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To Daddy, who taught me the life-changing lesson that there’s strength in owning your mess.















FOREWORD



A memory popped up on my social media recently of Mary Katherine and me in the bathroom stall of a nice restaurant, wrapped up like mummies in cheap toilet paper, contorting our facial muscles into our best attempt at model expressions until my cheeks literally hurt, and taking selfies. There is a story behind that mess, but more on that later…


First, let’s start with this: I love a good mess. Messes are unpretentious. They’re relatable. They’re full of life. They’re a great reminder of our humanity.


Somewhere between the time I started creating videos on social media, and my small hobby exploding into something bigger than I ever expected, I was advised that my creative outlet was now an actual career (as if I’m a grown-up or something) and for legal/business/boring purposes, I needed to create an s-corporation. I spent some time researching names of other similar corporations, and I noticed a trend emerge. Many of these corporations were named after a single, meaningful word that represented superiority. So I decided to use a single, meaningful word as well: Flawed. The name of my s-corp would serve as a reminder that I am never to waste my time chasing perfection and that being flawed doesn’t make me inadequate. Our flaws simply make us human.


I often say that I’m thankful social media didn’t exist back when I was at my rock bottom, struggling as a newly divorced, depressed, and seriously broke mom. So much of social media just leaves people feeling “less than.” And though this trend has been changing recently (humans are finally willing to be more human in their posts), Mary Katherine was one of the first people I noticed on social media who exuded authenticity.


Boy, was that refreshing. Seeing authenticity on social media feels like a tall glass of homemade lemonade on a scorching hot day. Or peeing alone in private when you’re a mother of young kids. Or your teenager saying, “Mom, you’re doing an excellent job parenting. How can I help around the house today?” and wanting nothing in return! But I digress…


I didn’t know MK personally, but I had seen a few of her posts on Facebook. I think maybe we met once briefly at a conference, but most of my brain cells, including the ones linked to memory, have been destroyed by motherhood, so I might be making that up.


A few years after I first saw MK on my timeline, she was in Los Angeles for an appearance on the Ellen DeGeneres show. After seeing one of MK’s videos, Ellen herself fell in love with MK’s authenticity, storytelling, and her infectious laugh.


It’s kind of hard not to.


Since I live in the outskirts of LA, Mary Katherine and I decided to meet up for dinner. It felt like having a meal with an old friend, the kind of friend I had known for years, shared awkward memories and had probably gotten into some trouble with. Before our toilet paper selfies, we first dined like somewhat-classy people. We bonded over our love of carbs, our completely different and yet somehow relatable childhoods, our spiritual beliefs, and our passion for helping humans be kinder to themselves. We talked about the small stuff and the really, really hard stuff, laughing and crying (occasionally simultaneously) over the unbelievable highs and heartbreaking lows life had thrown our way.


And that’s when I realized something.


MK and KK are a mess!


A big. Huge. Mess.


And so are you, the person reading this.


You’re a mess.


Some messes are of our own making because we are flawed (yet wonderful) humans. Often, we make those messes much messier by piling on a whole bunch of unnecessary stress because we refuse to give ourselves an ounce of grace.


And then there are the messes that are completely out of our control. The ones that are thrown in our faces unexpectedly and stop our whole world. Sometimes for a moment. Sometimes for years.


As you’ll find out reading this book, Mary Katherine has walked through some terrifying messes. And I’m sure you have as well.


The way I see it, there are three ways that us humans deal with the mess.


One: Pretend there is no mess. Denial. Go through the motions. Live without fully being alive. Not allowing yourself to really feel the hard stuff.


I tried that, and nah, not for me.


Two: Exhaust yourself trying to clean up the mess and make it all perfect, even if it means sacrificing everything that matters (including your sanity) in the process.


Tried that too, and nah, not for me.


Three: Throw yourself in the mess. Dig into the most uncomfortable corners of your existence. Address the stuffiest of stuffs, cry it out, scream it out, and ask for help. And sometimes (read: often) you’ll find some life-changing lessons and even some beauty in that mess.


I tried that, and yup, that’s for me. And those kinds of people are my kind of people.


Mary Katherine is my people.


This is exactly what Holy Hot Mess is about.


MK’s vulnerability, her unique perspective, and her beautiful way with words will help you feel seen, and help your own mess feel a little bit more manageable. In a world that constantly pushes you toward chasing perfection (unattainable), MK will encourage you to embrace the mess (trust me, definitely attainable!).


And, the best part? You’ll feel like you’re having a meal with an old friend who understands, who won’t judge you, who’s been there and who can hold your hand through it. Maybe even finish the evening in a bathroom stall, taking selfies. Just don’t hurt your face.


—Kristina Kuzmič, author of Hold On, But Don’t Hold Still















INTRODUCTION



For I am confident of this very thing, that He who began a good work in you will perfect it until the day of Christ Jesus.


—Philippians 1:6 NASB 1995


It’s two o’clock in the morning, and a pot of coffee is brewing. If I were a doctor or heading to the gym, maybe this would make more sense. But I am not a doctor, and I hate working out. I’m a slightly fluffy, exhausted mother of two who looks forward to bed all day.


I. Love. Sleep.


Yet, sleep is no longer an option this morning. I’m awake with an itch in my heart that’s impossible to ignore. Whether it’s something stirring in my soul or simply an anxiety attack, it’s hard to say. Whatever it is, I’m gonna chase it.


So, I pour myself a cup of coffee and step out onto my porch. Crickets are chirping and automatic sprinklers are dancing, but the rest of the world is still. The air is so quiet that for the first time this week, I can actually hear my own thoughts.


Turns out, it isn’t anxiety that has pulled me out of the bed. It’s something else entirely. It’s revelation. I’ve spent months wrestling over this manuscript, struggling to get it just right. And after all that struggle, I’m awake this morning with an invariable sense of clarity.


I know what I’m trying to say!


Never mind this book is due in a month or that I’m stuck halfway through the manuscript. Here I am in the pitch dark, with a mind full of words, and that deadline no longer scares me. I have a full pot of coffee and an arrow in my heart pointing the way I should go. Anxiety has relinquished the steering wheel.


Finally, I’m back in control.


I crack my knuckles and open a Word doc. The cursor blinks, full of potential. The words are coming to me fast. I stretch my fingers over the keyboard, and then… there’s a creak at the door.


“Mommy?” a tiny voice beckons me. “Mommy, I need you—quick! My toot fell out on my pillow!”


Skkkkkrrrrrt.


There’s something you need to know: In our family, fart is the f-word. This isn’t a rule my husband and I created. It was instituted by the kids’ grandparents. Bless them, they are sensitive that way. So, to replace the horribly offensive f-word, we adopted a fart replacement: toot. That being said, if a toot fell out on my daughter’s pillow, we have a very serious problem.


I close my laptop and follow her down the hall.


What was it I wanted to write about?
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I know you. I really feel like I do. You’re juggling all the things: the kids, the house, the dreams of what life could be, the realities of the bank account. You know there’s got to be more out there and that you’re not just here by some random universal chemical spill. But it’s hard to imagine what kind of intention could possibly be out there, given the messy way life rolls out. In many ways, you are living the dream. But you’re surprised it doesn’t feel weightier. Some days, those things you chased for so long feel hollow in your hands.


You thought you’d have it more together by now. That you’d be more adulty. That you would plan your meals and follow the stock market. That your steps would feel more steady. You figured by now that surely you would make your bed in the mornings. But no, that’s not your life.


Instead, you make big plans and they change. You envision a brighter tomorrow, and then you wake up with a nasty case of pinkeye. You download a meditation and prayer app in an attempt to build your spirituality. But you turn it on, lie down in bed, and it makes you fall asleep.


Oops.


That’s how I can know you, and you me. We’re in this mess together. It’s like we blinked, and all of a sudden became the adult in the room. And I don’t know about you, but I have a serious case of imposter syndrome…


I swear it was just yesterday that I was a baby-faced college kid dating a shaggy-haired soccer player named Ian. He was pre-med and I was pre-dropout, but we believed we had everything in common. (Love is a helluva drug, y’all.)


Fifteen years later, we share the same last name and a whole lot of other things, too. A boatload of student debt, two beautiful children, and a home that is chock-full of creatures. We have a son named Ben, a daughter named Holland, and two terribly behaved dogs. Oh, and a scraggeldy cat that we found in the Waffle House parking lot, whom my son aptly named Waffles. Ian finished his training, and I am an author now. But if you were to ask me how any of this happened, I would tell you: I don’t have a clue.


My plan was to be a rock star or an astronaut, maybe get a few elementary schools named after me, then marry Prince William and retire as a princess. But God made Kate Middleton, so here I am, editing a manuscript on a sticky kitchen table while the kids yell: “Mommmmm—I’m huuuuungry!”


Children are the ultimate Needers of Things. I’m perpetually answering their calls. In the last ten minutes, I have wiped two bottoms, cleaned up a spill, and logged into a first-grade Zoom class. And now they want me to feed them… again.


What do these kids think I am, a grown-up?


There’s no way I am one of those. Grown-ups know all of the things. About marriage, finances, and parenting. Grown-ups know how to replace a flat tire and cook a decent turkey for Thanksgiving. As a child, I believed grown-ups had all of the answers but here I am at thirty-six, and the strangest thing keeps happening: I keep collecting more questions. About friendship, and faith, and finances. About marriage and my purpose in this world.


I don’t have all the answers. I don’t know anyone who does! It feels like we are just out in this world, looking for a thread that ties all of this randomness together. Some proof of intention that points to a higher purpose and gives meaning to our chaos and mess.


Are you with me? Good. Let’s go on a journey. Let’s chase down that thread, together. Let’s stare down the messy places in our lives, until something divine shines through. I believe there’s a voice in each of our lives that is struggling to gain our attention. It is loudest in moments when life stands still, when we are forced to reckon with silence. We aren’t really sure that we want to hear it, so we busy ourselves with life. But the whisper remains, and it tugs at our hearts. I hear it, and I believe you do, too.


Its message echoes in the rafters of our minds, whispering, “There’s something more.”
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It was a little while back, at some kitschy beach shop, my daughter Holland (yes, she of the fallen toot) fell in love with a necklace. Actually, it was more of a statement piece. It had a hand-sized plastic tusk that “belonged” to a saber-toothed tiger. “Saber-toothed tiger necklace charm” would not do this thing justice. It’s a veritable paleolithic medallion, assuming saber-tooths are from that dinosaur era. Yesterday, she pulled that tooth off her necklace and tucked it into her braid.


“I’m a caveman!” she yelled, before jumping off the couch and stripping down to her panties. And she was, y’all. Completely freaking feral. She kept this character for the rest of the day, grunting as I tucked her in to bed. And then sometime around three a.m., that tooth fell out of her braid. And this, folks, is what has driven her out of bed during what is supposed to be my writer’s nirvana, looking for Mommy’s assistance.


“My toot!” she says, pointing to the tusk. “Can you put it back in my hair?”


Part of me is frustrated. There will be no writing this morning. But I’m also relieved. At least it wasn’t the turd I was expecting.


“Sure, honey,” I reply, releasing a chest-deep sigh. “Then go back to sleep. Please?”


You probably know as well as I do that that’s not going to happen.


Isn’t this just how life is sometimes? It’s like you are on a trapeze. One moment, you’re swinging into work, ascending as fast as you can. Momentum is building, you reach the pinnacle, and—gasp—you’re suspended in air and time. The world shifts clearly into view. Then something (a phone call, a missing toot, a nasty comment, whatever life throws your way) pulls you in the opposite direction. Falling backward, the view is blurry again. You’re stuck between two worlds, again. Is it possible to fully exist in either one?


The sun is rising over Florida now, and my daughter will not go back to sleep. I won’t get any writing done today. Turns out, that steering wheel I thought I could grasp before dawn was just an illusion. The truth is, I’m not in control of this ride. Perhaps I never have been. The trapeze of life has pulled me away from my job. So, instead of meeting an important deadline, I will be doing the work of a mother: curled up on the couch, reading Pete the Cat, snuggling my brown-eyed girl.


I could never regret such a precious moment, but I do have some questions for God. Like… Hey, God. If You do have a plan for my life, could you make it a little bit easier? And if You want me to go in a different direction, could I at least have some sort of sign? Will my hands ever grip the steering wheel? Will I ever have any control? I’m cool with You driving—You’re God, after all. But honestly… where are we going?


This isn’t a book that answers those questions. If that’s what you’re looking for, sorry. The deal is, I’m still flying on this trapeze. What this book is about is truth telling. It’s about the truth that God’s shaping of us doesn’t stop once we become “grown-ups.” It’s about the truth that church (as we seem to define it) doesn’t have all the answers. It’s about the truth that people are going to let us down and we them, and yet we still need people. And that none of these truths have to keep us twisted up, thinking that out there, somewhere, is a place where mess doesn’t happen. It’s about learning to live fully in the duality that exists in both the mountaintops of clarity and the marshes of the mess.


You see, mess doesn’t cancel out the marvelous. And the Creator of the marvelous chooses not to cancel out the mess. These pages are filled with as many questions as answers, but the thing is, that’s real life. We aren’t born with a road map, and even if we were, who the heck uses road maps anymore? What we really want when we get a little lost is to say “Hey, Siri! Show me the way.” And a little omniscient voice would respond with step-by-step directions: This is the job that you’re supposed to work. That’s the person you’re supposed to marry. This is how many children you’ll have. This is the way you should vote.


But that’s not how any of this works. God doesn’t live in our phones. We don’t get to ping Him and receive audible answers (though that would be freaking amazing). No, we are all down here together on earth, figuring things out as we go. Living and learning by making mistakes. Flying by the seat of our pants.


Sometimes the lessons we learn are hilarious. Sometimes they hurt like hell. I can attest; I’ve experienced both. But let me tell you, there is beauty in the chaos. Looking back on life’s messiest moments, I now see the fingerprints of God.


Life is like a puzzle spread out on a table, and we don’t get to see the picture from the box. Heck, most of us are just wondering if there even is a picture. We feel stress and confusion over our scattered pieces. But that’s normal. It’s the nature of who we are.


We are active construction sites, all mess and mud. We are artworks in progress, with paint on the floor. We don’t have a clue where this thing is going. But listen to me: God does.


There is a picture on your puzzle box. Not only that, but He’s the one who painted it. And those life moments that make you cringe, or cry, or laugh uncomfortably? They are part of that picture, too.


In this book, I share some of my life’s messiest moments. And how looking back, I now recognize a holy undercurrent beneath the chaos. What I hope for your life is that as you read, you begin to sort through your own messes and an overall picture will begin to emerge. A powerful connection to something greater, one you haven’t even realized was there. A story that has all the elements of a great book: the highs and the lows, and the unexpected. Suspense, heartbreak, and joy. A common thread that ties it all together. One puzzle piece connecting to another.


Proof that God is still at work in the thick of our biggest messes.















CHAPTER 1



CHECK UNDER THE CAR SEAT


Have no fear of perfection—you’ll never reach it.


—Salvador Dalí


I’ve always considered myself a truth teller. Pretty much. Generally speaking. Usually.


There was that one time as a kid when I stole a pair of socks from the store at my weekly gymnastics lesson. You see, my family was poor, and my socks looked like cotton Swiss cheese. Which wasn’t great, because all I wanted in the whole wide world was to catch the eye of a twelve-year-old boy in my Wednesday night tumbling class. He had blue eyes and swoopy blond hair, and y’all, he could do a back handspring! Not only that, but his adult teeth had all come in perfectly straight, and he went to a middle school across town, which was so very exotic in the eyes of a small-town fifth grade girl.


As if all of that wasn’t too much for my eleven-year-old heart to bear, get this: His name was Swift. Freaking Swift. That kid was bred to be a heartthrob. His parents knew what they were doing. It was like they had a conference in the delivery room and said, “What other James Dean–esque name could possibly befit a sexy-maverick-artist-gymnast? With great hair?” And Swift became the obvious winner.


Clearly, I had to win his love, but that wasn’t going to be possible with my ratty, hand-me-down, too-big socks.


One day, at the beginning of class, I asked my coach for a sip of water. On the way to the fountain, I slipped into the leotard store and found the most brilliant pair of white socks that you ever did see. I couldn’t afford them, but I had to have them.


And so, well… I stole them.


I shoved those socks down the front of my leotard and beelined for the girls’ locker room. Then, safely hidden inside the walls of a beige bathroom stall, I ripped the tags off of those puppies and pulled them over my feet.


They were so crisp. So thick. So very hole-free. I wiggled my toes with pleasure and grinned. Then I flushed every bit of evidence down the locker room commode.


You can probably imagine what happened next. It wasn’t my best moment, I have to admit. I scrambled out of the bathroom stall as the toilet belched unholy liquids all over the floor behind me. I’d hoped to scurry away unnoticed, but the next class of preteen girls were already at their lockers, changing clothes. They were screeching and pointing in my general direction. They completely ruined my getaway. I was cold freaking busted. My perfect heist resulted in a soggy pile of shame.


Next thing I knew, adults were circled around me, looking down their noses at my thieving, lying face. They were wagging their fingers and muttering words like horrible and ungrateful and disappointing. Their voices blended together like a hot smoothie of shame, dumped over the top of my head. I wanted to disappear, but I couldn’t. The shaming was relentless. With all of my peers watching in horror, Coach called Roto-Rooter and asked for my momma’s number.


My mother. Oh God, she’s gonna kill me!


The plumber fished my sad little socks from the septic catacombs beneath our gym as I sat in the lobby, awaiting my death. The gym owner was furious. She insisted the evidence be placed inside a Ziploc bag. Exhibit A in my prosecution.


When Momma finally arrived, I was publicly convicted. And to amplify my horror, Swift sat there the entire time, crisscross applesauce, watching the whole fiasco. His eyes wide in horror. Swoopy bangs and all.


Walking the Green Mile to my mom’s minivan, the air was so thick you could spread it over toast. I fixed my eyes on the floorboard as I buckled my seat belt. Momma turned the ignition and our favorite song, “Love Shack,” came blaring through the radio. The two of us had a tradition of rolling the windows down and screaming out every lyric together. But in that moment, she smashed the Off button so hard and fast that I was afraid it would be stuck that way forever.


“We will talk about this when we get home,” she said. She added a heavy sigh in case I wasn’t already convinced how sad she was to have birthed me.


Anyways, back to truth telling.


I’ve tried to make it my thing ever since. In my experience, lies only snowball (or clog up toilets), whereas the truth just handles things with brutal efficiency. The bottom line is, whatever you purchase with a lie will come back with a tab of compounding interest. Take it from me: A single lie derailed my Olympic gymnastics dreams, ended my star-crossed love with Swift, and cost my mother three hundred dollars… all in a matter of an hour. I had tried not to pay for that fresh new pair of socks, but the plumbing repair could have bought numerous packs.


Later that evening I sat in bed, eyes swollen with tears. Momma walked into my room and quietly sat beside me. Then, she pulled me deep into a much-needed hug. She didn’t force me to relive my shame. She didn’t ask me if my lie was worth it. We both knew that it wasn’t. Instead, Momma saw through my disastrous exterior and straight into the heart of a child. I only wanted to feel seen and loved. By hugging me close, in my most vulnerable moment, she let me know that I already was.


I was in fifth grade when I learned that the truth can be an uncomfortable friend. Life is hard, and sometimes owning our imperfect reality can feel like a stab in the heart. But at least when truth hurts, the injury is clean and quick. On the flip side, lies are made of jagged edges. The wounds they cause are messy and not so easily healed.
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Now, I don’t know if you’ve ever watched a makeup tutorial on YouTube, but holy smokes those things are amazing. In a matter of minutes, even the plainest face can be masterfully transformed into, well, literally anything else. I am dead serious, y’all! I have seen a fourteen-year-old girl go from Jeremy Renner to Kylie Jenner using some modern voodoo magic that kids these days call contouring.


Contouring is the most smoke-and-mirrors makeup trick ever. It literally uses tints and shadows to redirect light on your face. Your nose can look smaller, your forehead shorter, or whatever else your body-morphing heart desires, all without injections or scalpels involved. Kudos to the drag queen scientist who created this incredible magic. They’ve got every one of us plainlings walking around looking like Calvin Klein models.


And… I ain’t mad about it.


But.


I have to point out that this deceiving concept isn’t exactly novel. People are shifty creatures, like I’ve told you, and we’ve been testing our truth-bending skills since that whole apple-in-the-Garden episode that left women with the curse of painful childbirth and ridiculous-looking leaf clothes.


What I’m getting at here is that human beings are a lying bunch of tricksters, and we start honing these skills from the moment we are in Pampers. Don’t believe me? I present to you my children, who by the ripe age of four had already learned that there are special types of lies to use in different situations.


For instance:


Have you ever seen a chocolate-faced kid look directly into the eyes of their mother and outright deny that they snuck a bite of cake? That’s a bald-faced lie.


Have you ever seen a one-year-old hide behind a curtain, clearly trying to poop their pants, and when you ask them what they are doing, they simply refuse to answer? That’s a lie of omission.


Has a child ever come running up to you, confessing that the cat is soaking wet but neglecting to mention the fact that they dumped their apple juice all over the poor creature? That’s a “half-truth” lie.


(Note: Yes, my kids did every one of these things. Raising truth tellers is an exhausting affair, y’all. I’m working uphill against sin nature.)


Now, I’m going to give your parents the benefit of the doubt and assume you were raised to know better than stealing socks, pouring juice on the family cat, or flirting with your neighbor’s husband. That is some entry-level morality stuff, and even the hottest messes among us know better.


But there’s an entirely new type of lie that was born in our generation, and I think it’s important that we talk about how to fight it. This lie puts a new spin on some old classics, but with a little more YouTube makeup flair.


The newest trick that Satan has unleashed upon this world is what I’m going to call the Lie of Curation. This lie is an Insta-worthy, truth-contouring mastermind. You feed your messy life into those filters—and boop!—out pops a picture-perfect, postable version.


If you’ve ever tried scrolling through Instagram, you know what I’m talking about. The Lie of Curation is a highly edited, filtered, and fancified version of the truth. And the danger of the Lie of Curation is that it doesn’t immediately dole out a painful consequence.


When you flush a sock down the toilet, a consequence gurgles right up, but the Lie of Curation just continues to survive—as long as you are willing to nurture it.


And whoa, are folks willing to nurture it. A 2018 Nielsen study revealed that American adults spend eleven hours a day immersed in various media and scrolling through curated newsfeeds.


Eleven. Hours.


Do I even need to unpack what this is doing for our emotional, mental, and spiritual health?


How is a soul supposed to flourish when we spend the majority of our waking hours immersed in a world where everything messy is edited out and everything pretty is enhanced? It’s an odd phenomenon, this social media thing. Because at the root of it all, we are just showing up, putting the most beautiful versions of ourselves on display, and hoping to find real community and love. What’s happening is quite the opposite.


When we hide our messy, authentic selves from people, we are never truly seen. Instead, we invest so much time in this bizarre world that we buy into the lie that it is real.


So often within the Lie of Curation, there are things presented as “raw” or “real” or “transparent” or “messy.” But even those things are carefully crafted for the sake of being “relatable.” Can we acknowledge how bizarre this is? That folks are pouring so much energy into appearing messy and relatable rather than embracing the mess that exists in their lives and, I dunno, actually being relatable?


The truth is, we’re all guilty of participating in this Lie of Curation that prevents authentic community from taking place. We’ve tethered ourselves to a phantom post, as if there’s joy to be found there. And then we act baffled as to why we feel like half-deflated balloons fluttering in the wind.
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Last week I called my friend Melissa to see if she had time for a lunch date. It had been a while since we caught up, and I was missing my friend. A little bit about Melissa: She is a brilliant doctor and a loving mother. She works out every day, her kids love vegetables, and her car smells like it was bought yesterday. Honestly, it’s just a bit intimidating, but she loves me well, so I tolerate her amazingness as much as I can. Turned out, Melissa was available for lunch, and so was her husband, Eliot. I planned to third-wheel-it to our favorite local seafood joint to catch up and have some adult time. They pulled up in my driveway and honked the horn, and I hopped in the car, feeling very much like a high school freshman catching a ride to school.


“Hey, y’all!” I said, buckling myself in between two car seats. Our children are the same age, but you would never know it because her car doesn’t look like a dumpster on wheels, which is something I thought was normal, until that moment in the back seat of her car.


I looked to the left. No animal cracker crumbs. I looked to the right. No crushed, discarded juice boxes. And then I couldn’t help myself. I lifted a car seat up ever so slightly…


“Aha!” I exclaimed, pleased as punch with my crumby discovery.


“MK, what on earth are you doing?” Melissa asked.


“I was checking under your car seat for crumbs.”


“Umm, okay… but we will be at lunch in like five seconds.”


“I just had to know if your car seat had crumbs under it!”


“First of all, you are so freaking weird. Second, of course my car seat has crumbs under it. Doesn’t everybody’s?”


Well, yes. I was hoping so. Because there is something deeply connective about the fact that we are all just a little bit messy. There is some form of solidarity and comfort when you look at somebody else’s imperfect life and see a little bit of your own reflected back to you.


Do you know why Melissa is so precious to me? Because she lets me see the crumbs in her life, and she doesn’t explain them away. Even though she’s got it way more together on a number of fronts than I do, there is no façade of perfection with Melissa. There are areas where she’s ahead of the game, and she’s got crumbs under the car seats. Duality, y’all. It’s a beautiful thing. There’s hope for all of us in that.


I think the reason that truth telling is so dang important (besides the fact that nobody likes a liar) is this: When we share our messy, honest selves with one another, that’s when we find our deepest communities. When we talk about our struggles, mess, and failures, we connect with others who have walked those same roads.


There is no depth to the relationships we forge in the Lies of Curation. There is no security in communities we form while acting like we are somebody other than the beautiful disasters that God created us to be.


When life gets messy (and believe me, it will) our ability to keep pretending will be stretched. And stretched. Eventually, it will snap. The mask will have to come off, the filters will fall away, and what’s left will be a hot mess human in a room full of strangers, feeling awkwardly naked and unknown.


If you want to be loved well, then you have to allow yourself to be known well. And the only way that can happen is if we step out boldly as truth tellers, acknowledge that we all have crumbs under our car seats, and start an honest conversation with the people we love about what it means to be human—holy hot mess and all.


But hear me out for a second, okay? Baby steps will get you started on this. I’ve got girlfriends who would never dream of going to the grocery store without a full face of makeup and a well-styled outfit. I don’t begrudge them their immaculate grooming. Honestly, I’m amazed.


But can I tell you how honored I am when one of those friends shows up for coffee, fresh-faced with a hasty ponytail? It lets me know that I’m trusted. That I’m a person who is allowed in their mess. And maybe that’s a place that anyone can start: getting bolder about the Clean Face Club. Or, maybe it’s inviting some friends over for dinner and not making yourself crazy trying to turn your whole house into an HGTV premiere. Leave the shoes littered on the staircase. Let the Legos on the floor be. People who love you don’t care about those things. Anyone else can kick rocks.


And here’s a question I’ve been wrestling with myself: Whose standard of perfection am I trying to live up to, anyway? Nobody can clear that bar. Mess is an equal opportunity definer. We all have crumbs under our proverbial car seats. Maybe mine are all over the chair and scattered on the floormats. Maybe you have a microscopic speck of Goldfish cracker hidden beneath the buckle. Who cares? The bottom line is this, my friends: As long as we are living, there’s going to be mess. We might as well get honest about it.


Now, am I suggesting that you just pop it all open everywhere? Air out your dirtiest laundry, in front of God, the neighbors, and everybody? Um, that would be a no. Truth telling is also about wisdom. Everybody’s got that gossipy cousin who loves to spill the tea. I’m not suggesting you share your deepest and darkest with the neighborhood Gossip Girl. What I am saying is that you should take some real vulnerability out for a spin, wisely, and see what happens. Bring store-bought cookies to the PTA meeting, when everyone else baked all morning. Don’t apologize or bat an eye. Wear those flip-flops on a hot summer day; who cares if your toes look like Shrek’s?


Own who you are, the skin you’re in, the house you live in, the car you drive, the ragtag children you’re raising.


Don’t be ashamed if someone sees the crumbs in your car! It means your children are eating! Don’t apologize for the toys on the stairs. It means your family has fun. Life is not Insta-worthy, my friends. If it is, you aren’t doing it right. Don’t shy away from imperfection and chaos. Crumbs are just proof of life! Authenticity is going to get messy, but that’s where the good stuff is.
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