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            This book is dedicated to the greatest blessings in my life: my wonderful husband, Thomas, and my two children, Holmes Herlong and Caroline Herlong Turner. Thank you for giving me rhinestones of love and laughter as we continue to find joy in the midst of life’s flip-flops on our amazing journey as a family.

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter 1

            I Did Not Want to Hear This…Period!

         

         Daddy had just tied the Minx, our little boat, at the dock on Abbapoola Creek. My heart was filled with a combination of summer memories and sadness as Momma and Daddy told us to wave good-bye to my favorite beach, Bird Key. Fall was in the air in the Lowcountry; change was coming.

         Back at home, I sat on my bed fighting the tears; the summer fun at Bird Key beach was over. My thoughts were interrupted with, “Jea-un, I need to talk with you!” Momma’s voice had a tone of urgency.

         I sat at the yellow table and watched the hands on our clock. When is my mother going to be finished with this “important talk”? I wondered. My twelve-year-old mind heard only the words once a month…body changing…

         Finally, Momma said, “Do you understand?”

         “Yes,” I lied.

         “Okay, do you have any questions?”

         “Yes. When does Daddy do this?”

         The crease between Momma’s eyebrows deepened—a sure sign I had stretched her patience to the limit. She said, “Daddy does not do this. He shaves.”

         But women shave too. “What do you call this thing?” I asked.

         “It is your period,” Momma replied.

         Now that I have experienced this event and all the highly charged emotions that go with it, I think the name period needs to be changed to exclamation point. Girls should be told, “Once a month, you will experience your exclamation point,” which sounds much more appropriate to me.

         After that conversation with Momma, I told my BFF all the details I thought I knew.

         “So how do you protect your clothes?” she asked when I finished.

         Before I share my brilliant answer, let me remind you that back then only one feminine protection product was marketed: Kotex. “Momma says you wear a Q-tip.”

         My conversation with Momma introduced me to “the curse” and the word cycle. No more training wheels, skateboards, or pink bicycles with white banana seats. My childhood innocence was moving quickly into womanhood.

         I did not like it one bit; it was my first major life flip-flop.

         The reality is that our lives are one gigantic wheel of change. During adolescence, I was worried. I wondered if I would mature along with other girls my age and eventually look like the super-cute, older girls. It seems like once those changes start, our lives transition into light speed with marriage and children, followed by more interesting changes. And as life unfolds, we will experience inevitable challenges or flip-flops that can affect our sense of self, security, and faith.

         Rhinestones on My Flip-Flops shows women how to thrive in the midst of life’s changes and challenges. Prudent women search for living examples, or WOW (women of wisdom), as a how-to manual.

         Iconic women of the Bible also give us instruction. Here is a partial list of remarkable ladies who have had some major flip-flops and rhinestone moments too: Deceived Eve; Domestic-Diva Martha; Fearless, Fabulous Esther; Mother-of-Nations Sarah; Salty Mrs. Lot; and Dynamic Duo Naomi and Ruth. Coupled with some modern-day ladies, these biblical women provide insights with their personal flip-flops.

         I have learned from many WOW in my life. Do you surround yourself with great friends who teach you about handling stress, sickness, marriage, children, aging, and other things? I have my long list of girlfriends who give me sound advice whether I like it or not.

         So strap on your sandals—Y-shaped, strap, or thong (for your feet, that is)—and let’s walk the journey of womanhood. I can guarantee that you will get sand between your toes on this wonderful, terrifying, and exhilarating trip. We’ll climb mountains, cruise into the plains, and plummet into some valleys as we search for our eternal heavenly summer. The unknown route of your journey can be rewarding and fulfilling if you pack your suitcase with humor and sound teaching. It’s all about learning how to keep the sparkle and shine on our God-given talents as we experience life’s inevitable flip-flops.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter 2

            Deceived Eve

         

         


Adam and Eve were the first people who failed to read Apple’s Terms and Conditions.





         Here is the account of the first family’s major flip-flop:

         
            When the woman saw that the fruit of the tree was good for food and pleasing to the eye, and also desirable for gaining wisdom, she took some and ate it. She also gave some to her husband, who was with her, and he ate it. Then the eyes of both of them were opened, and they realized they were naked; so they sewed fig leaves together and made coverings for themselves. (Genesis 3:6–7 NIV)

         

         I remember my mother teaching Sunday school at St. Johns Episcopal Church on Johns Island. She was loads of fun and always had a unique perspective on Bible stories. Practically every Sunday, Momma would say in her unique Lowcountry brogue, “Chur in’ repeat after me—Gawd is love” and “Jea-un, pay attention,” since I was a convenient target.

         Momma’s lesson about Adam and Eve was “classic Eleanor.” It went something like this: “Adam and Eve lived in the Garden of Eden,” said Momma. “Gawd said, ‘Adam, don’t eat the fruit off this tree ’cause the day you eat the fruit is the day you gonna die.’ Then Gawd told Eve the same thing. But the snake said to Eve, ‘You want to be smart, then eat this fruit.’ So Eve tasted it and so did Adam. Then they hid. Well, Gawd could not find them in the garden, so he asked, ‘Where did y’all go?’ Adam said, ‘We are in the bushes.’ Then Gawd asked, ‘Who ate the fruit?’ ‘Eve did,’ said Adam. ‘Adam did,’ blamed Eve. Then the snake said, ‘Both did.’

         “Well,” my mother concluded, “Adam and Eve were so ashamed, they ran out the back door through the garden and jumped the fence. AMEN.”

         The Core Issue

         My mother loved to color her stories with common sense and humor. She knew the basics. But when you look deeper into this story from the second and third chapters of Genesis, it is filled with the theme of this book: flip-flops and how we handle our mess-ups. The good news is that God is faithful to help us clean up our mix-ups.

         We can learn a lot from the mother of us all, Deceived Eve. The serpent had Eve convinced that she would be like God and experience supernatural enlightenment. Oh, yeah, the crafty serpent left out the ugly details of her consequences. That shiny fruit had a nasty aftertaste.

         Think of Eve as a dear girlfriend who is fixin’ to make a bad mistake. You pray and seek wisdom to do or say the right words to help her avoid being deceived. Bottom line, you know this person is playing with fire. Do you know anyone like this? Or maybe you are dealing with a moral dilemma?

         Remember the tale of the farmer and the snake from the Fables of Aesop?

         
            A farmer takes pity on a frozen snake and brings it home. Thawed, the snake reverts to character and bites all. The wicked show no thanks.1

         

         I bet that serpent in the garden had Eve so mixed up that she could have been convinced to count Adam’s ribs just to make sure there was not another woman around.

         My point is the enemy’s greatest tool is deception, and many, beyond reason and common sense, fall prey. I have been told repeatedly that in order to say yes to the laughter of a lifetime you first learn to say no to the passion of the moment.

         No question, Eve was deceived. She even reclassified the forbidden tree by location instead of by what it is. She refers to the “tree of knowledge of good and evil” in Genesis 2:17, changing it to the “tree which is in the midst of the garden” (Genesis 3:3). Have you ever justified your thoughts by altering a few innocent details? Yep, I have.

         In a Perfect World…

         When I think of Eve, I visualize her as drop-dead gorgeous—the ultimate Miss Universe, Miss America, Miss World. And she didn’t even have to address the number one beauty queen issue: world peace. The Garden of Eden was the World, and there was eternal peace. The girl just had it all.

         Eve also lived in an “all natural” world. Nothing was processed in the Garden of Eden. Just walk around in paradise and eat and drink whatever you want. If there had been a label to read, it would have said Perfect.

         I started shopping at one of those expensive, natural-foods places. The free-range chicken breasts I bought cost $17.50. The supplier could have at least included a GPS route to find where the chicken roamed to justify the high cost.

         


“After God created the world, He made man and woman. Then, to keep the whole thing from collapsing, He invented humor.”

            Bill Kelly, “Mordillo”





         In my mind, the Garden of Eden was like a holy nudist colony. Not only was Eve perfect, but so was her garden home. In “What Was Life Like in the Garden of Eden Before Sin?” Robert Driskell writes:

         
            The world in which Adam and Eve lived would have been the perfect temperature, the perfect humidity, without pests or diseases, and without anything that would detract from their enjoyment of knowing God in a perfect, undiluted way. Surely, this is what is meant by the word “paradise.”2

         

         Did Adam Wear the “Plants” in the Family?

         When God questioned him, Adam blamed Eve. Then Eve blamed the serpent. What else could she do? There was plenty of blame to go around. So God said to both Adam and Eve, “Sorry, out you go.”

         The Scriptures also say Eve was attracted to a thing of beauty. God made her that way. Eve wanted to be wise, and she liked beautiful, shiny things. So that means it’s okay to shop, right? But there was a deeper issue about to bite into Eve’s character. The enemy used her natural attraction to beauty to entice her closer to disobedience:

         
            When the woman saw that the tree produced fruit that was good for food, was attractive to the eye, and was desirable for making one wise, she took some of its fruit and ate it. She also gave some of it to her husband who was with her, and he ate it. (Genesis 3:6 NET)

         

         Sadly, Eve believed the lies of the enemy. Honestly, we fight the battle of the “shiny things” every day. Learn from Deceived Eve. This beautiful woman who lived in a perfect world made a bad mistake. Yep, Adam and Eve starred in the pilot episode of Naked and Afraid.

         But even though Adam and Eve turned on God, He still loved them. We also see how God’s heart was grieved and how passionate our Father is about fellowship with His children.

         


“The Lord made Adam, the Lord made Eve, he made ’em both a little bit naive.”3

            Yip Harburg





         The New International Version states that Adam named his wife Eve because she would become the mother of all the living (Genesis 3:20). Is it fair to assume that Eve also knew more than the Lord wanted her to know? Have you ever contemplated that? I’ve matured enough to realize that sometimes not knowing is a healthy option. When someone wants to speak ill of another person, many times I do not want to know. Knowing that kind of information may pollute my mind. What if this person speaks ill of you? I learned a great lesson years ago: what others think about you is none of your business, so do not make it your business.

         In Bury Me with My Pearls, I share some stories in the chapter titled “Dark Pearl” about a heart-wrenching time my family experienced. During all the drama, there was a family member whom I trusted. She was so loving toward my mother, and I felt very close to her. Several people warned me that she was betraying me. As my second momma, Tootsie, often said in her Gullah brogue, “Jea-un, bess not trust she.”

         I decided to focus on how well this family member treated my mother. Turns out, she was the kind of person who gathered information so she could use it against you. She admitted it was her way of being “in the know” and having “friends.” Basically, gossiping made her feel wanted. Rather than recall how she deceived me, I choose to focus on her many acts of kindness toward my mother. This is an example of deciding to close your ears and mouth. Refuse to let unhealthy words and thoughts poison your mind, just like the forbidden fruit poisoned Deceived Eve’s judgment.

         The Fruit That Bites Back

         The biblical account of our first family is a tale of not-so-beautiful consequences. It is a story about making a split-second decision that can rule the rest of your life.

         Beautiful Eve had a great husband and lived in paradise. But she wanted more. Sadly, believing the lie that she didn’t have it all cost her all. This was “man- or womankind’s” first major flip-flop.

         What we as women learn about Deceived Eve is to beware of the lie that we need more of something. Be thankful for what you have and count your blessings every day. In the midst of temptations, serious mistakes can be made. You can recover with time, prayer, and the right people in your life. Let’s face it, we all have flip-flops, but how we handle them depends on our level of commitment in developing godly character.

         In Eve’s case, she had to accept the fact that there was no going back. She had to adjust to a new life in a not-so-perfect land. Maybe she also had to learn how to forgive herself in order to adjust to her new life.

         This story is about Adam and Deceived Eve’s life-flops that flipped humanity, including deception, blame, consequences, and mercy. Always remember, in the eyes of our Father, there are no flip-flops too large to overcome.

         In the midst of the mess-up, there was good news about our first family: “Unto Adam also and to his wife did the Lord God make coats of skins, and clothed them” (Genesis 3:21 KJV). How about that—God was merciful then and still is today.

         There is no way I can conclude this chapter without mentioning my father-in-law’s infamous toast he was asked to share at various weddings and other celebrations. “Daddy Big John” loved sharing this colorful toast that always made my precious mother-in-law, “Mama Jewell,” blush:

         
            Here’s to Eve, the mother of our race.

            She kept every leaf in its proper place.

            Here’s to Adam, the father of us all.

            He knew just what to do when the leaves would fall.

         

         
            Eve’s Flip-Flop: She allowed herself to be deceived. She wanted more. Eve did not realize she had it all until she lost it all.

            Eve’s Sparkle and Shine: She gave us a gift, a “fruit” basket. Watch out for subtle deceivers, own your mistakes, and don’t play the blame game. Bless Eve’s deceived heart, she persevered and accepted her consequences.

            How can you shine in the midst of your mess-ups? Remember, there are no flip-flops too large to overcome.

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter 3

            Domestic-Diva Martha

            
               But Martha was distracted by all the preparations that had to be made.

               (Luke 10:40 NIV)

            

         

         Martha Was a SHE: Sidetracked Home Expert


         Ever had someone super important invited to your home? It’s the same story. “Well, I was cleaning out the garage and realized the trim needed to be painted…but that led to waxing the floor, which led to…” I have been so caught up in the details that I was too stressed to enjoy the visitor. Is it appropriate to say the devil is in the details? Both Mary and Martha were good women, but in all the hoopla, Martha was sidetracked and became a “stressed-out mess-up.”

         
            As Jesus and his disciples were on their way, he came to a village where a woman named Martha opened her home to him. She had a sister called Mary, who sat at the Lord’s feet listening to what he said. But Martha was distracted by all the preparations that had to be made. She came to him and asked, “Lord, don’t you care that my sister has left me to do the work by myself? Tell her to help me!”

            “Martha, Martha,” the Lord answered, “you are worried and upset about many things, but few things are needed—or indeed only one.” (Luke 10:38–42a NIV)

         

         Could this story be about the first female catfight? Bless her heart, Martha was a domestic soul. Not me.

         
	Dusting? Isn’t dust a protective coating for furniture?

            	Run the vacuum? I consider that heavy equipment, and I do not have a permit.

            	Laundry? When I forgot to wash Thomas’s socks, I sprayed them with deodorant, then threw them in the dryer on Fluff.

            	Cooking? Have you ever thawed out steaks in the dishwasher on the Rinse-and-Hold setting? Guilty!

         

I love throwing in some humor, but the real issue with Domestic-Diva Martha is priorities.

         Like Martha, I get my priorities mixed up. Mary just wanted to sit at the feet of Jesus and soak in His presence. Jesus’ words in verse 42 are powerful: “Mary has chosen what is better, and it will not be taken away from her.” In other words, Mary gets it. Unfortunately, we all have Martha Moments when we try to make everything perfect.

         I am not a domestic diva—never have been and never will be. One of the best gifts you can give yourself is to learn quickly what you do best and stop trying to impress people.

         I learned this lesson from hosting the Johnston Tour of Homes.

         Tou-Wah of Homes

         “Jay-yun, is this Ja-ne Herlong?” asked the stranger when I answered the phone.

         “Yes,” I replied hesitantly.

         “Dar-lin’, this is Eugenia Smith Edwards Holmes, and we are all here-a at our-ah monthly meetin’ and would like to ask you to have your-a lovely home on tou-wah to raise money for…” Her accent was as thick as a pot of leftover grits.

         “Your house…on tou-wah!” was all I heard. Everything would have to be perfect.

         The magic of the moment was interrupted when my left-brained husband said, “We don’t have any furniture.”

         Thomas and I were newlyweds and had spent the last two years renovating our old home. We had been given a historic house that had been empty for twenty years. We cut the house in two sections and dragged it across the farm. Ever since we made the investment to renovate, Thomas says, “The house owns us.”

         We had been married long enough for him to know that the glazed look on my face revealed a woman on an unhealthy, expensive mission. The community was coming to see our home, and it had to be fabulous.

         My Martha mentality was in full swing. For the next several months, all I could think about was the tour.

         “Thomas, fix this.”

         “Are the steps on the stairs okay?”

         “Did you finish painting the bathroom?”

         We had our disagreements, but I had my agenda. My heart beat one message: get the house ready.

         With two rooms left to decorate, I decided to designate one of them the Christmas room. Why not put a big ol’ Christmas tree in it and be done with it? I told Thomas to cut down a tree the size of the one used at Rockefeller Center in midtown Manhattan. He met the challenge and found a tree with three trunks. The tree literally filled the room. In fact, it was so big that it took three people and a chain saw to take it down after Christmas—in February.

         A local decorator, Wayne, who knew everyone in the community, assured me the other room would look fabulous and told me not to worry about furniture. Two days before the tou-wah, Wayne arrived in a pickup truck filled with beautiful furniture and accessories and backed it up to my front door.

         The house was perfect!

         The long-awaited event arrived, as did the guests. I savored every moment until I heard one touree comment, “Why, isn’t that Josie’s settee?”

         “Why, yes,” said another woman. “And I believe that lamp and end table belong to Helen.”

         “No, that lamp belongs to Virginia because that was our wedding gift to her. But I am positive that chair belongs to Jewell.”

         I overheard similar conversations by the locals throughout the afternoon.

         Busted. I should have known better. In a small town, everybody knows everybody’s business and what belongs to whom. Wayne raided the homes of Edgefield’s finest families. My home was an eclectic blend of everyone else’s furnishings that had been relocated to my home.

         After the hoopla died down, I was presented with a large red poinsettia—a thank-you gift for all our hard work. Thomas’s left-brained head said, “It cost us a lot of money for you to have that flower.”

         For those few months, having the perfect home and trying to impress others became my focus. Although it was a special honor, I, like Martha, got carried away.

         In a Pickle

         I remember my mother saying, “I love to hear my jars sing!” Tootsie and Momma were teaching me a fine Southern tradition—the art of canning.

         The entire house smelled like onions and vinegar. Cucumbers were cooked, seasoned, and boiled all the way to their final destination—sterilized Ball jars. In six months, these jars would be topped with pretty bows and proudly presented to special folks at Christmas.

         As a young bride, I decided to do what other Edgefield County folks did—“put up” peaches. I followed the instructions carefully. I peeled, boiled, and added sugar and Sure-Jell. I placed the lids on the jars and loosely added the ring. I sat down and lovingly stared at my domestic creations. With great excitement, I waited for my jars to sing. I waited and waited and waited. Not a sound. There was not a single pop, tinging, nothing.

         Practically every pantry I know is stocked with a delightful jar of something topped with a bow and decorative label that reads Merry Christmas from…Sigh. I felt like a failure. Christmas would be ruined…my pantry, empty. I was a disgrace to my Southern heritage.

         Liberation came when I heard a speaker say to stop working on your weaknesses and focus on your strengths. Improving your strengths will help your weaknesses. Where has this person been all of my life?

         Forbes magazine published an article titled “Don’t Waste Time Fixing Your Weaknesses,” by Ian Altman. Altman quotes Lisa Cummings, CEO of Pinch Yourself Careers: “We have got to stop trying to teach fish to climb trees.”4

         I have an old, nasty, vintage box of Sure-Jell circa 1985 prominently positioned in the door of my pantry. Every time I swing that door back, my eyes fixate on that crusty package, since that box of Sure-Jell is a surefire reminder of “Jane, don’t go there.”

         The Wreath That Keeps on Giving

         Mama Jewell, my dear mother-in-law, was a domestic creature. In my opinion, she was the perfect blend of both Mary and Martha. She loved to study her Bible and take care of her family. She was an amazing cook and tried her best to help me learn domestic ways…bless her heart.

         I was always looking for ways to impress Mama Jewell, so my first Christmas, I made a lame attempt to make her proud. I was going to do something domestic.

         When Thomas and I were newlyweds, we had to be frugal, and I had to be very creative with our gift-giving. I decided to do something I knew nothing about—make fruit wreaths.

         Let me digress and say I am not a crafty person. I never liked making crafts in elementary school. If ever a grade was given in Bible school for being crafty, I would have earned a big, fat F.

         I was so proud of myself for stepping out of my comfort zone. I bought the wreath form, various pieces of hardware, and began my Christmas project. I stabbed apples, pears, and oranges, then added some holly for a special effect. I added pecans for embellishment. The finished product amazed me. Mama Jewell would be so proud of me for being creative and domestic-ish.

         I drove to Mama Jewell and Daddy Big John’s house to adorn their front door with my festive, fruity creation. My in-laws were very conservative and resourceful folks, I might add. I have seen my mother-in-law iron used wrapping paper and recycle a ham for numerous dishes until the bone finally made its way to the dog. When I presented my holiday gift to Mama Jewell, she did not react as joyfully as I had hoped. Hmm.

         The next day I drove by my in-laws’ home and was surprised to see that an apple was missing from the wreath. I assumed the resident squirrel had helped itself to the fruit. Like any good daughter-in-law, I replaced the stolen fruit.

         Surprise turned into shock the following day when one-third of the wreath was missing. I would have to inform my in-laws that some wild yard creature was stealing the fruit off my beautiful creation.

         At lunchtime, I sat down at the kitchen table and reported my finding to my in-laws. “There is some wild animal eating the fruit off the wreath I gave y’all for Christmas,” I exclaimed.

         “Well, honey,” said my mother-in-law with a modest smile, “I just hate to see anything go to waste.”

         On the kitchen table I spotted a large bowl of diced fruit. There was no wild creature stealing the fruit; my in-laws were eating the wreath.

         The memory of that experience many years ago makes me chuckle since I was trying my best to make an impression. Through the years, I realized that Daddy Big John and Mama Jewell were not interested in the fruit on the wreath. They were much more impressed with the qualities of the Fruit of the Spirit mentioned in Galatians 5:22–23 (ESV): love, joy, peace, patience, kindness, goodness, faithfulness, gentleness, self-control. They also loved and accepted me for being myself—the best gift of all.

         Pink Cadillac Wreck

         Mess-ups and wrecks come to us in many ways. Martha became distracted as she tended to her list of domestic chores. She was frustrated and should have considered scrubbing away unimportant details. I bet she got on Mary’s nerves too. She worked herself into a frenzy to make sure everything was perfect for Jesus. When this happens, we lose sight of what really matters. I have been in a similar situation and maybe you have too.

         I knew in my heart it was the wrong decision. I was searching for a job or some way to make a financial contribution to our home. In a moment of weakness I did something I should never have done—sold makeup.

         My Mary Kay date with destiny began as I waited in line at a local McDonald’s. A complete stranger turned around, looked at me, gently held my face in her hand, and said, “I can fix you.” I responded, “I didn’t know I was broken.”

         She turned out to be one of a kazillion pink ladies who were passionate about everything from Mr. K facials to Mary Kay color palettes.

         Now let me say that I have great respect for this wonderful company. I love the idea of operating a home-based business. But my Mary Kay cosmetic dilemma was that I was not passionate about the products or my desire to sell. All I could think about was driving a pink Cadillac and becoming a Mary Kay rock star.

         Something strange happened to me at that first Mary Kay meeting when I won some bumblebee jewelry. Pinning that bug on my shoulder was like having Mrs. Walcox pin my Girl Scout crossover badge on my new green sash. It was my big, pink dream come true. Or so I thought.

         Sadly, the makeup was nightmarish on my very sensitive skin. I was so disappointed after three different formulas were mixed specifically for me and my face still looked like a pepperoni pizza supreme. I had to wear another brand and pretend I was using Mary Kay. I learned how difficult it is to sell something you do not believe in and don’t have the skills to do.

         Even though the makeup did not agree with me, that bumblebee pin gave me enough motivation to book my first party. I told the hostess-to-be the Mary Kay rules: have the party in a cool room with some refreshments on hand, and so on.

         I was all dressed up with my Mary Kay smile and all-important pink bag loaded with everything a face could desire: cleanser, exfoliator, moisturizer, concealer, base makeup, eye shadow, lip color, and lip gloss. I was ready.

         When I arrived at the house, red flags popped up immediately. First, the house was located in a not-so-good section of town. And remember that “cool” room that the party was to be in? Well, it was hotter than Phoenix in August. My makeup melted right off my face. In the “cool” room were the following appliances: a refrigerator, hot water heater, freezer, dryer, and washing machine. Pick any appliance. It was in that room emitting heat. The majority of the guests were eighteen and under, with the exception of the grandmother. Remember the refreshments? They were covered with flies. All I could think of was my grandmother McElveen saying, “Every time a fly lands, it lays an egg.”

         To make matters worse, an old drunken grandfather sat in the next room, watching television. One time he yelled, “Hit don’t matter how much o’ that paint y’all put on yo face. Y’all is still gonna be ugly. You can’t fix ugly.”

         To add to the tragedy in progress, a little boy ran up to me and grinned from ear to ear. He was cute until I studied his mouth. The child had no teeth, only pieces of skin hanging on his gums. I blurted out, “What happened to his teeth?” The grandmother said, “Well, he sucked the bottle too long. He ain’t never gotten teeth.” Finally, the grandfather and little boy left the house. One less thing to worry about. After all, the Mary Kay show must go on.

         I proceeded to follow the rules flawlessly. I loaded the pink trays with all the latest Mary Kay colors and described each one in detail. We cleansed, we exfoliated, and we moisturized, and finally it was time for the highlight of the show—applying makeup.

         “Okay, ladies,” I said. “This is the eye makeup. Let’s apply this to our eyelids.” Suddenly, there was a chorus of oohs and aahs concerning the grandmother’s lovely eye color. The grandmother got a little carried away and put lipstick on her eyelids.

         Just then the screen door slammed, and the grandfather and little boy appeared. The toothless child ran up to me and grinned from ear to ear. Each nub was decorated with one of those chocolate candy footballs.

         At the end of the show, I sold a tube of lip gloss and quit the business. What lessons I learned! Don’t do something that is not in your genre of natural talents and gifts. I had a revelation, like stressed-out Martha, that jolted me to the truth. I also realized all the time I had wasted. True beauty is achieved when you exfoliate and cleanse your life with good teachings from the right source.

         The Flour of Prayer

         This next story and prayer reminds me of Tootsie, my second momma, who baked delicious biscuits. As much as Tootsie tried to help me make her biscuits, she would literally fall on the floor laughing when my “rocks” came out of the oven.

         Regardless of my age, Tootsie always made me a baby biscuit. That small gesture of love was dear to my heart and always made me feel special. That was the way Tootsie lived her life: she gave unconditional love and support to both young and old.

         Although she could never achieve her goal of teaching me how to make her world-famous cuisine, her Gullah wisdom and unconditional love will live in my heart forever. Enjoy this wonderful analogy about making biscuits.

         One Sunday morning at a small Southern church, the new pastor called on one of his deacons to lead in the opening prayer. The deacon stood up, bowed his head, and said, “Lord I hate buttermilk.”

         The pastor opened one eye and wondered where this was going. The deacon continued. “Lord, I hate lard.” Now the pastor was totally perplexed. The deacon went on. “Lord, I ain’t too crazy about plain flour. But after you mix ’em all together and bake ’em in a hot oven, I love biscuits.”5

         


Lord, help us to realize when life gets hard, when things come up that we don’t like, whenever we don’t understand what You are doing, that we need to wait to see what You are making. After You get through the mixing and the baking, it’ll probably be better than biscuits.





         Blueblood or Bust

         I believe that if you don’t learn a lesson the first time, you will keep getting that lesson until you do learn it.

         We were visiting some friends who had moved into a quaint section of the Lowcountry of South Carolina. They were attending the Episcopal Church of the Village, and since I was reared an Episcopalian, I wanted to make a fabulous impression.

         I wore my precious pink-and-green Lilly dress with matching flat shoes. I knew how to blend. Of course, my son Holmes had to dress the part too. He was too old for smocked clothing, so I found a darling outfit with suspenders, a striped shirt, and a precious tie. He looked adorable—and miserable. We were both dressed properly, and that was extremely important so we could impress the church ladies.

         I delivered Holmes to his Sunday school class with confidence that I had done my job as a Southern Lowcountry mother by trying to make an impression.

         Yep, we made quite an impression.

         At that time, Disney’s movie Pocahontas had just been released. Holmes loved that movie and even dressed up like the characters at home.

         After the service, one of the Sunday school teachers guided Holmes to the door of the Sunday school classroom. “Well,” she said, “he has such an interesting name.”

         “Yes, his name is an old Southern family name that was passed down for many generations,” I said, straightening my spine.

         With a haughty inflection in her voice, the Junior League–dressed, blue-blooded Charlestonian Episcopalian said, “O-poo-kuh?”

         More than likely, Holmes had insisted that was his name because of his fixation with Pocahontas. An added embarrassment was pinned on Holmes’s shirt. Someone had taken a Polaroid of him with a lame facial expression and a silly grin. On the bottom of the picture, his name was written in uppercase letters: OPOOKUH.

         I still have that picture, and it still makes me laugh. But it also reminds me of what is important.

         Have you ever been there? Just like Martha, we work hard to make a great impression only to shoot ourselves in the foot.

         Sistah Act

         Another interesting verse in the Luke 10 passage is this: Martha said, “Lord, don’t you care that my sister has left me to do the work by myself? Tell her to help me!” Can you imagine—even in the presence of Jesus, the only person who could wave His little finger and say, “I command you in my name to help your sister…”?

         Jesus had His say but let the sistahs figure it out. This is especially important for women since we have to learn how to handle our emotions ourselves. Jesus wants us to develop godly skills to deal with whatever life throws our way. Emotions can deceive us, and they often become a weapon the enemy uses against us. Martha was frustrated with Mary. But woe to Martha; she was opening the door for anger, resentment, distrust, a critical spirit, and unkindness.
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