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			Dedication Page

			To Jim, for believing in me before I believed in myself. I love you.

			And to my son, Grady, for broadening my world and restoring my faith. Never doubt the fire within you.

		

	
		
			To you, my readers, may you see the fierce potential within each of you. I hope these pages awaken your senses of self-discovery, peeling back layer by layer until you rise unapologetically into who you were designed to be. Together, we are the torchbearers.

		

	
		
			Introduction

			Somewhere within each of us, our souls are yearning to be free. Free from the confines and silent boxes society, culture, history, and circumstance have placed us in. Quietly infiltrating every facet of our lives, bleeding into everything we do, and all that we know. They tell us this is normal. Embrace it. Accept it. Yet, beneath the exhaustion and overwhelm, we ache for something more —a new normal. One we define for ourselves, where peace and acceptance flow abundantly.

			What if I told you it exists? What if I told you it was possible to boldly claim your own life without fear? Listen, I don’t claim to be an expert. But as your sister and friend, I refuse for my voice to be heard from the margins any longer. I’ve made it to the other side. I’ve broken free of the falsehoods that namelessly bound me, attempting to place me in a mold I was never meant to be in. Sure, the journey isn’t over, but I can tell you from my experience that what awaits you on the other side is something better than you could ever imagine. A life filled with peace, freedom, and the sweet release of unwanted expectations and weight. You don’t have to carry it any longer. This idea that we must silently accept glass ceilings and limitations as our reality is a lie.

			Today, we stop hiding. Today, we link arms together in community. And while it’s true that no two stories are the same, it’s our shared experiences that connect us.

			Take what you need here.

			I pray my words can be a source of inspiration in your own awakening, and that somehow, by sharing my truth, I hope it gives you strength to embrace yours.

			While each chapter dissects a failure, belief, or lie we hold to be true as women, I have broken them down into three main areas that impact us the most: shaping our expectations, how we see our bodies, and who we are. Collectively these areas affect our internal psyche in how we live our day-to-day lives and how we envision our future.

			The topics and words within these pages may trigger you. While some are light-hearted, others might stir up dormant emotions including pain, or elicit grief, anger, or even rage. There will be parts that may make you uncomfortable, or possibly make you cry, but know that there is healing in our truth. The only way past it is through it. In order to truly understand and know ourselves we must first fundamentally dismantle and unlearn everything we’ve come to know thus far. Then, and only then, can we awaken and evolve into our most authentic selves.

			Take time as you read through these pages. Use the prompts provided to dive deeper into your own healing journey. There may be chapters you consume within minutes, while others you find not to be a problem for you or simply not applicable to where you are in life. That’s okay. No two journeys are the same. What led me to where I am today will look drastically different for you.

			However, this is my story.

			While I write from the perspective of a female and mother, I understand and acknowledge that we all come from various walks of life; therefore, these words will hit each of you differently. My intention is never to exclude anyone through my words. Regardless of gender, sexual orientation, or race, the threads that unite us weave a tapestry of shared experiences and stories. Each of us, as individuals, are worthy of dignity and respect. These stories are not just mine. They are hers, theirs, and ours to hold collectively together. Here you will find a safe space. One of raw honesty and truth. Here you are loved. You are known. You are held.

			May we fearlessly rewrite our narratives together.

			Now, let’s get to work.

		

	
		
			SHAPING OUR EXPECTATIONS

		

	
		
			
Chapter 1
We’re All a Little Flawed


			Failure Belief: I could be perfect, if only…

			Marie Kondo recently made headline news, but it wasn’t for promoting her KonMari methodology of decluttering and organizing your life; it was for her honesty. For years, she’s been welcomed into the homes of celebrities and women everywhere through her Netflix series. She’s built an entire multi-million-dollar empire and brand around her image of clean, crisp, tidy organization and perfection. A quick Google search will show you products, books, classes, and websites referencing and selling her strategies for organizing and living a life of simplicity. You can even hire one of her consultants. Yet, a few days ago the woman who oozed perfection, the one who seemed to have it all figured out, admitted that with three kids…her home is a mess. Her sustainable system of organization wasn’t sustainable. She’d given up on being tidy—for now, anyway. Marie Kondo, the professional organizer, wasn’t…perfect. Women everywhere breathed a silent sigh of relief. If her home was allowed to be messy, maybe, just maybe, we could be a little easier on ourselves.

			I’ll go first. My name is Jenn, and I’m a recovering perfectionist. I want to bring attention to the word “recovering” because it’s significant. Letting go of perfection is not something you wake up one day and decide you’ll never do again. It’s a journey. A slow process of deconstructing everything we’ve been taught. You see, for me, I need things to be flawless, and when I say “things”, I mean anything. My need for perfection bleeds into my writing, work, motherhood, parties, body image, home, organization, and even sports. My husband gets annoyed by my organizational tendencies. I have a basket for everything. Hair care, body, batteries, medicine, dental, cleaning supplies, you name it, it goes happily in its wicker basket; appropriately labeled, of course. According to him, I would have a basket to store my baskets if I could, and he’s not necessarily wrong. Organizing is the way I feel in control. When my world spins into chaos, I organize. I strip cabinets bare and place everything into categories, creating visual perfection.

			Let’s be honest; it’s not just about baskets. It’s my calendar, my notes, and my need to plan everything in advance. I’m OCD about organizing. It’s my crutch, the thing I use to try and obtain perfection. Except, like Marie Kondo, labeling everything and placing it neatly into its respective place doesn’t change the fact that life is happening around me.

			Heck, just the other day I wandered the house trying to figure out why certain areas smelled like a mildewy sewer. I was sure a toilet had overflowed or something had crawled into our walls and died. I yelled for my husband to see if he could determine the source. Twenty minutes later, he did. It was the newly washed towel draped over my head. Apparently, I had left it in the wash a little too long before switching to the dryer. In my defense, I had washed it three times. Finally, on the fourth round, I said screw it and swapped the bad boy over before giving it a good whiff. Needless to say, I had to rewash my hair a few times to get the stench out.

			My point is this: you can organize your cabinets and declutter your life. You can iron your clothes and have Pantene commercial-worthy hair, but it’s an image. You’re creating visual perfection in an attempt to cover up the mess. I get it. No one wants to air out their dirty laundry. No one wants to post to their social media feed that they just yelled at their kids and dialed in late to a conference call, but where’s this need to portray a certain image coming from? Who the heck was I trying to impress? Was someone going to come into my home and inspect my cabinets like, “Whelp, her drawers are organized and clearly labeled. She’s reached the pinnacle of perfection, folks?” Heck, no. That’s just weird. Who is going to look down on you if you don’t perform at a level that’s completely unattainable?

			I’ll tell you. No one, not even Marie Kondo herself.

			But the thing about perfection is it’s not just externally driven. Sure, it can be triggered by the world around us and the image we portray, but it can also be created internally by the expectations we set within ourselves; ones I am all too familiar with.

			A few years ago, my husband took me golfing. I love baseball, so naturally, he thought I might enjoy golf. And I do—now. However, the first time, I wanted to chuck my clubs down the fairway like in a scene out of Happy Gilmore. Don’t get me wrong; I can drive the ball, no problem. But getting that stupid little pink ball to go in its home while choosing between eight other clubs that all are for specific distances was enough to send me over the edge (see hatred for sucking at things above). After making countless divots in the fairway, shanking the ball to the left and right of me, and the seven putts it took once I was on the green, I wanted to quit.

			“So how many was that?” my husband asked, writing his score on the card.

			“I don’t know. I stopped counting after eleven,” I chirped back.

			“Babe, relax. It’s your first time. I know you hate sucking at things, but golf takes patience.”

			“Yeah, well, we all know I have very little of that, especially when I’m not good at something.” The hole was supposed to be done in a par 4. Clearly, I needed to do the same. It didn’t matter whether or not this was my first time; anything different than that number meant not good enough. There were seventy—and eighty— year—old men doing better than I was for crying out loud. Their golf swing looked like an extension of their arm. I would not accept defeat. I could do this. It turns out golf can’t be done well when you’re tense and fuming beyond measure. I’m sure the birds were chirping that day, but I didn’t hear them. After four holes and six balls lost, never to be seen again in the pond where the goose sat silently judging me, I resorted to driving the cart. If I couldn’t do it perfectly, I didn’t want to do it at all.

			I wish I could tell you these were simply two examples and that I’ve recovered from my perfectionist tendencies, but it would be a lie. I still struggle to set standards for myself that are actually attainable, but when I started seeing perfectionist tendencies in my son I knew I needed to try harder. Grady is an amazing artist; he has been since he picked up his first crayon. His pictures are elaborate and well-illustrated, but as he got older I quickly realized the joy he gets from creating was fading, and at times manifesting disappointment in its place. His drawings needed to be perfect, and when they weren’t, it resulted in tears of frustration. I understood exactly what he was feeling and quite honestly, he may have inadvertently picked it up from me. I operated the same way. Grocery lists, recipe cards, post-it notes, and anything that required being written down needed to be perfect. If not, I would crumple it up and start over. I’ve even gone so far as to throw away a perfectly good card because I screwed up writing on it. Rather than cross it out, I tossed it in the trash and bought a new one. I realize how ridiculous this all sounds, but this was the level of perfection I drove within myself. I was unable to accept anything less.

			“Grady, babe. What’s wrong?” I asked as my son wiped away tears.

			“I jacked up the Komodo dragon and now I have to start over,” he cried.

			As I looked at the paper, I struggled to see where the “mistake” actually was.

			“Babe, I don’t see anything. What do you mean? It looks great. This drawing is awesome!”

			“No, it’s not. I messed it up. It’s right there. Don’t you see it?” I strained my eyes, desperately searching for what his tiny fingers were pointing to, and that’s when I saw it. A minuscule green smudge about two millimeters long, outside the lines.

			His drawing was amazing. He creates at a skill level far above his age, but he couldn’t see it. His need for perfection blinded him. The image he manifested in his mind didn’t match the result. Can’t the same be said for so many of us? Perfection takes on many shapes and sizes. It can infiltrate one area of your life or bleed into all of them, but regardless, perfection is almost always rooted in perception and shame. It’s wrapped in this idea that if we aren’t perfect, we’ve somehow failed; therefore, we’re unworthy of love and acceptance. But love is not contingent on our output.

			Listen, I’ve been there. I’ve allowed perfection to dictate whether or not I went for something. It’s caused me to quit, doubt, fester over disappointing others, and even myself. I think, if only. If only I can be pretty enough, smart enough, look a certain way, or work at just the right level, I’ll make everyone around me happy. I’ll be perfect enough that no one will judge or criticize my choices or who I am. But by reaching for perfection we deny our very existence. We hide our essence, trying to fit a mold we were never meant to be in.

			Make no mistake: Perfection is a myth. It’s not something any of us can obtain. Life is full of mistakes and regrets. It’s impossible to make choices that align with everyone around you. How many times have you sacrificed your own decision to appease someone else? We try to be perfect in the eyes of our parents, spouses, children, and even our friends. But what would happen if we opened up? If we honored our truth by saying I’m not perfect, but this is my decision. You won’t love it, but it’s what’s best for me and most aligned with what I value. You can’t perfect your way out of criticism, but you can imperfectly accept love as you are.

			In her book, Daring Greatly, Brené Brown says this about perfection: “Regardless of where we are on this continuum, if we want freedom from perfectionism, we have to make the long journey from ‘What will people think?’ to ‘I am enough.’ That journey begins with shame, resilience, self-compassion, and owning our stories. To claim the truths about who we are, where we come from, what we believe, and the imperfect nature of our lives, we have to be willing to give ourselves a break and appreciate the beauty of our cracks or imperfections. To be kinder and gentler with ourselves and each other. To talk to ourselves the same way we’d talk to someone we care about.”

			She’s right. When I began examining perfection, I found that it’s linked to so many other failure beliefs we tell ourselves. It manifests itself in comparison, self-doubt, guilt, expectations, people-pleasing, body image, and even our own qualifications. Listen, if we are truly driven to live a life of authenticity, we have to start by accepting our imperfect nature. It’s going to require us to become comfortable with our own stories, talents, and skin. It’s going to take us being driven by our values, instead of those of the world around us.

			“Sweetie, I know you want it to be perfect, but can I tell you a secret?” I said, kneeling close. “Perfect is boring.”

			“It is?” my son asked, looking confused.

			“You bet. If everyone and everything were perfect, how could you ever be you? All of your friends would be the same, and that’s not fun, is it?”

			“No way!” he exclaimed. “But how do I fix it?”

			“You turn it into a happy mistake. Make that little smudge his spikey back. Komodo dragons aren’t smooth anyway. Make it unique, bug, just like you.”

			Quite honestly, I was shocked by my answer, but motherhood stripped away my need for perfection. It exposed my flaws in every way possible. It pointed a finger directly in my face and said, “I dare you.” I dare you to tackle it all, and maintain perfection. And, believe me, I tried; for a little while. I attempted to do all the things and do every one of them flawlessly, and it left me in nothing but a puddle of tears. But I had a choice: I could strive for something that didn’t even bring me joy, or I could learn to let go. So, I walked perfection to the door and sent her on her way. I was done; done trying to obtain the unattainable. I simply wanted to be myself. I didn’t want to hide anymore. I didn’t want to worry about who I was or wasn’t disappointing, and I wanted my son to see the same.

			A few minutes later, he was back in the kitchen, proudly displaying his “happy mistake.”

			“I like him better when he’s not perfect!” he said with a smile.

			Me too, bug, me too.

			MOVING FORWARD

			Do you find yourself struggling with perfection? Identify the areas that drive these tendencies the most.

			Are the areas you identified externally driven or are they manifested internally by your own expectations? Remember, high expectations aren’t always a bad thing, but how do we keep them outside the realm of perfection?

			Where does the need for perfection stem from? What are you afraid of? (i.e.: judgment, disappointing someone, insecurity, failure, love, etc.?)

		

	
		
			
Chapter 2 
Running on Empty


			Failure Belief: I shouldn’t need to fill up

			Since I got my driver’s license I’ve been on time for everything. Work, parties, family events, coffee with friends, you name it…always prompt. I’m that annoying person who shows up fifteen minutes early, only to stalkily sit in your driveway until the clock strikes a more reasonable time. You know, more like five minutes before said party time. I thrive on routine. Always up at the same time, 5:15 a.m. every morning to start the workday. And then motherhood happened. Like a car crash you can’t look away from, it wrecked every ounce of routine I had.

			The other day I was running late per usual when my low fuel light came on. FML! I knew I was going to forget this morning. On the way home last night I had told myself to remember to get gas on the way to work and now look. I didn’t have time for this crap. Didn’t the universe know I was running late and short on time? The last thing I needed to do was take ten minutes to pump freaking gas! As I mumbled under my breath, my son’s voice came from the backseat, “What’s wrong, Mommy?” I glanced back in the rear-view mirror, soaking in his innocent little face. He was only three, but he knew enough to know I was stressed.

			“Nothing, honey.” I sighed. “Mommy is just running late per usual.”

			His little feet began bobbing up and down as he tried desperately to reach my center console.

			“You be a hot mess, Mommy.” He giggled, flashing me a toothy grin. He was right. I was a hot mess. I never used to be this way. I used to be on time and organized. Now I was perpetually late and sweating like a woman going through menopause. My lord, why was it so hot in this car?!

			I whipped into daycare and squeezed into the nearest parking space. The woman parked next to me grabbed hold of her child as if I were some kind of deranged lunatic. “Okay, bug. We’ve got to hurry,” I said clapping my hands like a coach. “Let’s move! Let’s move!”

			As I unbuckled him from his car seat, he laughed. I have a flare for the dramatic, and my son knows my antics well. While I was playfully kidding, I was also equal parts dead serious. I slung him onto my hip, flung his backpack over the opposite shoulder, and headed inside.

			“Friends, look who’s here!” his teacher shouted over the kids. “Can we give a nice, big hello to our friend?”

			“HIIIIIIII!!” they all shouted.

			“Okay, baby, have a good day today!” I said, hanging his backpack inside his cubby. “I love you, sweetheart. Mommy will be back to pick you up later today, okay?” I gave him a hug and kiss to get both him and me through the day and walked him over to the breakfast table. As I slipped out the door, I glanced through the window. I hate mornings like this. When am I going to get it together? OMG, Jenn! Gas. You need GAS! As I glanced at the clock behind the front desk, I quickly checked on my son while giving the assistant a look of desperation.

			“Have a great day!” I yelled as I shuffled out the door.

			Tell me I’m not the only mom like this, I thought to myself. When I got in my Jeep, I checked to see how many miles I had left on reserve. Twenty-five. Okay, as long I take the highway and don’t run into any traffic, I should be able to make it. Logical? Yes. Practical? Hardly. In hindsight, I realize I should have stopped for gas, but we all know any sensible woman in her right mind tests the limits in this case. So, I took my chances. I gambled and ran the bad boy bone dry. I limped it along and…ran into traffic because, of course. I watched the mileage meter tick down as my rage level went up. For the love, people. Just drive! Move out of the left-hand lane! You’ve GOT to be kidding me? Another freaking red light?!

			As I entered the security gate, my mileage light dinged again. One mile remaining. Perfect. The nearest gas station was over the bridge about three miles away. A portion of that is downhill, so surely I can make it. I grabbed the only parking spot left in the lot and glanced at the clock—8:51 a.m. Are you kidding me? I ignored every sign my car was on empty because I didn’t have time to fill up and I was still late. I didn’t even get gas. How is that even possible? Blame it on traffic or lack of planning, but whatever the reason, it got me thinking. How often do we do the same?

			How often do we rush from place to place, chauffeuring kids like it’s our job, filling up our calendars with appointments and parties? We field conference calls in the parking lot at our kid’s practice while family dinners look more like drive-thru in the SUV. Our work-life balance is non-existent, yet we lie to ourselves and tell others, “We’re just in a season of busy right now.” But are we? Will it truly settle down in time? Because, quite frankly, I don’t believe it will. We live in a society that glorifies hustle and busyness. Especially from mothers. Women have learned the role of martyr and we play it well. There’s something altruistic about being overcommitted. Everywhere we turn we hear the word more.

			Give more. Do more. Be more.

			And so, we trudge forward even when every bone in our body is telling us to stop, refuel, and slow down. We push the limits and ignore the signs. We limp along and coast on fumes until there’s nothing left.

			There was a quote that went viral a few years ago that said, “Women are supposed to work like we don’t have children & mother like we don’t have a job.” It resonated with so many of us for a reason. One sentence had the ability to summarize the load we carry. We live in a society that is hyper-focused on our output. If we’re not hustling, then we’re not thriving. If we’re not manifesting, then we’re not living to our fullest potential. We push our bodies to the brink without asking why. What am I actually gaining through the sacrifices made for the sake of the output? I’ll tell you. Nothing. I’ve adopted this set of ideals and standards that aren’t even my own. I’m upholding values I don’t even align with simply because society tells me I should.

			This narrative that we should be doing it all is slowly killing us. I’m sorry, but I’m already running on empty. I’m not going to wake up at 3:00 a.m. to meditate, journal my thoughts on gratitude, and get in a solid one-hour workout. Working out at that hour wouldn’t even be effective, anyway. I’m more apt to cause injury to myself or fall back asleep while in the lotus position.

			It’s not sustainable. We’re each given twenty-four hours in a day and I refuse to give up the seven hours I have remaining for sleep to hustle more. I’m tired of letting the world standards be the driver in my life. Somewhere along the way, I formed this perfect image of what motherhood and life would be like, but it’s not reality. The reality is, life is messy.

			The age-old saying, “You can’t pour from an empty cup” is a lie. You can. You can still tip the cup over and pretend to pour. Sure, the cup may be bone dry, but the act of pouring doesn’t stop unless you do. You get to choose.

			Stop avoiding what’s staring you right in the face. Your light is on. It has been for weeks, maybe even months, or years if we’re being completely honest with ourselves. You’re still pouring, but nothing is coming out. The burnout you feel and anxiety you can’t seem to shake are because you’re taking on too much. You’re overburdened and overworked. It’s okay to slow down. It’s okay to prioritize yourself in the mix. It’s not selfish—it’s absolutely essential.

			I know not everyone is afforded the luxury of sloughing off our burdens and dedicating countless hours for self-care. But that’s not what this is about. Sure, there may be times in our lives when it’s possible, but more often than not it’s simply not feasible. There are bills to pay and family to care for. The point is, somewhere along the way we’ve bought into this idea that in order to be a good mom we have to be busy 24/7, or somehow, we’re failing. It’s a crock.

			Do you want to know how to show up best for your family? Start showing up for yourself. It’s okay to start small. Check-in with yourself. Is your light on? Pause. Relax your shoulders and unclench your jaw. Take in a deep breath and reset. It doesn’t take much. Jam your favorite song, or read a few pages in an inspirational book. Get outside and move your body. Let the sun hit your face (with sunscreen, of course), and breathe in the fresh air. Don’t underestimate the power of nature. Disconnect from technology. I know mindlessly scrolling through social media or the news feels like a way to destress, but it’s a temporary distraction. It’s impossible to reconnect with ourselves when we’re stuck in the hamster wheel of comparison or reading about the latest stressors in the world. Trust me, put the phone down.

			Some days it will feel next to impossible to squeeze in time for yourself, but do it anyway. The demands of life don’t drive your purpose; you do. Do one simple thing for yourself every single day. Don’t ignore your light. It’s telling you to fill up, and when you do, I promise you’ll feel better for it.

			MOVING FORWARD

			Perform an energy scan of yourself. Pay attention to how you feel mentally, physically, and emotionally. How are each of those energy levels? Are there areas where you need to fill up?

			List out the things and commitments that drain you, as well as those areas that bring you joy.

			Once you’ve identified the things that fill your cup mentally, physically, and emotionally, schedule time throughout the week to ensure your bucket is being filled.

			What are your symptoms of how you feel when you’re running on empty? (i.e., easily agitated, resentful, tired, anxious, etc.) Knowing your body’s outward response to needing to fill up is half the battle. Take note of what your body is trying to tell you.

			When was the last time you checked in with yourself and recharged?

			How can you be intentional each day about reconnecting with yourself and doing one thing that energizes you?

			Create a zone just for you. This is a safe spot or corner of your home dedicated only to you. The intent is to practice going to this space to recharge and find inspiration.

		

	
		
			
Chapter 3 
Sitting Still…in Stillness


			Failure Belief: I need to be doing all the things

			I got sucked up by the vacuum. I wish I were joking, but it turns out all those times your mom told you as a kid that the vacuum can’t suck you up, well…it’s lies. ALL lies. I can’t even tell you how it happened. One minute I’m vacuuming, marveling at my productivity; the next, my foot is halfway in the Electrolux beater while I pray the emergency shutoff kicks in before my entire foot gets wrapped inside. Like, for the love. How does this happen? I didn’t know it was possible for your foot to even fit inside. Only I could somehow figure out it is.

			I’m happy to say that the emergency shutoff did, in fact, function properly; although not fast enough for the liking of my big toe. After wrangling my foot out and assessing the damage, I hobbled calmly to my little guy, who was playing down the hall. “I need you to go downstairs and tell Daddy to come up here right away.”

			“Why, Mommy, what’s wrong?” he asked.

			“I hurt my foot with the vacuum cleaner and I can’t really walk. Just go get Daddy.”

			I would have paid money to see my husband’s face in that moment. “Daddy,” my son called out on his way to the basement. “You need to get out of your meeting. Mommy got sucked up by the vacuum cleaner.”

			“Okay, bud. That’s great, but I’m a little busy right now,” my husband said, assuming it was one of our kiddo’s many ploys to get him to play upstairs.

			“No, Daddy. Mommy’s foot got sucked up in there. It ate her, and she’s bleeding. You got to hurry!”

			I sat on the hardwood floor clutching my foot, waiting for my husband to reassure me my toe wasn’t broken, or worse, falling off. I'm accident-prone by nature, but this was a whole new level, even for me.

			As he and my son approached the top of the stairs, he took one look at me and murmured, “Babe, how in the world?” I could see he was trying to hold back laughter.

			“Don’t even go there.” I fought back tears. “Just tell me it’s not broken.”

			Vacuum = 1

			Me = 0

			I spent the rest of the day with my foot propped up on the couch, trying to keep my big toe from swelling up like a balloon. Everything I had set out to accomplish that day was left unfinished in an instant. I wanted nothing more than to get up off the couch and finish my to-do list. I know, I know. You’re probably thinking, good lord, woman. You just got eaten by a vacuum. Just take a breather. But I’m a doer. I hate sitting. It’s not something I do well, nor really take the time to do. Sitting means stillness and rest; honestly, who has time for that? Earlier that day, I had been stressing about deadlines and all the balls I was juggling in the air. Or truthfully, letting fall to the ground. And here I was being forced to slow down and rest. That was seriously more tragic than my injured toe. See why my hubby calls me drama mama?

			I think many of us can relate to this scenario. Okay, maybe not the getting sucked up into a vacuum part, ahem. That one is for me, and me alone. But somewhere along the way, our perception has shifted. Stillness no longer exists. Instead, we welcome busyness and chaos as if it’s necessary and simply our way of life. Our schedules are jam-packed and our to-do lists are lengthy. We feel this constant need to be going and pushing or striving for the next big thing in order to feel like we are doing enough.

			I don’t know about you, but I’ve been pushing myself for what feels like a lifetime and it’s literally gotten me nowhere. The only things I have to show for it are wrinkles, gray hair, a saggy butt, and anxiety. My husband harps on me regularly to slow down and take a breather once in a while. But who has time for that? Not this girl.

			Apparently, it takes getting my foot mauled by a vacuum to get me to sit down for a day. That’s pathetic but entirely accurate. Injury or sickness is my body’s way of forcing me to rest. Neither are healthy, but isn’t that true for many of us? Maybe not the injury part, but when was the last time you took the time to rest? It shouldn’t take something nearly catastrophic to get us to find stillness.

			Take my husband, for example. He’s the master of stillness. Believe me, I’m not envious. It actually drives me absolutely insane and is the result of many unwanted death stares and heavy sighs within his earshot. I’m just not wired that way, but I’m learning to be.

			This whole vacuum incident got me thinking. Maybe the vacuum is the metaphor for all of the chaos in our lives. Sure, it’s loud and clunky, but it makes us feel as though we are accomplishing something and have our lives together. We see the perfectly carpeted vacuum lines and feel relief for an instant, just like crossing off items on a to-do list. So, we lug it around with us wherever we go, even though our backs are tired and we could use a rest. But if we aren’t careful, the very things we use to supposedly minimize the chaos within our lives can actually suck us up when we aren’t looking. Sometimes it’s a slow erode, whereas other times, it’s like ripping off a Band-Aid.

			I know because it happened to me. Literally. Instead of enjoying stillness and allowing myself the opportunity to recharge, I denied it at every turn. But as I type this, I’d like to think I’m getting better. My foot is, as well. I’m happy to report my toe isn’t broken, only bruised. Life has a funny way of getting our attention. Sometimes it takes getting beat up or knocked down (or getting mangled by a vacuum!) to recognize the very thing staring you right in the face. Stillness is okay; in fact, it’s necessary.
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