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Are you bombarded with emotions such as fear, anger, or regret that dominate your day? The
good news is you can learn how to have better reactions which will lead to better
relationships.Lysa knows what it’s like to become emotionally unglued but she’s also learned
that the Bible provides a pathway to help us process and manage our emotions. This companion
devotional to the bestselling book Unglued provides extra encouragement as readers learn how
to handle their emotional struggles. Each devotion includes:A daily opening ScriptureThought
for the DayDevotionClosing prayerGod gave us emotions to experience life, not destroy it. Today,
embrace how you were made and find peace with yourself and others.

About the AuthorLysa TerKeurst is president of Proverbs 31 Ministries and the author of more
than twenty-five books, including It's Not Supposed to Be This Way and the #1 New York Times
bestsellers Forgiving What You Can't Forget and Uninvited. She writes from her family's farm
table and lives in North Carolina. Connect with her at www.LysaTerKeurst.com or on social
media @LysaTerKeurst.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.Unglued
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Lord your God who takes hold of your right hand and says to you, Do not fear; I will help
you." (ISAIAH 41:13)Thought for the Day: While feeling unglued is all I've really known, today my
life can be different.I'm sad because of the way I acted today. I'm disappointed in my lack of self-
control. And the more I relive my emotionally driven tirade, the more my brain refuses sleep.I
have to figure this out. What is my problem? Why can't I seem to control my reactions? I stuff. I
explode. And I don't know how to get a handle on this. But God help me if I don't get a handle on
this. I will destroy the relationships I value most and weave into my life permanent threads of
short-temperedness, shame, fear, and frustration. Is that what I really want? Do I want my
headstone to read, "Well, on the days she was nice, she was really nice. But on the days she
wasn't, rest assured, hell hath no fury like the woman who lies beneath the ground right here"?
No. That's not what I want. Not at all. I don't want the script of my life to be written that way.So, at
2:08 a.m., I vow to do better tomorrow. But better proves elusive and my vow wears thin in the
face of daily annoyances and other unpleasant realities. Tears slip, and I'm worn out from trying.
Always trying.I feel broken. Unglued, actually. I have vowed to do better at 2:08 a.m. and 8:14
a.m. and 3:37 p.m. and 9:49 p.m. and many other minutes in between. So why aren't things
getting better? Why aren't my reactions tamer?I know what it's like to praise God one minute and
in the next minute yell and scream at my child—and then to feel both the burden of my
destructive behavior and the shame of my powerlessness to stop it.The emotional demands
keep on coming. Unrelenting insecurity. Wondering if anyone appreciates me. Feeling tired,
stressed, and hormonal.Feeling unglued is really all I've ever known. And I'm starting to wonder
if maybe it's all I'll ever be.Those were the defeating thoughts I couldn't escape. Maybe you can
relate. If you relate to my hurt, I pray you will also relate to my hope. While unglued is all I've
really known, I believe that with God's help, today my life can be different. That's my personal
revelation of hope. The pages of this devotional are my hope journal. A place of tender mercies
and grace given so many times it almost seems scandalous. How can our God be so patient? I
don't know. But He is. Today, He's offering us the fresh start our souls desperately need. Our key
verse from Isaiah 41 promises He will help us. We can be different. A slate wiped clean. A page
crisp white. A chance to start rewriting the old scripts of past failures. For me. For you.
Together.We can do this.God, thank You that this is a new twenty-four hours. Today, I want to
believe I can start writing a new script for my life. Help me to overcome the disbelief I have
because of my past failures. Amen.DAY 2Imperfect ProgressPractice these things; immerse
yourself in them, so that all may see your progress. (1 TIMOTHY 4:15 ESV)Thought for the Day:
Just because something is hard doesn't mean it's impossible.What kept me from making
changes with my raw emotions was the feeling I wouldn't do it perfectly. I knew I'd still mess up
and come unglued. Sometimes we girls think if we don't make instant progress, then real change



isn't coming. But that's not so. There is a beautiful reality called imperfect progress. The day I
realized the glorious hope of this kind of imperfect change is the day I gave myself permission to
believe I really could be different.Imperfect changes are slow steps of progress wrapped in
grace ... imperfect progress. And good heavens, I need lots of that. So I dared to write this in my
journal:Progress. Just make progress. It's okay to have setbacks and the need for do-overs. It's
okay to draw a line in the sand and start over again—and again. Just make sure you're moving
the line forward. Move forward. Take baby steps, but at least take steps that keep you from being
stuck. Then change will come. And it will be good.These honest words enabled me to begin
rewriting my story. Not that I erased what came before, but I stopped rehashing it and turned the
page afresh. Eventually, I started blogging about my raw emotions and imperfect changes. In
response, I got comments whispering, "Me too.""Being unglued, for me, comes from a
combination of anger and fear," wrote Kathy. "I think part of it is learned behavior. This is how my
father was." Courtney honestly admitted, "I come unglued when I feel out of control because my
kids are screaming or fighting or whining or negotiating and won't listen. I like silence, calm,
obedience, and control. When it's not going 'my way,' I come unglued and freak out and it goes
quiet. And then the regret comes."And the comments kept coming, all of them expressing the
exact same struggle, the same frustration, and the same need for hope. Women with kids and
women without kids. Women caring for aging parents and women struggling with being the aging
parent. Women working in the home and outside the home. So many women whose daily
circumstances differed but whose core issues were the same.I realized then that maybe other
women could make some imperfect progress too. And a book idea was born from that simple
realization. But I had to laugh at the irony of it. I had just published a book called Made to Crave
that dealt with what goes into my mouth. Now I was writing a book called Unglued to deal with
what comes out of my mouth. Obviously my mouth gets me into lots of trouble!This Unglued
journey is about my imperfect progress. It's an honest admission that this struggle of reining in
how I react has been hard for me. But hard doesn't mean impossible.How hard something is
often depends on your vantage point. For example, consider the shell of an egg. Looking at it
from the outside, we know an eggshell is easily broken. But if you're looking at that same shell
from the inside, it seems an impenetrable fortress. It's impossible for the raw white and tender
yolk to penetrate the hardness of the eggshell. But given time and the proper incubation, the
white and yolk develop into a new life that breaks through the shell and shakes itself free. And in
the end, we can see that the hard work of cracking the shell was good for the new baby chick.
The shell actually provided a place for new life to grow, and then enabled the chick to break forth
in strength.Might the same be true for our hard places? Might all this struggle with our raw
emotions and unglued feelings have the exact same potential for new life and new strength?I
think so. I know so. I've seen so.Mother Teresa is quoted as saying, "Be faithful in small things
because it is in them that your strength lies." Make some small imperfect progress today and
discover your potential for new life and new strength.God, this process is revealing to me my
greater need for You each day. Please help me to take steps toward making imperfect progress



today. Amen.DAY 3God, I'm a Little Mad and a Lot ConfusedTrust in the LORD with all your heart
and lean not on your own understanding; in all your ways submit to him, and he will make your
paths straight. (PROVERBS 3:5-6)Thought for the Day: God is big enough to handle our honest
feelings.Kick off your shoes and get ready to get gut-honest. When God doesn't seem to be
answering our prayers, it can be hard. Sometimes, downright awful.One minute, I'm determined
to trust God. The next, I feel myself questioning God. The "why" questions tumble in so hard. My
heart hurts. My tears fall. And in those raw moments I just feel a little mad and a lot
confused.Ever been there?I don't want to oversimplify what to do in these times. Facing issues
that never seem to stop is tough. Really tough. Especially those situations where the answers
aren't easy or clean-cut. But I have discovered three things that help me when God seems
silent.1. Press into God when you want to pull away.When I really want to hear from God, but He
seems silent, I sometimes find I want to disengage from my normal spiritual activities. Skip
church. Put my Bible on the shelf. And let more and more time lapse between prayers.But pulling
away only makes things worse. God says, "You will seek me and find me when you seek me with
all your heart" (Jeremiah 29:13). All my heart includes the parts that are broken. Bring it all to
God.He can handle your honesty and will respond. But we have to go where truth is. Go to
church. Listen to praise music. Read the Bible. Memorize verses. And keep talking to God.2.
Praise God out loud when you want to get lost in complaints.In the midst of whatever you're
facing, find simple things for which to praise God. I don't mean thank Him for the hard stuff. I
mean thank Him for the other simple, good things you still experience. A child's laugh. A bush
that blooms. The warmth of a blanket. The gift of this breath and then the next.Scripture reminds
me that praise leads to newness: "He put a new song in my mouth, a song of praise to our God;
many will see and fear and will trust in the Lord" (Psalm 40:3 NASB). We can literally find new
words with which to process life in a more positive way when we choose to praise God instead
of complain.3. Put yourself in the company of truth.That friend who speaks truth? Listen to her.
Stay connected to her. Let her speak truth into your life even when you're tired of hearing it. As
Proverbs 12:26 (NASB) encourages, "The righteous is a guide to his neighbor." Stand in the
shadow of her faith when you feel your own faith is weak. Let her lead you back to God time and
time again.It's okay to feel a little mad and a lot confused. Our God is big enough to handle our
honest feelings. But don't let your feelings lead you away from God or away from His truth. Press
into Him. Praise Him. And put yourself in the company of truth. As you stay with God in these
ways, you will be ready to receive His answer when it comes.Dear Lord, thank You for
understanding me, even when I'm mad or confused. I pray I would daily be intentional in coming
close to You and praising You. Help me to find a good friend whom I can trust to speak truth into
my life. In Jesus' name. Amen.DAY 4Feeling Guilty?For you created my inmost being; you knit
me together in my mother's womb. I praise you because I am fearfully and wonderfully made;
your works are wonderful, I know that full well. (PSALM 139:13-14)Thought for the Day:
Sometimes I feel guiltier for what I'm not than thankful for what I am.I gathered the restaurant
bags, sighed, and crammed them into the overstuffed trash can. A friend had sent me a recipe



that day that involved peeling and chopping and simmering. I imagined her trash can full of fresh
veggie peelings and other things that proved her kitchen produced way more homemade
goodness than mine.And a little thread of guilt wrapped around my heart.Sometimes I feel
guiltier for what I'm not than thankful for what I am.But there was sweet grace waiting for me in a
little yogurt shop that night. My daughter had asked if I would come and speak to a Bible study
she was helping organize. "Mom, I think a lot of people are going to show up."So instead of
cooking that night, I ordered out. Again. And I drove to the yogurt shop with a girl whose heart
was full of excitement and expectation.People were everywhere. Young people. Invited people.
And parents. Nearly two hundred people packed inside the yogurt shop and overflowed outside.
My daughter smiled.I took the microphone and spoke from my heart. I told my story. I taught
truth. I invited the people to let Jesus be the Lord of their hearts.And many who had never done
so said yes to God that night. A teen girl who tried to commit suicide last year. She stood to
accept Jesus. A young man with tears in his eyes. He stood to accept Jesus. A mom and a dad.
They stood to accept Jesus. Along with many others.In the yogurt shop.With a woman whose
trash can was filled with take-out bags and who isn't the greatest cook, but a woman who wants
to learn to be more thankful for what I am than guilty for what I'm not.Maybe you are the friend
with the veggie peelings in the trash can and steaming homemade goodness on the
table.Celebrate that.Or maybe you are like me. And your gifts are less tasty.Celebrate that.And
cut the threads of guilt with the edge of grace.Dear Lord, You made me in Your image—and that
is something I seem to forget daily. Please help me remember to celebrate and live in who You
made me to be, and not dwell on what I wish I were. In Jesus' name. Amen.DAY 5Self-
ControlLike a city whose walls are broken through is a person who lacks self-control.
(PROVERBS 25:28)Thought for the Day: The answer to keeping God's power with me and
working in me to produce self-control is letting His Word get inside me.Have you ever been in a
discussion with a loved one when something snarky gets said and suddenly your blood pressure
sky rockets, your nerves fray, and the worst version of you begs to come out?Not that this
ehhhhhver happens to me, of course.Ahem.Of course it happens to me. I live with other
humans.Whenever any kind of relationship conflict arises, my choice is whether to give the other
person power to control my emotions.When I react by yelling or flying off the handle or making a
snappy comeback, I basically transfer my power to the other person. When I am void of power, I
am void of self-control. So, it seems to me, if I'm going to remain self-controlled, I have to keep
my power.Now, when I say "my power," I don't mean something I conjure up myself. I am
referring to God's power working in me. When I react according to God's Word, I feel that power.
When I react contrary to God's Word, I feel powerless.The prophet Isaiah provides a good
reminder of what God Himself has said about tapping into His power, no matter what situation
we are facing:"As the rain and the snow come down from heaven, and do not return to it without
watering the earth and making it bud and flourish, so that it yields seed for the sower and bread
for the eater, so is my word that goes out from my mouth: It will not return to me empty, but will
accomplish what I desire and achieve the purpose for which I sent it." (Isaiah 55:10-11)Did you



catch that? The answer to keeping God's power with me and working in me to produce self-
control is letting His Word get inside me. His Word seeping into my mind and my heart will
accomplish things—good things, powerful things, things that help me display self-control.So, all
that to say, here's my new tactic: When I'm facing a situation where someone is getting on my
last good nerve, I'm going to start quoting God's Word in the present tense. For example, if one
of my sweet children starts acting not so sweet, I might say aloud (or silently, depending on the
situation) words based on 1 Peter 5:6-8:In this moment I'm choosing to be self-controlled and
alert. Your actions are begging me to yell and lose control. I do have an enemy, but that enemy is
not you. The devil is prowling and roaring and looking to devour me through my own lack of
control right now. But I am God's girl. That's right, I am. I am going to humbly and quietly let God
have His way in me right now. And when I do this, God will lift me and my frayed nerves up from
this situation and fill me with a much better reaction than what I can give you right now. So give
me just a few minutes and then we'll calmly talk about this.Girl, that's some power right
there.And it will make you shine with so much self-control that your kids, your friends, your
spouse, your coworkers won't know what to do with you.Can you imagine what might happen if
we wrote out powerful responses from God's Word on three-by-five cards and pulled them out
every time we found ourselves in a situation? Take the first step by starting with one of the
verses we've looked at today. Tuck that card away in your purse or put it someplace you will see
it frequently.I love being God's girl. Don't you?Dear Lord, thank You that Your Word applies to so
many areas of my life. Sometimes I really struggle with self-control and I need Your power to help
me react in a graceful, godly way. In Jesus' name. Amen.DAY 6The Root of My RotDo not
conform any longer to the pattern of this world, but be transformed by the renewing of your mind.
Then you will be able to test and approve what God's will is his good, pleasing and perfect will.
(ROMANS 12:2)Thought for the Day:How we react is a crucial gauge of what's really going on
inside us.Last week, I got all twisted up and bent out of shape. And, honey, everyone in my
house knew Mama wasn't happy. I tried everything to usher gentleness back into my tone and
my temper.I quoted verses.I rebuked Satan.I bossed my feelings around with truth.I even tried to
take a nap.But none of these activities soothed me.One of my people had done something to
introduce a smell into my home that not even three Yankee candles could mask. And I am
supersensitive to smells. Like hyper-crazy sensitive.(Continues...)Excerpted from Unglued
Devotionalby Lysa TerKeurst Copyright © 2012 by Lysa TerKeurst. Excerpted by permission of
Zondervan. All rights reserved. No part of this excerpt may be reproduced or reprinted without
permission in writing from the publisher.Excerpts are provided by Dial-A-Book Inc. solely for the
personal use of visitors to this web site.
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ThoughtsA Personal Word for YouHi Friend,I consider it a privilege for my words to be part of
your devotional time during the coming weeks. As I write, I’m imagining where you’ll be when
reading this. In a quiet coffee shop sipping something warm and wonderful? Beside a pile of
laundry in your toy-filled den? At an office desk during your lunch break?Wherever you are, I
give these words to you as my imperfect gift. God has taught me so much about making wise
choices in the midst of raw emotions. I’m not as loud when I’m upset, and I’m less prone to stuff
down bitterness when I get hurt. Here are the key words in this last sentence: “not as loud” and
“less prone.” I’m making progress, but, as you’ll see in these pages, it’s very much “imperfect
progress.”And I’m okay with that. I’m okay with the fact that my life, my emotions, and my
reactions are still messy at times. That’s where grace steps in and wraps mercy around and



around my heart, assuring me, “This, this hard stuff, is why you need a Savior. It’s why you need
to spend time with Him.”Time with Jesus. Yes, this is what I need and what I hope to help you
find through these pages.Each morning my mind is like a dry sponge. Whatever I soak up first is
what I’ll be most saturated with each day. And what I’m most saturated with each day is what I’ll
leak out on others when life’s tough stuff squeezes me.I want to leak patience, kindness,
gentleness, and grace.And I know you want this too. So, we choose to let our hearts and minds
intersect with God’s Word, and when we blow it, we can come back to our Bible and this
devotional for help. Reassurance. Instruction. And more lavish grace.I can’t promise you that I’ll
be the hero of this book. No, not at all. But I can promise you’ll find a friend who’s been there,
understands, and has learned some helpful wisdom.So, grab a cup of coffee or another favorite
beverage. I’ll be right here with my iced green tea. As we venture through these pages and apply
what we learn, we are going to gain more peace, honesty, and connection in our closest
relationships. You are not trapped by the emotional cycles of your past. Hope for change is
rising! These beautiful changes you’ve longed for are about to happen. So, turn afresh the pages
of your life and this book and let’s make some imperfect progress together.Lysa TerKeurstDAY
1Time for a New Script“For I am the LORD your Godwho takes hold of your right hand and says
to you,Do not fear; I will help you.”(ISAIAH 41:13)Thought for the Day: While feeling unglued is
all I’ve really known, today my life can be different.I’m sad because of the way I acted today. I’m
disappointed in my lack of self-control. And the more I relive my emotionally driven tirade, the
more my brain refuses sleep.I have to figure this out. What is my problem? Why can’t I seem to
control my reactions? I stuff. I explode. And I don’t know how to get a handle on this. But God
help me if I don’t get a handle on this. I will destroy the relationships I value most and weave into
my life permanent threads of short-temperedness, shame, fear, and frustration. Is that what I
really want? Do I want my headstone to read, “Well, on the days she was nice, she was really
nice. But on the days she wasn’t, rest assured, hell hath no fury like the woman who lies beneath
the ground right here”?No. That’s not what I want. Not at all. I don’t want the script of my life to be
written that way.So, at 2:08 a.m., I vow to do better tomorrow. But better proves elusive and my
vow wears thin in the face of daily annoyances and other unpleasant realities. Tears slip, and I’m
worn out from trying. Always trying.I feel broken. Unglued, actually. I have vowed to do better at
2:08 a.m. and 8:14 a.m. and 3:37 p.m. and 9:49 p.m. and many other minutes in between. So
why aren’t things getting better? Why aren’t my reactions tamer?I know what it’s like to praise
God one minute and in the next minute yell and scream at my child—and then to feel both the
burden of my destructive behavior and the shame of my powerlessness to stop it.The emotional
demands keep on coming. Unrelenting insecurity. Wondering if anyone appreciates me. Feeling
tired, stressed, and hormonal.Feeling unglued is really all I’ve ever known. And I’m starting to
wonder if maybe it’s all I’ll ever be.Those were the defeating thoughts I couldn’t escape. Maybe
you can relate. If you relate to my hurt, I pray you will also relate to my hope. While unglued is all
I’ve really known, I believe that with God’s help, today my life can be different. That’s my personal
revelation of hope. The pages of this devotional are my hope journal. A place of tender mercies



and grace given so many times it almost seems scandalous. How can our God be so patient? I
don’t know. But He is. Today, He’s offering us the fresh start our souls desperately need. Our key
verse from Isaiah 41 promises He will help us. We can be different. A slate wiped clean. A page
crisp white. A chance to start rewriting the old scripts of past failures. For me. For you.
Together.We can do this.God, thank You that this is a new twenty-four hours. Today, I want to
believe I can start writing a new script for my life. Help me to overcome the disbelief I have
because of my past failures. Amen.DAY 2Imperfect ProgressPractice these things;immerse
yourself in them,so that all may see your progress.(1 TIMOTHY 4:15 ESV)Thought for the
Day:Just because something is hard doesn’t mean it’s impossible.What kept me from making
changes with my raw emotions was the feeling I wouldn’t do it perfectly. I knew I’d still mess up
and come unglued. Sometimes we girls think if we don’t make instant progress, then real change
isn’t coming. But that’s not so. There is a beautiful reality called imperfect progress. The day I
realized the glorious hope of this kind of imperfect change is the day I gave myself permission to
believe I really could be different.Imperfect changes are slow steps of progress wrapped in
grace … imperfect progress. And good heavens, I need lots of that. So I dared to write this in my
journal:Progress. Just make progress. It’s okay to have setbacks and the need for do-overs. It’s
okay to draw a line in the sand and start over again—and again. Just make sure you’re moving
the line forward. Move forward. Take baby steps, but at least take steps that keep you from being
stuck. Then change will come. And it will be good.These honest words enabled me to begin
rewriting my story. Not that I erased what came before, but I stopped rehashing it and turned the
page afresh. Eventually, I started blogging about my raw emotions and imperfect changes. In
response, I got comments whispering, “Me too.”“Being unglued, for me, comes from a
combination of anger and fear,” wrote Kathy. “I think part of it is learned behavior. This is how my
father was.” Courtney honestly admitted, “I come unglued when I feel out of control because my
kids are screaming or fighting or whining or negotiating and won’t listen. I like silence, calm,
obedience, and control. When it’s not going ‘my way,’ I come unglued and freak out and it goes
quiet. And then the regret comes.”And the comments kept coming, all of them expressing the
exact same struggle, the same frustration, and the same need for hope. Women with kids and
women without kids. Women caring for aging parents and women struggling with being the aging
parent. Women working in the home and outside the home. So many women whose daily
circumstances differed but whose core issues were the same.I realized then that maybe other
women could make some imperfect progress too. And a book idea was born from that simple
realization. But I had to laugh at the irony of it. I had just published a book called Made to Crave
that dealt with what goes into my mouth. Now I was writing a book called Unglued to deal with
what comes out of my mouth. Obviously my mouth gets me into lots of trouble!This Unglued
journey is about my imperfect progress. It’s an honest admission that this struggle of reining in
how I react has been hard for me. But hard doesn’t mean impossible.How hard something is
often depends on your vantage point. For example, consider the shell of an egg. Looking at it
from the outside, we know an eggshell is easily broken. But if you’re looking at that same shell



from the inside, it seems an impenetrable fortress. It’s impossible for the raw white and tender
yolk to penetrate the hardness of the eggshell. But given time and the proper incubation, the
white and yolk develop into a new life that breaks through the shell and shakes itself free. And in
the end, we can see that the hard work of cracking the shell was good for the new baby chick.
The shell actually provided a place for new life to grow, and then enabled the chick to break forth
in strength.Might the same be true for our hard places? Might all this struggle with our raw
emotions and unglued feelings have the exact same potential for new life and new strength?I
think so. I know so. I’ve seen so.Mother Teresa is quoted as saying, “Be faithful in small things
because it is in them that your strength lies.” Make some small imperfect progress today and
discover your potential for new life and new strength.God, this process is revealing to me my
greater need for You each day. Please help me to take steps toward making imperfect progress
today. Amen.DAY 3God, I’m a Little Mad and a Lot ConfusedTrust in the LORD with all your
heartand lean not on your own understanding;in all your ways submit to him,and he will make
your paths straight.(PROVERBS 3:5 – 6)Thought for the Day:God is big enough to handle our
honest feelings.Kick off your shoes and get ready to get gut-honest. When God doesn’t seem to
be answering our prayers, it can be hard. Sometimes, downright awful.One minute, I’m
determined to trust God. The next, I feel myself questioning God. The “why” questions tumble in
so hard. My heart hurts. My tears fall. And in those raw moments I just feel a little mad and a lot
confused.Ever been there?I don’t want to oversimplify what to do in these times. Facing issues
that never seem to stop is tough. Really tough. Especially those situations where the answers
aren’t easy or clean-cut. But I have discovered three things that help me when God seems
silent.1. Press into God when you want to pull away.When I really want to hear from God, but He
seems silent, I sometimes find I want to disengage from my normal spiritual activities. Skip
church. Put my Bible on the shelf. And let more and more time lapse between prayers.But pulling
away only makes things worse. God says, “You will seek me and find me when you seek me with
all your heart” (Jeremiah 29:13). All my heart includes the parts that are broken. Bring it all to
God.He can handle your honesty and will respond. But we have to go where truth is. Go to
church. Listen to praise music. Read the Bible. Memorize verses. And keep talking to God.2.
raise God out loud when you want to get lost in complaints.In the midst of whatever you’re
facing, find simple things for which to praise God. I don’t mean thank Him for the hard stuff. I
mean thank Him for the other simple, good things you still experience. A child’s laugh. A bush
that blooms. The warmth of a blanket. The gift of this breath and then the next.Scripture reminds
me that praise leads to newness: “He put a new song in my mouth, a song of praise to our God;
many will see and fear and will trust in the LORD” (Psalm 40:3 NASB). We can literally find new
words with which to process life in a more positive way when we choose to praise God instead
of complain.3. Put yourself in the company of truth.That friend who speaks truth? Listen to her.
Stay connected to her. Let her speak truth into your life even when you’re tired of hearing it. As
Proverbs 12:26 (NASB) encourages, “The righteous is a guide to his neighbor.” Stand in the
shadow of her faith when you feel your own faith is weak. Let her lead you back to God time and



time again.It’s okay to feel a little mad and a lot confused. Our God is big enough to handle our
honest feelings. But don’t let your feelings lead you away from God or away from His truth. Press
into Him. Praise Him. And put yourself in the company of truth. As you stay with God in these
ways, you will be ready to receive His answer when it comes.Dear Lord, thank You for
understanding me, even when I’m mad or confused. I pray I would daily be intentional in coming
close to You and praising You. Help me to find a good friend whom I can trust to speak truth into
my life. In Jesus’ name. Amen.DAY 4Feeling Guilty?For you created my inmost being;you knit me
together in my mother’s womb.I praise you because I am fearfully and wonderfully made;your
works are wonderful, I know that full well.(PSALM 139:13 – 14)Thought for the Day:Sometimes I
feel guiltier for what I’m not than thankful for what I am.I gathered the restaurant bags, sighed,
and crammed them into the overstuffed trash can. A friend had sent me a recipe that day that
involved peeling and chopping and simmering. I imagined her trash can full of fresh veggie
peelings and other things that proved her kitchen produced way more homemade goodness
than mine.And a little thread of guilt wrapped around my heart.Sometimes I feel guiltier for what
I’m not than thankful for what I am.But there was sweet grace waiting for me in a little yogurt
shop that night. My daughter had asked if I would come and speak to a Bible study she was
helping organize. “Mom, I think a lot of people are going to show up.”So instead of cooking that
night, I ordered out. Again. And I drove to the yogurt shop with a girl whose heart was full of
excitement and expectation.People were everywhere. Young people. Invited people. And
parents. Nearly two hundred people packed inside the yogurt shop and overflowed outside. My
daughter smiled.I took the microphone and spoke from my heart. I told my story. I taught truth. I
invited the people to let Jesus be the Lord of their hearts.And many who had never done so said
yes to God that night. A teen girl who tried to commit suicide last year. She stood to accept
Jesus. A young man with tears in his eyes. He stood to accept Jesus. A mom and a dad. They
stood to accept Jesus. Along with many others.In the yogurt shop.With a woman whose trash
can was filled with take-out bags and who isn’t the greatest cook, but a woman who wants to
learn to be more thankful for what I am than guilty for what I’m not.Maybe you are the friend with
the veggie peelings in the trash can and steaming homemade goodness on the table.Celebrate
that.Or maybe you are like me. And your gifts are less tasty.Celebrate that.And cut the threads of
guilt with the edge of grace.Dear Lord, You made me in Your image — and that is something I
seem to forget daily. Please help me remember to celebrate and live in who You made me to be,
and not dwell on what I wish I were. In Jesus’ name. Amen.DAY 5Self-ControlLike a city whose
walls are broken throughis a person who lacks self-control.(PROVERBS 25:28)Thought for the
Day: The answer to keeping God’s power with me and working in me to produce self-control is
letting His Word get inside me.Have you ever been in a discussion with a loved one when
something snarky gets said and suddenly your blood pressure skyrockets, your nerves fray, and
the worst version of you begs to come out?Not that this ehhhhhver happens to me, of
course.Ahem.Of course it happens to me. I live with other humans.Whenever any kind of
relationship conflict arises, my choice is whether to give the other person power to control my



emotions.When I react by yelling or flying off the handle or making a snappy comeback, I
basically transfer my power to the other person. When I am void of power, I am void of self-
control. So, it seems to me, if I’m going to remain self-controlled, I have to keep my power.Now,
when I say “my power,” I don’t mean something I conjure up myself. I am referring to God’s power
working in me. When I react according to God’s Word, I feel that power. When I react contrary to
God’s Word, I feel powerless.The prophet Isaiah provides a good reminder of what God Himself
has said about tapping into His power, no matter what situation we are facing:“As the rain and
the snow come down from heaven, and do not return to it without watering the earth and making
it bud and flourish, so that it yields seed for the sower and bread for the eater, so is my word that
goes out from my mouth: It will not return to me empty, but will accomplish what I desire and
achieve the purpose for which I sent it.”(Isaiah 55:10 – 11)Did you catch that? The answer to
keeping God’s power with me and working in me to produce self-control is letting His Word get
inside me. His Word seeping into my mind and my heart will accomplish things — good things,
powerful things, things that help me display self-control.So, all that to say, here’s my new tactic:
When I’m facing a situation where someone is getting on my last good nerve, I’m going to start
quoting God’s Word in the present tense. For example, if one of my sweet children starts acting
not so sweet, I might say aloud (or silently, depending on the situation) words based on 1 Peter
5:6 – 8:In this moment I’m choosing to be self-controlled and alert. Your actions are begging me
to yell and lose control. I do have an enemy, but that enemy is not you. The devil is prowling and
roaring and looking to devour me through my own lack of control right now. But I am God’s girl.
That’s right, I am. I am going to humbly and quietly let God have His way in me right now. And
when I do this, God will lift me and my frayed nerves up from this situation and fill me with a
much better reaction than what I can give you right now. So give me just a few minutes and then
we’ll calmly talk about this.Girl, that’s some power right there.And it will make you shine with so
much self-control that your kids, your friends, your spouse, your coworkers won’t know what to
do with you.Can you imagine what might happen if we wrote out powerful responses from God’s
Word on three-by-five cards and pulled them out every time we found ourselves in a situation?
Take the first step by starting with one of the verses we’ve looked at today. Tuck that card away in
your purse or put it someplace you will see it frequently.I love being God’s girl. Don’t you?Dear
Lord, thank You that Your Word applies to so many areas of my life. Sometimes I really struggle
with self-control and I need Your power to help me react in a graceful, godly way. In Jesus’ name.
Amen.DAY 6The Root of My RotDo not conform any longer to the pattern of this world,but be
transformed by the renewing of your mind.Then you will be able to test and approve what God’s
will is —his good, pleasing and perfect will.(ROMANS 12:2)Thought for the Day:How we react is
a crucial gauge of what’s really going on inside us.Last week, I got all twisted up and bent out of
shape. And, honey, everyone in my house knew Mama wasn’t happy. I tried everything to usher
gentleness back into my tone and my temper.I quoted verses.I rebuked Satan.I bossed my
feelings around with truth.I even tried to take a nap.But none of these activities soothed me.One
of my people had done something to introduce a smell into my home that not even three Yankee



candles could mask. And I am supersensitive to smells. Like hyper-crazy sensitive.As the
mysterious, awful smell continued to waft through my home, assaulting my nasal passages, I
couldn’t for the life of me figure out what it was or where it was coming from.I lit candles, I
sprayed stuff, I even covered my nose with the edge of my shirt … but I still smelled it.Finally, I
realized my daughter had placed a bathroom trash can onto the middle of my bedroom floor and
propped open the flip-up lid so she could throw away scraps of paper as she worked on a school
project. Something had obviously been thrown away in that forgotten trash can that had
surpassed gross and moved into the final stages of rot.Or something had crawled up into that
can and died.I didn’t have the heart to find out what it was; I just knew the can had to go.
Immediately.The smell was an outside indication of an internal situation. And the trash can
wasn’t the only thing that stunk that night. So did my attitude. My reaction was an outside
indication of an internal situation.The reason I couldn’t be soothed by quoting Scripture verses,
bossing my feelings, rebuking Satan, or even taking a nap is because God wanted me to be
aware of my stink … something inside of me that was gross … a place starting to rot. I had some
bitterness I’d stuffed and tried to pretend wasn’t there. I’d been hurt by a friend and didn’t want to
confront the issue or forgive the person who had hurt me. But the rot was there and the stink
from deep within my heart kept spilling out.God didn’t want me to temporarily mask the situation
by feeling better in the moment. He wanted me to address the root of my rot—to see it, admit it,
expose it, let Him clean it up, and shut it down. Immediately.A little rot can spread fast and
furiously if not dealt with swiftly and seriously.That’s why it’s so crucial to pay attention to our
reactions today. How we react is a crucial gauge of what’s really going on inside us. When
people or issues or situations bump into our happy, it’s not wrong to feel annoyed. But if that
annoyance leads to a reaction out of proportion to the issue at hand, we can bank on the fact
that this eruption has a root of rot.Here are some telltale signs of roots of rot:• I throw out
statements like, You always … You never … Why can’t we ever …• I start gathering ammunition
from past situations to build my case.• I use words and a tone outside my normal character.• I
justify my reaction by pointing out how hard my life is right now.• I demand an apology, all the
while knowing I should be giving one.These are not fun to admit, but here’s the beauty of the
situation: The quicker we see a root of rot, the quicker we can get rid of the stink and move
forward.Dear Lord, thank You for bringing to light the rotting areas of my life. Help me to address
these areas with Your grace and truth. In Jesus’ name. Amen.DAY 7Rainy Days and
Mondays“Forget the former things; do not dwell on the past.See, I am doing a new thing! Now it
springs up;do you not perceive it? I am making a wayin the wilderness and streams in the
wasteland.”(ISAIAH 43:18 – 19)Thought for the Day: The best thing for me to do is to position my
heart in a place where I can experience God.This devotion is for one of “those days.” Yes, that
kind.If you’re having a tough start to your day, I understand. Me too. I’ve been up since 3:00 a.m.
and will seriously need some Holy Spirit empowering to make it until bedtime.I’m tired. But I’m
also feeling under attack. I know you know what I mean.Satan typically throws everything he can
at us to try to make us start off our days on an unglued footing. There will be kids who don’t feel



well. Marital tiffs. Unexpected demands that pop up on our to-do lists. Dogs that run away. And a
mountain of laundry to be done.And I just might have a little personal experience this morning
with each and every item on that list. Lovely.On days like this, I have to stand on what I know to
be true instead of being whisked away in a sea of emotion. Here are three things I’m preaching
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down bitterness when I get hurt. Here are the key words in this last sentence: “not as loud” and
“less prone.” I’m making progress, but, as you’ll see in these pages, it’s very much “imperfect
progress.”And I’m okay with that. I’m okay with the fact that my life, my emotions, and my
reactions are still messy at times. That’s where grace steps in and wraps mercy around and
around my heart, assuring me, “This, this hard stuff, is why you need a Savior. It’s why you need
to spend time with Him.”Time with Jesus. Yes, this is what I need and what I hope to help you
find through these pages.Each morning my mind is like a dry sponge. Whatever I soak up first is
what I’ll be most saturated with each day. And what I’m most saturated with each day is what I’ll
leak out on others when life’s tough stuff squeezes me.I want to leak patience, kindness,
gentleness, and grace.And I know you want this too. So, we choose to let our hearts and minds
intersect with God’s Word, and when we blow it, we can come back to our Bible and this
devotional for help. Reassurance. Instruction. And more lavish grace.I can’t promise you that I’ll
be the hero of this book. No, not at all. But I can promise you’ll find a friend who’s been there,
understands, and has learned some helpful wisdom.So, grab a cup of coffee or another favorite



beverage. I’ll be right here with my iced green tea. As we venture through these pages and apply
what we learn, we are going to gain more peace, honesty, and connection in our closest
relationships. You are not trapped by the emotional cycles of your past. Hope for change is
rising! These beautiful changes you’ve longed for are about to happen. So, turn afresh the pages
of your life and this book and let’s make some imperfect progress together.Lysa TerKeurstA
Personal Word for YouHi Friend,I consider it a privilege for my words to be part of your devotional
time during the coming weeks. As I write, I’m imagining where you’ll be when reading this. In a
quiet coffee shop sipping something warm and wonderful? Beside a pile of laundry in your toy-
filled den? At an office desk during your lunch break?Wherever you are, I give these words to
you as my imperfect gift. God has taught me so much about making wise choices in the midst of
raw emotions. I’m not as loud when I’m upset, and I’m less prone to stuff down bitterness when I
get hurt. Here are the key words in this last sentence: “not as loud” and “less prone.” I’m making
progress, but, as you’ll see in these pages, it’s very much “imperfect progress.”And I’m okay with
that. I’m okay with the fact that my life, my emotions, and my reactions are still messy at times.
That’s where grace steps in and wraps mercy around and around my heart, assuring me, “This,
this hard stuff, is why you need a Savior. It’s why you need to spend time with Him.”Time with
Jesus. Yes, this is what I need and what I hope to help you find through these pages.Each
morning my mind is like a dry sponge. Whatever I soak up first is what I’ll be most saturated with
each day. And what I’m most saturated with each day is what I’ll leak out on others when life’s
tough stuff squeezes me.I want to leak patience, kindness, gentleness, and grace.And I know
you want this too. So, we choose to let our hearts and minds intersect with God’s Word, and
when we blow it, we can come back to our Bible and this devotional for help. Reassurance.
Instruction. And more lavish grace.I can’t promise you that I’ll be the hero of this book. No, not at
all. But I can promise you’ll find a friend who’s been there, understands, and has learned some
helpful wisdom.So, grab a cup of coffee or another favorite beverage. I’ll be right here with my
iced green tea. As we venture through these pages and apply what we learn, we are going to
gain more peace, honesty, and connection in our closest relationships. You are not trapped by
the emotional cycles of your past. Hope for change is rising! These beautiful changes you’ve
longed for are about to happen. So, turn afresh the pages of your life and this book and let’s
make some imperfect progress together.Lysa TerKeurstDAY 1DAY 1Time for a New Script“For I
am the LORD your Godwho takes hold of your right hand and says to you,Do not fear; I will help
you.”(ISAIAH 41:13)Thought for the Day: While feeling unglued is all I’ve really known, today my
life can be different.I’m sad because of the way I acted today. I’m disappointed in my lack of self-
control. And the more I relive my emotionally driven tirade, the more my brain refuses sleep.I
have to figure this out. What is my problem? Why can’t I seem to control my reactions? I stuff. I
explode. And I don’t know how to get a handle on this. But God help me if I don’t get a handle on
this. I will destroy the relationships I value most and weave into my life permanent threads of
short-temperedness, shame, fear, and frustration. Is that what I really want? Do I want my
headstone to read, “Well, on the days she was nice, she was really nice. But on the days she



wasn’t, rest assured, hell hath no fury like the woman who lies beneath the ground right here”?
No. That’s not what I want. Not at all. I don’t want the script of my life to be written that way.So, at
2:08 a.m., I vow to do better tomorrow. But better proves elusive and my vow wears thin in the
face of daily annoyances and other unpleasant realities. Tears slip, and I’m worn out from trying.
Always trying.I feel broken. Unglued, actually. I have vowed to do better at 2:08 a.m. and 8:14
a.m. and 3:37 p.m. and 9:49 p.m. and many other minutes in between. So why aren’t things
getting better? Why aren’t my reactions tamer?I know what it’s like to praise God one minute and
in the next minute yell and scream at my child—and then to feel both the burden of my
destructive behavior and the shame of my powerlessness to stop it.The emotional demands
keep on coming. Unrelenting insecurity. Wondering if anyone appreciates me. Feeling tired,
stressed, and hormonal.Feeling unglued is really all I’ve ever known. And I’m starting to wonder
if maybe it’s all I’ll ever be.Those were the defeating thoughts I couldn’t escape. Maybe you can
relate. If you relate to my hurt, I pray you will also relate to my hope. While unglued is all I’ve
really known, I believe that with God’s help, today my life can be different. That’s my personal
revelation of hope. The pages of this devotional are my hope journal. A place of tender mercies
and grace given so many times it almost seems scandalous. How can our God be so patient? I
don’t know. But He is. Today, He’s offering us the fresh start our souls desperately need. Our key
verse from Isaiah 41 promises He will help us. We can be different. A slate wiped clean. A page
crisp white. A chance to start rewriting the old scripts of past failures. For me. For you.
Together.We can do this.God, thank You that this is a new twenty-four hours. Today, I want to
believe I can start writing a new script for my life. Help me to overcome the disbelief I have
because of my past failures. Amen.Time for a New Script“For I am the LORD your Godwho takes
hold of your right hand and says to you,Do not fear; I will help you.”(ISAIAH 41:13)Thought for
the Day: While feeling unglued is all I’ve really known, today my life can be different.I’m sad
because of the way I acted today. I’m disappointed in my lack of self-control. And the more I
relive my emotionally driven tirade, the more my brain refuses sleep.I have to figure this out.
What is my problem? Why can’t I seem to control my reactions? I stuff. I explode. And I don’t
know how to get a handle on this. But God help me if I don’t get a handle on this. I will destroy
the relationships I value most and weave into my life permanent threads of short-temperedness,
shame, fear, and frustration. Is that what I really want? Do I want my headstone to read, “Well, on
the days she was nice, she was really nice. But on the days she wasn’t, rest assured, hell hath
no fury like the woman who lies beneath the ground right here”?No. That’s not what I want. Not at
all. I don’t want the script of my life to be written that way.So, at 2:08 a.m., I vow to do better
tomorrow. But better proves elusive and my vow wears thin in the face of daily annoyances and
other unpleasant realities. Tears slip, and I’m worn out from trying. Always trying.I feel broken.
Unglued, actually. I have vowed to do better at 2:08 a.m. and 8:14 a.m. and 3:37 p.m. and 9:49
p.m. and many other minutes in between. So why aren’t things getting better? Why aren’t my
reactions tamer?I know what it’s like to praise God one minute and in the next minute yell and
scream at my child—and then to feel both the burden of my destructive behavior and the shame



of my powerlessness to stop it.The emotional demands keep on coming. Unrelenting insecurity.
Wondering if anyone appreciates me. Feeling tired, stressed, and hormonal.Feeling unglued is
really all I’ve ever known. And I’m starting to wonder if maybe it’s all I’ll ever be.Those were the
defeating thoughts I couldn’t escape. Maybe you can relate. If you relate to my hurt, I pray you
will also relate to my hope. While unglued is all I’ve really known, I believe that with God’s help,
today my life can be different. That’s my personal revelation of hope. The pages of this
devotional are my hope journal. A place of tender mercies and grace given so many times it
almost seems scandalous. How can our God be so patient? I don’t know. But He is. Today, He’s
offering us the fresh start our souls desperately need. Our key verse from Isaiah 41 promises He
will help us. We can be different. A slate wiped clean. A page crisp white. A chance to start
rewriting the old scripts of past failures. For me. For you. Together.We can do this.God, thank You
that this is a new twenty-four hours. Today, I want to believe I can start writing a new script for my
life. Help me to overcome the disbelief I have because of my past failures. Amen.DAY 2DAY
2Imperfect ProgressPractice these things;immerse yourself in them,so that all may see your
progress.(1 TIMOTHY 4:15 ESV)Thought for the Day:Just because something is hard doesn’t
mean it’s impossible.What kept me from making changes with my raw emotions was the feeling I
wouldn’t do it perfectly. I knew I’d still mess up and come unglued. Sometimes we girls think if we
don’t make instant progress, then real change isn’t coming. But that’s not so. There is a beautiful
reality called imperfect progress. The day I realized the glorious hope of this kind of imperfect
change is the day I gave myself permission to believe I really could be different.Imperfect
changes are slow steps of progress wrapped in grace … imperfect progress. And good heavens,
I need lots of that. So I dared to write this in my journal:Progress. Just make progress. It’s okay to
have setbacks and the need for do-overs. It’s okay to draw a line in the sand and start over again
—and again. Just make sure you’re moving the line forward. Move forward. Take baby steps, but
at least take steps that keep you from being stuck. Then change will come. And it will be
good.These honest words enabled me to begin rewriting my story. Not that I erased what came
before, but I stopped rehashing it and turned the page afresh. Eventually, I started blogging
about my raw emotions and imperfect changes. In response, I got comments whispering, “Me
too.”“Being unglued, for me, comes from a combination of anger and fear,” wrote Kathy. “I think
part of it is learned behavior. This is how my father was.” Courtney honestly admitted, “I come
unglued when I feel out of control because my kids are screaming or fighting or whining or
negotiating and won’t listen. I like silence, calm, obedience, and control. When it’s not going ‘my
way,’ I come unglued and freak out and it goes quiet. And then the regret comes.”And the
comments kept coming, all of them expressing the exact same struggle, the same frustration,
and the same need for hope. Women with kids and women without kids. Women caring for aging
parents and women struggling with being the aging parent. Women working in the home and
outside the home. So many women whose daily circumstances differed but whose core issues
were the same.I realized then that maybe other women could make some imperfect progress
too. And a book idea was born from that simple realization. But I had to laugh at the irony of it. I



had just published a book called Made to Crave that dealt with what goes into my mouth. Now I
was writing a book called Unglued to deal with what comes out of my mouth. Obviously my
mouth gets me into lots of trouble!This Unglued journey is about my imperfect progress. It’s an
honest admission that this struggle of reining in how I react has been hard for me. But hard
doesn’t mean impossible.How hard something is often depends on your vantage point. For
example, consider the shell of an egg. Looking at it from the outside, we know an eggshell is
easily broken. But if you’re looking at that same shell from the inside, it seems an impenetrable
fortress. It’s impossible for the raw white and tender yolk to penetrate the hardness of the
eggshell. But given time and the proper incubation, the white and yolk develop into a new life
that breaks through the shell and shakes itself free. And in the end, we can see that the hard
work of cracking the shell was good for the new baby chick. The shell actually provided a place
for new life to grow, and then enabled the chick to break forth in strength.Might the same be true
for our hard places? Might all this struggle with our raw emotions and unglued feelings have the
exact same potential for new life and new strength?I think so. I know so. I’ve seen so.Mother
Teresa is quoted as saying, “Be faithful in small things because it is in them that your strength
lies.” Make some small imperfect progress today and discover your potential for new life and new
strength.God, this process is revealing to me my greater need for You each day. Please help me
to take steps toward making imperfect progress today. Amen.Imperfect ProgressPractice these
things;immerse yourself in them,so that all may see your progress.(1 TIMOTHY 4:15
ESV)Thought for the Day:Just because something is hard doesn’t mean it’s impossible.What
kept me from making changes with my raw emotions was the feeling I wouldn’t do it perfectly. I
knew I’d still mess up and come unglued. Sometimes we girls think if we don’t make instant
progress, then real change isn’t coming. But that’s not so. There is a beautiful reality called
imperfect progress. The day I realized the glorious hope of this kind of imperfect change is the
day I gave myself permission to believe I really could be different.Imperfect changes are slow
steps of progress wrapped in grace … imperfect progress. And good heavens, I need lots of
that. So I dared to write this in my journal:Progress. Just make progress. It’s okay to have
setbacks and the need for do-overs. It’s okay to draw a line in the sand and start over again—
and again. Just make sure you’re moving the line forward. Move forward. Take baby steps, but at
least take steps that keep you from being stuck. Then change will come. And it will be
good.These honest words enabled me to begin rewriting my story. Not that I erased what came
before, but I stopped rehashing it and turned the page afresh. Eventually, I started blogging
about my raw emotions and imperfect changes. In response, I got comments whispering, “Me
too.”“Being unglued, for me, comes from a combination of anger and fear,” wrote Kathy. “I think
part of it is learned behavior. This is how my father was.” Courtney honestly admitted, “I come
unglued when I feel out of control because my kids are screaming or fighting or whining or
negotiating and won’t listen. I like silence, calm, obedience, and control. When it’s not going ‘my
way,’ I come unglued and freak out and it goes quiet. And then the regret comes.”And the
comments kept coming, all of them expressing the exact same struggle, the same frustration,



and the same need for hope. Women with kids and women without kids. Women caring for aging
parents and women struggling with being the aging parent. Women working in the home and
outside the home. So many women whose daily circumstances differed but whose core issues
were the same.I realized then that maybe other women could make some imperfect progress
too. And a book idea was born from that simple realization. But I had to laugh at the irony of it. I
had just published a book called Made to Crave that dealt with what goes into my mouth. Now I
was writing a book called Unglued to deal with what comes out of my mouth. Obviously my
mouth gets me into lots of trouble!This Unglued journey is about my imperfect progress. It’s an
honest admission that this struggle of reining in how I react has been hard for me. But hard
doesn’t mean impossible.How hard something is often depends on your vantage point. For
example, consider the shell of an egg. Looking at it from the outside, we know an eggshell is
easily broken. But if you’re looking at that same shell from the inside, it seems an impenetrable
fortress. It’s impossible for the raw white and tender yolk to penetrate the hardness of the
eggshell. But given time and the proper incubation, the white and yolk develop into a new life
that breaks through the shell and shakes itself free. And in the end, we can see that the hard
work of cracking the shell was good for the new baby chick. The shell actually provided a place
for new life to grow, and then enabled the chick to break forth in strength.Might the same be true
for our hard places? Might all this struggle with our raw emotions and unglued feelings have the
exact same potential for new life and new strength?I think so. I know so. I’ve seen so.Mother
Teresa is quoted as saying, “Be faithful in small things because it is in them that your strength
lies.” Make some small imperfect progress today and discover your potential for new life and new
strength.God, this process is revealing to me my greater need for You each day. Please help me
to take steps toward making imperfect progress today. Amen.DAY 3DAY 3God, I’m a Little Mad
and a Lot ConfusedTrust in the LORD with all your heartand lean not on your own
understanding;in all your ways submit to him,and he will make your paths straight.(PROVERBS
3:5 – 6)Thought for the Day:God is big enough to handle our honest feelings.Kick off your shoes
and get ready to get gut-honest. When God doesn’t seem to be answering our prayers, it can be
hard. Sometimes, downright awful.One minute, I’m determined to trust God. The next, I feel
myself questioning God. The “why” questions tumble in so hard. My heart hurts. My tears fall.
And in those raw moments I just feel a little mad and a lot confused.Ever been there?I don’t want
to oversimplify what to do in these times. Facing issues that never seem to stop is tough. Really
tough. Especially those situations where the answers aren’t easy or clean-cut. But I have
discovered three things that help me when God seems silent.1. Press into God when you want
to pull away.When I really want to hear from God, but He seems silent, I sometimes find I want to
disengage from my normal spiritual activities. Skip church. Put my Bible on the shelf. And let
more and more time lapse between prayers.But pulling away only makes things worse. God
says, “You will seek me and find me when you seek me with all your heart” (Jeremiah 29:13). All
my heart includes the parts that are broken. Bring it all to God.He can handle your honesty and
will respond. But we have to go where truth is. Go to church. Listen to praise music. Read the



Bible. Memorize verses. And keep talking to God.2. raise God out loud when you want to get lost
in complaints.In the midst of whatever you’re facing, find simple things for which to praise God. I
don’t mean thank Him for the hard stuff. I mean thank Him for the other simple, good things you
still experience. A child’s laugh. A bush that blooms. The warmth of a blanket. The gift of this
breath and then the next.Scripture reminds me that praise leads to newness: “He put a new song
in my mouth, a song of praise to our God; many will see and fear and will trust in the
LORD” (Psalm 40:3 NASB). We can literally find new words with which to process life in a more
positive way when we choose to praise God instead of complain.3. Put yourself in the company
of truth.That friend who speaks truth? Listen to her. Stay connected to her. Let her speak truth
into your life even when you’re tired of hearing it. As Proverbs 12:26 (NASB) encourages, “The
righteous is a guide to his neighbor.” Stand in the shadow of her faith when you feel your own
faith is weak. Let her lead you back to God time and time again.It’s okay to feel a little mad and a
lot confused. Our God is big enough to handle our honest feelings. But don’t let your feelings
lead you away from God or away from His truth. Press into Him. Praise Him. And put yourself in
the company of truth. As you stay with God in these ways, you will be ready to receive His
answer when it comes.Dear Lord, thank You for understanding me, even when I’m mad or
confused. I pray I would daily be intentional in coming close to You and praising You. Help me to
find a good friend whom I can trust to speak truth into my life. In Jesus’ name. Amen.God, I’m a
Little Mad and a Lot ConfusedTrust in the LORD with all your heartand lean not on your own
understanding;in all your ways submit to him,and he will make your paths straight.(PROVERBS
3:5 – 6)Thought for the Day:God is big enough to handle our honest feelings.Kick off your shoes
and get ready to get gut-honest. When God doesn’t seem to be answering our prayers, it can be
hard. Sometimes, downright awful.One minute, I’m determined to trust God. The next, I feel
myself questioning God. The “why” questions tumble in so hard. My heart hurts. My tears fall.
And in those raw moments I just feel a little mad and a lot confused.Ever been there?I don’t want
to oversimplify what to do in these times. Facing issues that never seem to stop is tough. Really
tough. Especially those situations where the answers aren’t easy or clean-cut. But I have
discovered three things that help me when God seems silent.1. Press into God when you want
to pull away.When I really want to hear from God, but He seems silent, I sometimes find I want to
disengage from my normal spiritual activities. Skip church. Put my Bible on the shelf. And let
more and more time lapse between prayers.But pulling away only makes things worse. God
says, “You will seek me and find me when you seek me with all your heart” (Jeremiah 29:13). All
my heart includes the parts that are broken. Bring it all to God.He can handle your honesty and
will respond. But we have to go where truth is. Go to church. Listen to praise music. Read the
Bible. Memorize verses. And keep talking to God.2. raise God out loud when you want to get lost
in complaints.In the midst of whatever you’re facing, find simple things for which to praise God. I
don’t mean thank Him for the hard stuff. I mean thank Him for the other simple, good things you
still experience. A child’s laugh. A bush that blooms. The warmth of a blanket. The gift of this
breath and then the next.Scripture reminds me that praise leads to newness: “He put a new song



in my mouth, a song of praise to our God; many will see and fear and will trust in the
LORD” (Psalm 40:3 NASB). We can literally find new words with which to process life in a more
positive way when we choose to praise God instead of complain.3. Put yourself in the company
of truth.That friend who speaks truth? Listen to her. Stay connected to her. Let her speak truth
into your life even when you’re tired of hearing it. As Proverbs 12:26 (NASB) encourages, “The
righteous is a guide to his neighbor.” Stand in the shadow of her faith when you feel your own
faith is weak. Let her lead you back to God time and time again.It’s okay to feel a little mad and a
lot confused. Our God is big enough to handle our honest feelings. But don’t let your feelings
lead you away from God or away from His truth. Press into Him. Praise Him. And put yourself in
the company of truth. As you stay with God in these ways, you will be ready to receive His
answer when it comes.Dear Lord, thank You for understanding me, even when I’m mad or
confused. I pray I would daily be intentional in coming close to You and praising You. Help me to
find a good friend whom I can trust to speak truth into my life. In Jesus’ name. Amen.DAY 4DAY
4Feeling Guilty?For you created my inmost being;you knit me together in my mother’s womb.I
praise you because I am fearfully and wonderfully made;your works are wonderful, I know that
full well.(PSALM 139:13 – 14)Thought for the Day:Sometimes I feel guiltier for what I’m not than
thankful for what I am.I gathered the restaurant bags, sighed, and crammed them into the
overstuffed trash can. A friend had sent me a recipe that day that involved peeling and chopping
and simmering. I imagined her trash can full of fresh veggie peelings and other things that
proved her kitchen produced way more homemade goodness than mine.And a little thread of
guilt wrapped around my heart.Sometimes I feel guiltier for what I’m not than thankful for what I
am.But there was sweet grace waiting for me in a little yogurt shop that night. My daughter had
asked if I would come and speak to a Bible study she was helping organize. “Mom, I think a lot of
people are going to show up.”So instead of cooking that night, I ordered out. Again. And I drove
to the yogurt shop with a girl whose heart was full of excitement and expectation.People were
everywhere. Young people. Invited people. And parents. Nearly two hundred people packed
inside the yogurt shop and overflowed outside. My daughter smiled.I took the microphone and
spoke from my heart. I told my story. I taught truth. I invited the people to let Jesus be the Lord of
their hearts.And many who had never done so said yes to God that night. A teen girl who tried to
commit suicide last year. She stood to accept Jesus. A young man with tears in his eyes. He
stood to accept Jesus. A mom and a dad. They stood to accept Jesus. Along with many
others.In the yogurt shop.With a woman whose trash can was filled with take-out bags and who
isn’t the greatest cook, but a woman who wants to learn to be more thankful for what I am than
guilty for what I’m not.Maybe you are the friend with the veggie peelings in the trash can and
steaming homemade goodness on the table.Celebrate that.Or maybe you are like me. And your
gifts are less tasty.Celebrate that.And cut the threads of guilt with the edge of grace.Dear Lord,
You made me in Your image — and that is something I seem to forget daily. Please help me
remember to celebrate and live in who You made me to be, and not dwell on what I wish I were.
In Jesus’ name. Amen.Feeling Guilty?For you created my inmost being;you knit me together in



my mother’s womb.I praise you because I am fearfully and wonderfully made;your works are
wonderful, I know that full well.(PSALM 139:13 – 14)Thought for the Day:Sometimes I feel
guiltier for what I’m not than thankful for what I am.I gathered the restaurant bags, sighed, and
crammed them into the overstuffed trash can. A friend had sent me a recipe that day that
involved peeling and chopping and simmering. I imagined her trash can full of fresh veggie
peelings and other things that proved her kitchen produced way more homemade goodness
than mine.And a little thread of guilt wrapped around my heart.Sometimes I feel guiltier for what
I’m not than thankful for what I am.But there was sweet grace waiting for me in a little yogurt
shop that night. My daughter had asked if I would come and speak to a Bible study she was
helping organize. “Mom, I think a lot of people are going to show up.”So instead of cooking that
night, I ordered out. Again. And I drove to the yogurt shop with a girl whose heart was full of
excitement and expectation.People were everywhere. Young people. Invited people. And
parents. Nearly two hundred people packed inside the yogurt shop and overflowed outside. My
daughter smiled.I took the microphone and spoke from my heart. I told my story. I taught truth. I
invited the people to let Jesus be the Lord of their hearts.And many who had never done so said
yes to God that night. A teen girl who tried to commit suicide last year. She stood to accept
Jesus. A young man with tears in his eyes. He stood to accept Jesus. A mom and a dad. They
stood to accept Jesus. Along with many others.In the yogurt shop.With a woman whose trash
can was filled with take-out bags and who isn’t the greatest cook, but a woman who wants to
learn to be more thankful for what I am than guilty for what I’m not.Maybe you are the friend with
the veggie peelings in the trash can and steaming homemade goodness on the table.Celebrate
that.Or maybe you are like me. And your gifts are less tasty.Celebrate that.And cut the threads of
guilt with the edge of grace.Dear Lord, You made me in Your image — and that is something I
seem to forget daily. Please help me remember to celebrate and live in who You made me to be,
and not dwell on what I wish I were. In Jesus’ name. Amen.DAY 5DAY 5Self-ControlLike a city
whose walls are broken throughis a person who lacks self-control.(PROVERBS 25:28)Thought
for the Day: The answer to keeping God’s power with me and working in me to produce self-
control is letting His Word get inside me.Have you ever been in a discussion with a loved one
when something snarky gets said and suddenly your blood pressure skyrockets, your nerves
fray, and the worst version of you begs to come out?Not that this ehhhhhver happens to me, of
course.Ahem.Of course it happens to me. I live with other humans.Whenever any kind of
relationship conflict arises, my choice is whether to give the other person power to control my
emotions.When I react by yelling or flying off the handle or making a snappy comeback, I
basically transfer my power to the other person. When I am void of power, I am void of self-
control. So, it seems to me, if I’m going to remain self-controlled, I have to keep my power.Now,
when I say “my power,” I don’t mean something I conjure up myself. I am referring to God’s power
working in me. When I react according to God’s Word, I feel that power. When I react contrary to
God’s Word, I feel powerless.The prophet Isaiah provides a good reminder of what God Himself
has said about tapping into His power, no matter what situation we are facing:“As the rain and



the snow come down from heaven, and do not return to it without watering the earth and making
it bud and flourish, so that it yields seed for the sower and bread for the eater, so is my word that
goes out from my mouth: It will not return to me empty, but will accomplish what I desire and
achieve the purpose for which I sent it.”(Isaiah 55:10 – 11)Did you catch that? The answer to
keeping God’s power with me and working in me to produce self-control is letting His Word get
inside me. His Word seeping into my mind and my heart will accomplish things — good things,
powerful things, things that help me display self-control.So, all that to say, here’s my new tactic:
When I’m facing a situation where someone is getting on my last good nerve, I’m going to start
quoting God’s Word in the present tense. For example, if one of my sweet children starts acting
not so sweet, I might say aloud (or silently, depending on the situation) words based on 1 Peter
5:6 – 8:In this moment I’m choosing to be self-controlled and alert. Your actions are begging me
to yell and lose control. I do have an enemy, but that enemy is not you. The devil is prowling and
roaring and looking to devour me through my own lack of control right now. But I am God’s girl.
That’s right, I am. I am going to humbly and quietly let God have His way in me right now. And
when I do this, God will lift me and my frayed nerves up from this situation and fill me with a
much better reaction than what I can give you right now. So give me just a few minutes and then
we’ll calmly talk about this.Girl, that’s some power right there.And it will make you shine with so
much self-control that your kids, your friends, your spouse, your coworkers won’t know what to
do with you.Can you imagine what might happen if we wrote out powerful responses from God’s
Word on three-by-five cards and pulled them out every time we found ourselves in a situation?
Take the first step by starting with one of the verses we’ve looked at today. Tuck that card away in
your purse or put it someplace you will see it frequently.I love being God’s girl. Don’t you?Dear
Lord, thank You that Your Word applies to so many areas of my life. Sometimes I really struggle
with self-control and I need Your power to help me react in a graceful, godly way. In Jesus’ name.
Amen.Self-ControlLike a city whose walls are broken throughis a person who lacks self-control.
(PROVERBS 25:28)Thought for the Day: The answer to keeping God’s power with me and
working in me to produce self-control is letting His Word get inside me.Have you ever been in a
discussion with a loved one when something snarky gets said and suddenly your blood pressure
skyrockets, your nerves fray, and the worst version of you begs to come out?Not that this
ehhhhhver happens to me, of course.Ahem.Of course it happens to me. I live with other
humans.Whenever any kind of relationship conflict arises, my choice is whether to give the other
person power to control my emotions.When I react by yelling or flying off the handle or making a
snappy comeback, I basically transfer my power to the other person. When I am void of power, I
am void of self-control. So, it seems to me, if I’m going to remain self-controlled, I have to keep
my power.Now, when I say “my power,” I don’t mean something I conjure up myself. I am referring
to God’s power working in me. When I react according to God’s Word, I feel that power. When I
react contrary to God’s Word, I feel powerless.The prophet Isaiah provides a good reminder of
what God Himself has said about tapping into His power, no matter what situation we are
facing:“As the rain and the snow come down from heaven, and do not return to it without



watering the earth and making it bud and flourish, so that it yields seed for the sower and bread
for the eater, so is my word that goes out from my mouth: It will not return to me empty, but will
accomplish what I desire and achieve the purpose for which I sent it.”(Isaiah 55:10 – 11)Did you
catch that? The answer to keeping God’s power with me and working in me to produce self-
control is letting His Word get inside me. His Word seeping into my mind and my heart will
accomplish things — good things, powerful things, things that help me display self-control.So, all
that to say, here’s my new tactic: When I’m facing a situation where someone is getting on my
last good nerve, I’m going to start quoting God’s Word in the present tense. For example, if one
of my sweet children starts acting not so sweet, I might say aloud (or silently, depending on the
situation) words based on 1 Peter 5:6 – 8:In this moment I’m choosing to be self-controlled and
alert. Your actions are begging me to yell and lose control. I do have an enemy, but that enemy is
not you. The devil is prowling and roaring and looking to devour me through my own lack of
control right now. But I am God’s girl. That’s right, I am. I am going to humbly and quietly let God
have His way in me right now. And when I do this, God will lift me and my frayed nerves up from
this situation and fill me with a much better reaction than what I can give you right now. So give
me just a few minutes and then we’ll calmly talk about this.Girl, that’s some power right
there.And it will make you shine with so much self-control that your kids, your friends, your
spouse, your coworkers won’t know what to do with you.Can you imagine what might happen if
we wrote out powerful responses from God’s Word on three-by-five cards and pulled them out
every time we found ourselves in a situation? Take the first step by starting with one of the
verses we’ve looked at today. Tuck that card away in your purse or put it someplace you will see
it frequently.I love being God’s girl. Don’t you?Dear Lord, thank You that Your Word applies to so
many areas of my life. Sometimes I really struggle with self-control and I need Your power to help
me react in a graceful, godly way. In Jesus’ name. Amen.DAY 6DAY 6The Root of My RotDo not
conform any longer to the pattern of this world,but be transformed by the renewing of your
mind.Then you will be able to test and approve what God’s will is —his good, pleasing and
perfect will.(ROMANS 12:2)Thought for the Day:How we react is a crucial gauge of what’s really
going on inside us.Last week, I got all twisted up and bent out of shape. And, honey, everyone in
my house knew Mama wasn’t happy. I tried everything to usher gentleness back into my tone
and my temper.I quoted verses.I rebuked Satan.I bossed my feelings around with truth.I even
tried to take a nap.But none of these activities soothed me.One of my people had done
something to introduce a smell into my home that not even three Yankee candles could mask.
And I am supersensitive to smells. Like hyper-crazy sensitive.As the mysterious, awful smell
continued to waft through my home, assaulting my nasal passages, I couldn’t for the life of me
figure out what it was or where it was coming from.I lit candles, I sprayed stuff, I even covered my
nose with the edge of my shirt … but I still smelled it.Finally, I realized my daughter had placed a
bathroom trash can onto the middle of my bedroom floor and propped open the flip-up lid so she
could throw away scraps of paper as she worked on a school project. Something had obviously
been thrown away in that forgotten trash can that had surpassed gross and moved into the final



stages of rot.Or something had crawled up into that can and died.I didn’t have the heart to find
out what it was; I just knew the can had to go. Immediately.The smell was an outside indication of
an internal situation. And the trash can wasn’t the only thing that stunk that night. So did my
attitude. My reaction was an outside indication of an internal situation.The reason I couldn’t be
soothed by quoting Scripture verses, bossing my feelings, rebuking Satan, or even taking a nap
is because God wanted me to be aware of my stink … something inside of me that was gross …
a place starting to rot. I had some bitterness I’d stuffed and tried to pretend wasn’t there. I’d been
hurt by a friend and didn’t want to confront the issue or forgive the person who had hurt me. But
the rot was there and the stink from deep within my heart kept spilling out.God didn’t want me to
temporarily mask the situation by feeling better in the moment. He wanted me to address the
root of my rot—to see it, admit it, expose it, let Him clean it up, and shut it down. Immediately.A
little rot can spread fast and furiously if not dealt with swiftly and seriously.That’s why it’s so
crucial to pay attention to our reactions today. How we react is a crucial gauge of what’s really
going on inside us. When people or issues or situations bump into our happy, it’s not wrong to
feel annoyed. But if that annoyance leads to a reaction out of proportion to the issue at hand, we
can bank on the fact that this eruption has a root of rot.Here are some telltale signs of roots of
rot:• I throw out statements like, You always … You never … Why can’t we ever …• I start
gathering ammunition from past situations to build my case.• I use words and a tone outside my
normal character.• I justify my reaction by pointing out how hard my life is right now.• I demand
an apology, all the while knowing I should be giving one.These are not fun to admit, but here’s
the beauty of the situation: The quicker we see a root of rot, the quicker we can get rid of the
stink and move forward.Dear Lord, thank You for bringing to light the rotting areas of my life. Help
me to address these areas with Your grace and truth. In Jesus’ name. Amen.The Root of My
RotDo not conform any longer to the pattern of this world,but be transformed by the renewing of
your mind.Then you will be able to test and approve what God’s will is —his good, pleasing and
perfect will.(ROMANS 12:2)Thought for the Day:How we react is a crucial gauge of what’s really
going on inside us.Last week, I got all twisted up and bent out of shape. And, honey, everyone in
my house knew Mama wasn’t happy. I tried everything to usher gentleness back into my tone
and my temper.I quoted verses.I rebuked Satan.I bossed my feelings around with truth.I even
tried to take a nap.But none of these activities soothed me.One of my people had done
something to introduce a smell into my home that not even three Yankee candles could mask.
And I am supersensitive to smells. Like hyper-crazy sensitive.As the mysterious, awful smell
continued to waft through my home, assaulting my nasal passages, I couldn’t for the life of me
figure out what it was or where it was coming from.I lit candles, I sprayed stuff, I even covered my
nose with the edge of my shirt … but I still smelled it.Finally, I realized my daughter had placed a
bathroom trash can onto the middle of my bedroom floor and propped open the flip-up lid so she
could throw away scraps of paper as she worked on a school project. Something had obviously
been thrown away in that forgotten trash can that had surpassed gross and moved into the final
stages of rot.Or something had crawled up into that can and died.I didn’t have the heart to find



out what it was; I just knew the can had to go. Immediately.The smell was an outside indication of
an internal situation. And the trash can wasn’t the only thing that stunk that night. So did my
attitude. My reaction was an outside indication of an internal situation.The reason I couldn’t be
soothed by quoting Scripture verses, bossing my feelings, rebuking Satan, or even taking a nap
is because God wanted me to be aware of my stink … something inside of me that was gross …
a place starting to rot. I had some bitterness I’d stuffed and tried to pretend wasn’t there. I’d been
hurt by a friend and didn’t want to confront the issue or forgive the person who had hurt me. But
the rot was there and the stink from deep within my heart kept spilling out.God didn’t want me to
temporarily mask the situation by feeling better in the moment. He wanted me to address the
root of my rot—to see it, admit it, expose it, let Him clean it up, and shut it down. Immediately.A
little rot can spread fast and furiously if not dealt with swiftly and seriously.That’s why it’s so
crucial to pay attention to our reactions today. How we react is a crucial gauge of what’s really
going on inside us. When people or issues or situations bump into our happy, it’s not wrong to
feel annoyed. But if that annoyance leads to a reaction out of proportion to the issue at hand, we
can bank on the fact that this eruption has a root of rot.Here are some telltale signs of roots of
rot:• I throw out statements like, You always … You never … Why can’t we ever …• I start
gathering ammunition from past situations to build my case.• I use words and a tone outside my
normal character.• I justify my reaction by pointing out how hard my life is right now.• I demand
an apology, all the while knowing I should be giving one.These are not fun to admit, but here’s
the beauty of the situation: The quicker we see a root of rot, the quicker we can get rid of the
stink and move forward.Dear Lord, thank You for bringing to light the rotting areas of my life. Help
me to address these areas with Your grace and truth. In Jesus’ name. Amen.DAY 7DAY 7Rainy
Days and Mondays“Forget the former things; do not dwell on the past.See, I am doing a new
thing! Now it springs up;do you not perceive it? I am making a wayin the wilderness and streams
in the wasteland.”(ISAIAH 43:18 – 19)Thought for the Day: The best thing for me to do is to
position my heart in a place where I can experience God.This devotion is for one of “those days.”
Yes, that kind.If you’re having a tough start to your day, I understand. Me too. I’ve been up since
3:00 a.m. and will seriously need some Holy Spirit empowering to make it until bedtime.I’m tired.
But I’m also feeling under attack. I know you know what I mean.Satan typically throws everything
he can at us to try to make us start off our days on an unglued footing. There will be kids who
don’t feel well. Marital tiffs. Unexpected demands that pop up on our to-do lists. Dogs that run
away. And a mountain of laundry to be done.And I just might have a little personal experience
this morning with each and every item on that list. Lovely.On days like this, I have to stand on
what I know to be true instead of being whisked away in a sea of emotion. Here are three things
I’m preaching to myself this morning:Rainy Days and Mondays“Forget the former things; do not
dwell on the past.See, I am doing a new thing! Now it springs up;do you not perceive it? I am
making a wayin the wilderness and streams in the wasteland.”(ISAIAH 43:18 – 19)Thought for
the Day: The best thing for me to do is to position my heart in a place where I can experience
God.This devotion is for one of “those days.” Yes, that kind.If you’re having a tough start to your



day, I understand. Me too. I’ve been up since 3:00 a.m. and will seriously need some Holy Spirit
empowering to make it until bedtime.I’m tired. But I’m also feeling under attack. I know you know
what I mean.Satan typically throws everything he can at us to try to make us start off our days on
an unglued footing. There will be kids who don’t feel well. Marital tiffs. Unexpected demands that
pop up on our to-do lists. Dogs that run away. And a mountain of laundry to be done.And I just
might have a little personal experience this morning with each and every item on that list.
Lovely.On days like this, I have to stand on what I know to be true instead of being whisked away
in a sea of emotion. Here are three things I’m preaching to myself this morning:
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lkdnldsn, “Wonderful read!. Practical daily readings that help women, especially moms, refocus
their heart on Christ and apply practical moments of grace in their everyday lives.”

Delaney, “Loved the book, got the devotional. This book is written so conversational. As if you
were sitting down with your girlfriends and discussing the unusual moments in your day that
make you spin out of control for no reason. I bought the book for a class I had signed up for
through church. I have found it to be useful in the course and outside. For many of the reasons
explained in this book I can become unglued for some of the simplest reasons and I need a
constant reminder of why I do, and how I can progressively become a better mom, wife, sister,
daughter, friend, co worker, employee.The progress you make will be as the author describes as
imperfect. We all make mistakes, this book helps you recognize those triggers that set us off
and the ways we handle our anger. Knowledge is the key.As for the devotional part of this book,
the suggestions and prayers are helpful in keeping your eye on the progress you are trying to
make. I downloaded this in the kindle format and keep it on my iPod so I have it with me
everywhere .”

Heather, “WE are all Imperfect Works in Progress. Love Unglued!. Unglued. The title of this new
devotional by Lysa Terkeurst grabbed my attention. I had to read and see what this book was all
about. Only one page in and I was hooked. The words and heart in this devotional spoke directly
to my heart and continues to do so each day.What I love most about this book is that Lysa
shares her heart, her hurt, and her hope with all of us. Lysa's words assure us "you are not
trapped by the emotional cycles of your past. Hope for change is rising." While we all know that
we are not prisoners of our past, having a devotional to inspire and encourage along the way....
brings support, strength and inspiration knowing you are not alone.This devotional walks you
through 60 days of imperfect progress. Each day blesses you with a topic, thought for the day,
and ends with a prayer.After only four days of reading, I ordered four copies from Amazon to give
to friends. This book has blessed me and my family and I believe it will bless yours.”

Barbara Peck, “Unglued. This book has helped me in my everyday life. I feel closer to God and
my family. It's a wonderful daily devotional. I highly recommend this book.”

J. Loveall, “Is this available in large print?. Good contentDaily devotionsVery small print.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Amazing!. This book is for most women! Such honest and relevant
insight into a mom/woman's heart!”

Ashley, “Definitely recommend!. I love this devotional! I haven't read the book but this devotional
has sooo much good stuff! So relatable and easy to read. I just wish it had an area to write down



my thoughts each day. I Definitely recommend it to any woman who is striving towards grace
filled progress!”

Charlotte, “Great book. If you need a great devotional book to start your day, get this one. She
nails a lot of everyday situations.”

Live4Words, “60 days of encouragement. A great follow on from all the other Unglued book and
materials. Underlines and encourages youto follow through all the great teaching the author has
given already. Thoroughly recommend as a tool for an 'unglued' life to succeed.”

Mrs. Jane Bisson, “Unglued, Are You?. I found this quite a strange book to read, it seems to
focus on failure or failings of all of us. It tries to get us to look at how we can find success. Bait
unsettling, but very challenging”

brenda beek, “Recommend this devotional. I just love all her books ! Jesus based and uplifting
and honest ! Every woman needsThis devotional book ! Buy it !”

Kerri, “soothing for the soul. what a great devotional and so appropriate....thank you Lysa for
writing this book....you have a way with words that soothe my soul.”

madeleine del toro, “Very spiritually. I just start to read it and feel so good”
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