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“With a combo of love, sass, compassion, and most importantly, moving heartfelt honesty from her own motherhood journey, Beach gives mommas permission to drop the Momma Perfection Obsession and the Super Momma capes that have worn us down and worn us out. In Balance is Bullsh*t, she helps mothers bring voice to what are often secret, unexpressed feelings of guilt or feelings of Momma Bondage, to understanding self-care—newly—and in a deeper way that is more personal and holistic, addressing a mother’s whole self: emotionally, mentally, physically, socially, and spiritually.”

—Debrena Jackson Gandy, author of Sacred Pampering Principles, All the Joy You Can Stand, and The Love Lies
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To every mom

that has struggled to achieve the ever elusive “balance” in her life

To the ones who made me the mom I am today… Roarke, Tyler, Alex, Quincey, Ledgend, Jackson, Nolan, and Davis

And to Mike, the person who has been my greatest support






INTRODUCTION

HEY, MOMMA. How often do you hear the term “self-care”? You need to practice more self-care, you have to take more time for self-care, self-care this, self-care that. But I am going to guess that the term “self-care” has become for you an annoying buzzword more likely to invoke guttural moans, guffaws, and deep eye rolls instead of feelings of relief. Why? Because for so long, moms have been sold this ridiculous idea that we can balance it all and still prioritize our own needs—yet so many of us feel like we are constantly in survival mode just trying to make it through the day. We have limited time and little to no support and are constantly reminded of everything we aren’t getting right.

It’s no wonder the mere mention of self-care has become just another overwhelming thing for moms to add to their never-ending to-do list. It feels like toxic positivity masking another way to bully moms into feeling guilty because, yet again, we can’t possibly live up to this preconceived idea of motherhood that society is ramming down our throats. It’s become pretty clear that this balancing act that mothers have been sold is total bullshit! And I don’t know about you, but I am fed up with it. I believe it’s time that moms take back control of our own self-care.

I fell for the whole thing. I truly believed that I could be the best mom, be successful at my career, be a great wife, and make it all look easy. I thought if I had quiet time in the morning, worked out, got my nails done regularly, and ended my nights with a glass of wine or cup of tea, I should be able to handle all that was expected of me. And to my own detriment, I fought and fought and fought for that to be true. But damn, was I wrong. Instead, I was constantly fighting the feelings of exhaustion, failure, and overwhelm.

After parenting my way through almost two years of the hell that we know as the COVID pandemic (aka pure pandemonium), I broke. I didn’t have a major meltdown or anything like that. One day, I woke up and I just couldn’t anymore. I couldn’t focus, I couldn’t muster any energy, I couldn’t summon a damn about anything, and I couldn’t figure out why.

I usually come out of the holiday season rested and energized with a plan for the new year ready to go. As soon as my kids are back in school, normally I excitedly jump full force into everyday life as a mom, with work projects and a list of New Year’s resolutions I plan to pursue. But this time, I was a broken, exhausted, and overwhelmed mess. I was far beyond my breaking point, and I didn’t even have the capacity to see it coming because I was basically a zombie of a person. I tried so hard to pick myself up, but I just couldn’t pull it together and move on. I realized I had once again fallen into the trap of thinking I could balance it all on my own, and I felt like I had failed miserably. Then I was diagnosed with clinical burnout.

What is that? It’s a state of emotional, physical, and mental exhaustion resulting from prolonged or chronic stress that is recognized as a medical diagnosis by the World Health Organization. It often shows up as exhaustion, lack of motivation, self-alienation, and an inability to perform duties. So, even though “mommy burnout” is often joked about, there is actually a medical diagnosis for moms suffering from being chronically exhausted and stressed out.

I had no idea.

The sad part is, like so many other moms, I was pissed at myself and carried so much blame. I was pissed for missing the signs. I was pissed because the pandemic put me in a position where I didn’t really have a choice. I was pissed that the schools shut down and I was responsible for four neurodivergent kids’ virtual schooling and homeschooling and managing fifty-two zoom sessions a week while still maintaining my workload. I was pissed at my husband just because he had to work out of town. I was pissed because I felt like I had no choice but to keep going even though I knew I was falling apart at the seams. And, when it was “over,” I was pissed at society for acting like I was supposed to pick up like the last two years of my life never happened and just move on like I wasn’t right in the middle of a mental health crisis.

As I worked through eighteen months of therapy to get back to some version of myself, I had to ask, How the hell did I get here? I thought I had figured out this whole self-care thing. And I realized, it’s not that I wasn’t taking care of myself, I was just flat-out doing too much and did not have enough support for what I was going through. I had to learn that I don’t have to be a superhero or self- sacrificing martyr to be a good mom, wife, friend, or daughter. In fact, I had to learn that the exact opposite is true.

You can’t be the best version of yourself if your needs are constantly neglected while you take care of everyone else’s. Yes, most of us manage most of the time, but eventually the stress bubbles over. It’s only a matter of time before you crash and burn, mommy brain kicks into full drive, and the next thing you know you are crying on the living room floor because you yelled at everybody, you can’t find your keys or your cell phone, you are running late, and you feel like you are failing at balancing everything.

Every time I see an interview with a woman who happens to be a mother, the question always asked is “How do you balance it all?” I used to listen attentively for the answer, thinking that surely this person had figured out some way to make it all work. And now, every time I hear that question, I can feel rage bubbling up from the depths of my soul because that question perpetuates the nonsense idea that mothers have discovered some magical answer somehow making them capable of doing it all—when the truth is, it’s impossible to balance it all, all the time. Mothers are no more capable than anyone else, yet we are constantly being held to unrealistic standards.

Let me ask you: Are you always doing for others but never have time to prioritize your needs? Does it seem like your to-do list is on permanent scroll? Are you feeling perpetually burned out with no relief in sight? Does it feel like you can never get it all right no matter what you do or how hard you try?

What if I told you it’s not you? You are not failing.

Momma, we have been sold a bunch of bullshit. Society made us believe that motherhood would be the most natural role to transition into, that sacrificing yourself is the definition of a good mother, and putting everyone else’s needs first is a requirement of your role in the household. And worst of all, you should be able to easily balance all that comes along with this journey of motherhood, including caring for your own needs.



Who Am I to Have an Opinion About This?

I am not a therapist or some self-care guru. I am the birth mom of three kids, the adoptive mom of one, and the stepmom of four. Yep, you did the math right. I’ve been and still am parenting eight kids in one capacity or another. I have been there, done that, and cried about it in my closet. I’ve navigated working, staying at home, taking care of children with major medical situations, IEPs, 504s, blended families, family court, caring for an elderly parent, and so much more. I have run myself ragged, lost myself in motherhood, and burned out multiple times. I finally realized if I planned to survive motherhood, I had to figure out how to make the space I need for me in my life.

You and I have all been sold the dream that we can raise kids like a stay-at-home mom while bringing in income to contribute. We can easily keep a clean, organized home and make healthy, homemade dinners. We can raise well-rounded, kind, high-achieving kids by way of society-approved, positive, responsive, nonauthoritative parenting techniques in a stress-free, ever-joyous environment. There is time for each kid to participate in a sport and learn a musical instrument, and you should attend every practice, performance, and game. And don’t forget to keep up with grades, homework, and reading—and monitoring all online activity and device usage.

You should be able to manage the household and maintain everyone’s schedule and still make time for yourself. Be a “good” wife, dutiful daughter, dependable friend, and contributing member of your community (i.e., volunteer for the PTA, HOA, church activities, and neighborhood watch), but set personal boundaries on your time. Oh, and don’t forget to get eight hours of sleep, work out on a regular basis, eat healthy, maintain societal beauty standards, drink the recommended amount of water, attend therapy, sustain friendships, accomplish personal goals, and keep up with hobbies. No big deal, right? (Insert maniacal, exhausted laugh followed by a sob session.) Well, I am not buying this dream anymore and I call bullshit!




What This Book’s About

It doesn’t matter if you are a working mom, crunchy mom, married mom, stay-at-home mom, adoptive mom, tiger mom, single mom, work-at-home mom, helicopter mom, divorced mom, homeschooling mom, part-time working mom, stepmom, sports mom, silky mom, hot-mess mom, or whatever random combination of mom. Every last one of us is struggling to balance it all. I can almost guarantee that most of us have tried reading a self-care book or two, but so many of the so-called self-care books don’t deal with the reality of real-life, day-to-day motherhood. They tell you all the things you should be doing but not how the hell to actually accomplish any of it while trying your best to navigate the impossible list of expectations that come with being a mom.

I am assuming if you picked up this book, you feel the same way. You know that you need to focus on taking better care of yourself, but you are struggling with the when, where, what, and how the hell anyone is incorporating self-care into this chaotic life. You have probably watched a ton of self-care gurus on social media, and maybe you rolled your eyes at their perfectly curated morning routine or guffawed at their seemingly child-free, ultraclean home.

I wrote this book to give everyday moms practical advice from another mom who gets it. This book is designed to help you take ownership of your self-care and build a self-care practice that supports you in prioritizing your needs, for your life, with your circumstances, and can ebb and flow as your life changes. This book helps you come to terms with the reality of your life as a mother, prioritize self-care practices that are important to you, get over mom guilt and Super Mom Syndrome, and build a modern-day village to support you in your journey. I definitely throw in a few good rants (because a good fucking rant is often needed) but also remind you to celebrate your wins and give yourself grace.

You don’t have to fulfill the role of perfect mom, daughter, wife, or anything to deserve the same nurturing that you give to others in your life. You are worthy of the investment of time, energy, and focus on your well-being whether you are thriving, failing, or anything in between. And I want every mother struggling with the bullshit idea of balancing it all to know that she deserves to prioritize herself!

I’m not here to make all this sound pretty or easy. I won’t be gaslighting you into believing that you can do it all, all the time. I am here to tell you the truth about motherhood and self-care. I won’t be using any psychobabble or quoting any research or qualitative data in these pages. I won’t tell you to cleanse your crystals, find a quiet corner to meditate, or burn sage in your home (actually that might help a little if you are raising feral demons). And I for damn sure won’t be telling you to get up at 4:00 AM, run five miles, or switch your coffee to some rank mushroom alternative. I know you already have more than you can handle on your plate, so I am here to give it to you straight and help you unload that plate like a real mom friend would—because I know you don’t have time for any bullshit!








CHAPTER 1: ACKNOWLEDGE THE LOAD: WTF IS ACTUALLY HAPPENING


I WANTED TO HAVE CHILDREN my entire life, lots of fantastic children. I spent a lot of time daydreaming about how many kids I would have and imagining what they would look like. I fantasized about how many boys and girls there would be and what their little personalities would be like. I would of course breastfeed, make all their food from scratch, and be an attachment, positive-parenting guru. It was going to be the most joyous time of my life because I had the perfect plan for being an ideal mother with exemplary little children.

Nothing could go wrong because I was so prepared. I had a bachelor’s in child development and had been working with children since I was a child myself. I worked in summer camps, taught dance classes to every age group, worked in school settings, and babysat. There was nothing more I could have done to be the amazing mom I conjured up in my head. I just knew I would nail this mom thing [insert maniacal laugh].

Well, as you probably guessed, things haven’t exactly gone as planned. When I had my first child, I immediately knew that I was going to have to throw my ideal vision of motherhood out the damn window. I struggled through raw and bloody nipples, postpartum hormonal sweats, and lots of tears to breastfeed my firstborn. It felt like I spent the first six weeks of being a new mom topless, bound to a rocking chair in my room, and crying in pain every time my little bundle of joy latched onto my boob. I was suddenly this zombie of a person who walked around, babbling incoherently, smelling like spit-up, checking that my sleeping baby was still breathing an unreasonable number of times, and wondering just what the hell I got myself into.

I found myself in a silent internal battle trying to reconcile the difference between what I imagined motherhood to be versus the shit show that was happening right before my eyes. Nothing was going as planned, and I was trying to get a grasp on the gamut of conflicting emotions I was feeling: elated and overwhelmed, fulfilled but isolated, and supported yet deceived. And wondering why the hell didn’t anyone warn me this was going to happen.

The reality of motherhood versus what I imagined it to be did not match up at all. Little did I know that the weight of motherhood would flip everything upside down, effectively obliterating my life as I knew it. Never did I think that I would have to reimagine who I am. As my family grew, the increasing demands of motherhood shifted my mental, physical, social, emotional, and spiritual needs. With each kid, it took time to adjust to new demands made on me in ways that I had no idea I needed to account for.

I think we all have heard the saying that if you want to make God laugh, tell him your plans. And apparently God saw fit to make my life a comedy of errors. I never had plans to be a mom/stepmom of eight kids. I didn’t consider what having a child with a life- threatening medical issue might be like. I definitely didn’t think about what could happen if any of these imaginary children were neurodivergent or atypical in any way. I had no idea what it would mean to be the default parent and the toll that can take on a person.

And never did I imagine that my motherhood journey would be filled daily with tears, mental meltdowns, overwhelm, noise aversion, and questioning my sanity. It felt like with the addition of each child, I went through extreme changes that overwhelmed me to the point where I felt like I lost myself. And I didn’t even know how far gone I was until I came out on the other end of it and realized how much change I experienced. And I am not going to sit here and act like it is some beautiful process. It’s an inevitable, all-consuming process that scrubbed me raw, down to my very soul, leaving me with a completely different version of myself.

The truth is, we have all been force-fed an unattainable version of motherhood, and it’s a total scam. We see images of perfect children and mothers who not only have “bounced back” but seem to be thriving. So when you find yourself with a sweaty mom bun, wearing granny panties and a stained bra, and a screaming infant in your arms who won’t calm down enough to feed, you think you are doing something wrong. And when you no longer recognize who you are, you must be going insane. But the reality is: This is normal.

You don’t expect that becoming a mom means that life as you know it will crumble right before your eyes—and that you are going to have to sort through the remnants to piece back together some version of you. The stability of your daily schedule is snatched away, and it feels like you are being held hostage by the whims of a tiny dictator. You are in a frenzy trying to meet the needs of this demanding little person while struggling to meet your own changing mental, emotional, social, physical, and spiritual needs… while running a household. There doesn’t seem to be time for you to take a breath and figure anything out. What’s more, you’re probably struggling with some combination of sleep deprivation, postpartum anxiety, postpartum depression, mom guilt, mom brain, or all of them.

Maybe your children are far past the infant stage, and you are struggling because your kids’ schedules have taken over your life and they seem needier than ever. You thought that you would have more balance once they got older, but the reality is it feels like you are running around nonstop and doing everything for everyone but yourself. You are constantly on the go, yet you feel like you can never get anything done on your crazy to-do list. You are drowning and in desperate need of a lifeline, but no one seems to notice. And if one more person says, “I don’t know how you do it,” you are going to lose your shit!

No matter what stage of motherhood you are in, I am going to guess that you probably picked up this book because you are at the end of your rope. You are overwhelmed, overstimulated, and overtired, and you can’t seem to find a way to prioritize yourself in the chaos of motherhood. You are constantly going nonstop, yet you feel as if you never get enough done. And of course, you know you need more time for self-care, but how the hell could you possibly fit that in the mix? And what is self-care even supposed to look like when you barely recognize who you are anymore?

Self-care can be an elusive idea to grasp, especially when you are battling the belief that once you have kids you are no longer a priority. The typical self-care practices pushed on moms are often framed as ways to escape from our lives: bubble baths, girls’ trips, spa appointments, or an alcoholic drink at the end of the day. And while days at the spa, weekend getaways, or nightly glasses of wine can be valid forms of self-care, they are either far-fetched, frivolous dreams or small reprieves that don’t even begin to address the depth of exhaustion moms are feeling.

In my own journey, I realized that I not only had to change how I practiced self-care but I also had to shift my beliefs about self-care. We have to stop viewing self-care as time to escape from our lives. I am asking you to shift the way you think about self-care to a much longer-term, more strategic point of view. This is not about the momentary relief of an unplanned trip to the nail salon. This is about building habits and practices that consistently address your emotional, mental, physical, social, and spiritual well-being. This is about no longer viewing self-care as a luxury you can’t afford or don’t have time for but as a necessity you can’t function without. I need you to take your self-care as seriously as you take a two-year-old’s nap time…. It has to happen, or all hell breaks loose!

The other thing I realized was that the act of self-care should not be another thing you try to do perfectly. This is about the practice of caring for yourself consistently over time. One of the key words here is practice! That means you are performing an exercise or skill habitually over time in order to improve or maintain proficiency—in your emotional, mental, physical, social, and spiritual well-being. The other key words when discussing self-care are you, your, and yourself because the practice has to work for you, in your life, so you can maintain yourself.

With all that said, the first step in the process is to get real about what your day-to-day life actually looks like in order to give yourself a more realistic understanding of the who, what, when, where, and how of all the shit that is on your plate. You need to get a clear picture of your current reality so that you know what you are actually doing within the twenty-four hours you get day in and day out. I would venture to say that so many of you don’t fully count all that you do in a day. The number of times I have heard a mom say she didn’t get anything done today when she probably did three times more than the average person tells me that a lot of moms discount so many of the things they manage on a daily basis.

Many of us are in auto mode. We do without even realizing how much we are doing: the physical day-to-day work, the planning, the emotional regulation, the mental load, and more. All too often, the importance of what you do is overlooked, oversimplified, and underappreciated. And you are probably just as guilty of undermining the load you carry whether it’s because of denial, being too overwhelmed to realize, or being conditioned to believe that no matter what you do, it’s never enough. But this shit has to stop. You do so much for your family, and I need you to take the time to recognize that!

How many hours do you spend breastfeeding or changing diapers? How much time do you spend playing the role of Uber mom? How much homework do you do with your kids? How many snacks and meals do you make a day? How many hours do you work? How long do you spend doing chores around the house? How much time do you spend grocery shopping? How often do you restock household items like toilet paper or cleaning supplies? How many activities are your kids involved in, and how much of your time does that take? How much sleep are you really getting at night? How many schedules are you maintaining? How much time in your day do you spend holding a child, wiping tears, putting Band-Aids on nonexistent booboos, saying the same doggone thing over and over, responding to “Mom!” 5,378 times, breaking up ridiculous fights, redirecting behavior, reminding kids to just brush their dang teeth…?

This may seem daunting, but I am going to walk you through documenting all that you do in your day-to-day life. Please do not use this process to judge yourself. That’s not what this is about. This is about documenting all the labor that you may or may not consider. You are just taking stock of your time so that you can make the invisible load visible. This is to give you a clearer picture of all the things you take care of so that you have a more accurate picture of how you spend your time.


Make a List of the Motherload

So, let’s get started on this long, exhausting, overwhelming “motherload” list. It may seem mind-boggling, but it is quite cathartic when all is said and done. Seeing all that you do gives you perspective and begins to alleviate the mom guilt that is often the driving force for Super Mom Syndrome (we’ll talk about that later). It also helps you see all the things that are taking up your mental, physical, emotional, social, or spiritual capacity that may or may not be of importance to you. I am not going to lie: This process is going to take an investment of your time, but I promise that spending time to acknowledge all that you do is worth its weight in gold.

How do you do this? Let’s break this down into steps so it is a little easier. This process is to simply take stock of your motherload and put it into a tangible list. I don’t care if you think it’s an insignificant task. Write it down! I don’t care if you don’t even do the task yourself. If you manage the tasks—like your kids doing chores, for instance—write it down! If it’s just something you think about, write it down! If it’s something you constantly have to remind your kids to do, write it down! Fielding all the autobot calls from your kids’ schools, write it down! Write down every damn app you check for school and sports activities for after-school programs. Write it all down!

You can write it by hand in a notebook or on scratch paper. You can do it on the go in your notes app on your phone or type it all in a Word doc. You can jot it down in the note pages in the back of your planner. You can even build an entire color-coded Excel file if that’s what works for you. It doesn’t matter how you record it because this taking stock of every bit of mental, physical, emotional, social, or spiritual labor you undertake is just for your eyes. If you feel shame, guilt, or judgment bubbling up, that’s okay. Take a moment to acknowledge the feeling and then let it go. But I have a hunch you’ll actually experience the opposite.


Step 1

The first question you need to address is “What care tasks do you do on a daily basis?”

Take seven separate sheets of paper or create seven sections and label them with the days of the week.

Take seven minutes per day to write down care tasks that you do for all those who fall under your care for every day of the week.

These are typically tasks, chores, and errands that tend to recur on a daily basis and are never-ending. Write down everything you can think of: getting everyone up in the morning, making lunches, making breakfast, driving to school, checking backpacks, signing school papers, checking school and sports apps, dishes, laundry, appointment making, meal planning, grocery shopping, cooking, diaper changing, breastfeeding, taxiing to extracurricular activities, planning weekends, organizing playdates, volunteering at school, picking up messes, wiping down sticky surfaces, and anything else that comes up for you.

Don’t qualify it, just write it.

There is no right or wrong way to go about this. It may work for you to go through the timeline of your day and write down tasks according to your daily schedule. Maybe it works better to group tasks by category, such as school, household management, and so on. You may get stuck and have to spend a few minutes thinking. That’s okay. The important thing is that you start writing and keep logging everything that comes to mind.




Step 2

For one week, carry your list with you and add anything that comes up throughout the day that you may have missed. It may be making multiple meals for dinner, looking for matching shoes, or running to the grocery store for the third time in a week.

If you have a repetitive daily task such as breastfeeding, changing diapers, wiping butts, or giving medication, create a tally section so that you know how many times a day you are doing it (such as, Breastfeeding: III).

Step 2 can happen simultaneously with the remaining steps. For Steps 3 to 7, you will need to block off seventy minutes of uninterrupted time.




Step 3

The second question is “What household management tasks are you responsible for?”

For ten minutes, write down any tasks that you are in charge of doing or managing pertaining to your household. This can include anything from keeping the kitchen and pantry stocked, cleaning, bills you are in charge of paying, managing the kids’ chores, and so on. If you have to think about it, that means you are doing mental labor to get it done. Write it down!

Take a five-minute break.




Step 4

The third question is “What tasks do you perform on a weekly, monthly, or annual basis?”

For ten minutes, write down any tasks that don’t take place on a daily basis, such as doctors’ appointments, summer camp registration, holiday planning, family vacation, birthday parties, and so on.

Take a five-minute break.




Step 5

The fourth question is “What tasks do you take on that have to do with your parenting partner?” (Answer this question whether you are in a romantic relationship or not.)

Take ten minutes to write down any tasks that include planning for or with your parenting partner, from scheduling date nights or having sex to family planning time. If you are not romantically involved with your parenting partner, this may include planning visitation, communicating about the kids, or managing transitions between homes. And if you don’t have an active parenting partner (regardless of whether they live in the home or not), think about the mental, physical, emotional, and spiritual work you do to compensate. Some examples may be having to cover for their lack of involvement (i.e., make up reasons they didn’t show up that won’t break your kiddo’s heart), managing all the finances on your own, managing your kids’ expectations and emotions, etc.

Take a five-minute break. Hell, you might need longer for this step in particular, depending on how pissed off you are. And that’s okay because you deserve to be pissed.




Step 6

At this point, I want you to take a moment and look over your list. The fifth question is “Are you on the list?”

I am going to guess that you have probably overlooked a lot of things you have to do that are not for anyone but you. So now, think about all the tasks you must complete for yourself and take ten minutes to put yourself on the list.

This might include tasks like tracking your period, work tasks, personal doctor appointments, getting gas, hair appointments, keeping up with text messages, and so on and so forth. You don’t need to get as specific as, say, putting in your contacts daily, but write a general list of things you do for yourself.

Take a five-minute break.




Step 7

The sixth question is “What activities do you participate in that take up more of your time than you care to admit?”

For ten minutes, I need you to ask yourself: Are you scrolling social media for hours a day? Do you like to watch trash reality TV at the end of the night for longer than you planned? Do you get stuck playing Candy Crush, Solitaire, Merge Mansion, or any other game for more time than you would like to admit?

It’s okay. We all do it. And again this is not a place for judgment, just acknowledgment. So write it down! And I will openly acknowledge that, according to my phone, I easily spend an hour-plus a day playing one or more of the aforementioned games.




Step 8

Sit with your list for a few days. Keep it accessible, and anytime something comes up that you didn’t previously think of, write it down—all the things that never really quite get done but are constantly on your mind and all the little tasks that you do day in and day out that go unnoticed. You will be surprised by the things that you overlook because you do them without even thinking. It may be picking up after everyone at night or remembering everyone’s medication schedules. No matter how minor it seems or how long it’s been on your to-do list, write it down!






Acknowledge the Invisible Labor

Why am I putting so much emphasis on telling you to write it all down? I know this is a tedious and maybe even overwhelming task, but it is really important for you to see everything that you do, right in front of your face, all at once. When I did this for myself, I realized that I didn’t give myself credit for so much of what I did every single day. I often didn’t account for the small, mundane things that tend to occupy my day—things like sorting through school papers, checking the thirty-seven apps my kids need for school, making appointments, answering text and e-mails, negotiating bedtime, redirecting fighting kids, and planning, shopping for, and making meal after meal.

These are the inevitable things that happen every day that we tend to overlook as insignificant. But the truth is that these mundane things are the everyday tasks that make up the invisible labor that constantly takes up your emotional, mental, physical, social, and spiritual capacity. Not acknowledging them continues to keep the load invisible not only to others but to yourself. Your list substantiates all that you do and validates why you are feeling stressed out, overwhelmed, overstimulated, anxious, exhausted, or any combination of feelings.

Now, read your list again with that new perspective and take a deep breath because—whew, girl—that’s a lot! I need you to acknowledge the fact that it took over a week to get a comprehensive list of all the things you do. Being faced with the list you created may bring up big feelings for you, and it’s okay to sit with those feelings, but most of all, be proud of yourself for finally acknowledging all that you do. Good job, Momma!
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