weird church culture—potlucks, tambourines, and passive-aggressive prayer requests. We’ll explore why your messy living room is holy ground, why Jesus probably laughed more than we think, and why rest is not a luxury but a commandment. We’ll wrestle with the hard parts too—when life sucker punches you and faith feels like a joke, when your prayers hit the ceiling, when you feel like the worst Christian ever and want to crawl into a blanket burrito of shame. And through all of it, we’ll cling to the truth that Jesus didn’t come for your curated Sunday morning version. He came for your 3 a.m. panic attack self. Your coffee-chugging, grace-needing, barely-holding-it-together self. And He’s not backing away.

We’ll end with hope. Not the fluffy kind that ignores pain but the deep kind that grows in it. The kind that knows heaven is real, joy is a spiritual weapon, and laughter is not a sign of irreverence but of resurrection. We’ll talk about what it means to share Jesus without sounding like a bad infomercial, how the Holy Spirit is not your “vibe” but a real person, and how eternity might involve laughter, dancing, and the redeemed version of whatever your awkward joy looks like.

This is not a book for the perfectly polished, deeply theological, or easily offended. This is a book for the sarcastic saints, the clumsy Christians, the oversharers, the cry-laughers, and the ones who’ve read Romans 8:1 on repeat just to believe it’s true: “There is therefore now no condemnation for those who are in Christ Jesus.” If you’ve ever felt too weird, too tired, too honest, too behind, too late, too broken, or just too human to be used by God—you are exactly the kind of person He loves to use.

So grab a snack. Pour some coffee. Find your favorite hoodie or blanket or pet or whatever you need to get spiritually cozy. And let’s laugh, learn, and stumble forward together—toward grace, toward truth, toward Jesus. You don’t have to have it all together. You just have to show up. Welcome to Sanctified-ish. Let’s go.
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​CHAPTER 1
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​The Disciples Were a Hot Mess, So You’re in Good Company

Let’s go ahead and clear something up right now: if you think the early disciples were polished, pious professionals with spotless robes and theological PhDs, you’ve been drinking the church Kool-Aid and someone spiked it with revisionist history. The truth is—brace yourself—they were a total circus. A loveable, spiritually inconsistent, emotionally unstable, wildly overconfident, sometimes underqualified group of chaos goblins who got chosen by the Son of God to spread the most important message in human history... and immediately proceeded to misunderstand Him, argue with each other, fall asleep at critical moments, and abandon Him at the worst possible time. In short, they were the spiritual equivalent of your group text thread: passionate, well-meaning, constantly distracted, often off-topic, and somehow still the foundation of something beautiful. And I don’t know about you, but that gives me hope. Because if Jesus built the church with that bunch, then maybe—just maybe—there’s still a place for people like us who can’t remember what day it is, who have to look up verses mid-conversation, who lose our tempers at Applebee’s, who sin before breakfast and repent before lunch, and who love Jesus deeply but often live like we forgot we were His.

Let’s start with Peter. Good ol’ foot-in-mouth Peter. If spiritual impulsiveness was an Olympic event, Peter would be taking gold while shouting something wildly inappropriate mid-sermon. He was the guy who spoke first and thought later, if at all. He walked on water for like three seconds, panicked mid-faith, and started sinking like a rock—which is ironic, because Jesus still called him “the rock.” He tried to rebuke Jesus (never advisable), swore he’d never deny Him (he did, three times), and then cut a guy’s ear off trying to defend Him with a sword in the garden, proving he had both bad aim and worse timing. And yet—and yet—this is the same Peter Jesus restores with tenderness after the resurrection, the same Peter who preaches at Pentecost, the same Peter who leads the early church, mess and all. So if you’ve ever had a mouth that ran faster than your Spirit-filled brain, congratulations—you’re in excellent company.

Then we’ve got James and John, the so-called “Sons of Thunder,” which is the ancient Hebrew way of saying “these dudes were extra.” These guys weren’t just enthusiastic, they were competitive, ambitious, and totally missing the point half the time. They asked Jesus if they could call down fire from heaven on a Samaritan village like it was a casual weather request. They lobbied for the top seats in heaven like it was a VIP section at a club, and even dragged their mom into it, because nothing says mature discipleship like helicopter parenting in the afterlife. Jesus didn’t roll His eyes (that we know of), but He definitely redirected their priorities more than once. He didn’t ditch them for their ego trips—He shaped them through them. And that’s good news for the rest of us who sometimes confuse God’s mission with our personal ambition, who want greatness without the cost of service, and who occasionally fantasize about calling down fire on people who cut us off in traffic.

Matthew? A tax collector. Basically a legalized thief with a side hustle in betrayal. He was the guy everyone in town hated, the guy who’d sold his soul to Rome, the one nobody invited to potluck unless they wanted their tithe skimmed. But Jesus saw something in Matthew no one else did, and He didn’t demand a character resume before inviting him in. One moment, Matthew’s collecting taxes; the next, he’s following Jesus. That’s the thing about Jesus—He doesn’t recruit like HR. He calls people in the middle of their mess, not after they’ve cleaned it up. If you’re waiting to get your act together before answering His call, you might be waiting forever. Just ask Matthew.

And don’t get me started on Thomas, the poster child for doubt. We give him grief—“Doubting Thomas”—like he was the only one unsure, but the truth is the whole crew ran and hid. Thomas just happened to voice what they were all feeling. “Unless I see the wounds...” he says, needing proof. And Jesus doesn’t blast him for it. He shows up. He lets Thomas touch the scars. That’s grace. That’s patience. That’s a Savior who doesn’t shame your doubt—He enters it, answers it, and then gently challenges you to believe anyway. If you’ve ever wrestled with questions, felt the ache of unanswered prayers, or wanted to believe but couldn’t fake it—Thomas is your guy, and Jesus is still the answer.

Even Judas—yes, that Judas—was trusted enough to hold the money bag. Let that sink in. Jesus knew exactly who he was and still gave him responsibility, still loved him, still broke bread with him. Judas wasn’t just some cartoon villain with glowing red eyes and a dollar sign tattoo. He was a disciple. He was with Jesus. And he still betrayed Him. That should shake us a little—not to live in fear, but to recognize that proximity to Jesus is not the same as intimacy with Him. It’s not enough to be around faith. You have to engage with it. But even in Judas’s story, we see the heartbreak of free will and the haunting reminder that God doesn’t force anyone to stay. That’s how real love works.
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