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For Nana. Thank you for teaching me
to never stop taking big steps.
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Introduction
Your Brokenness Is Welcome Here

H

i, my name is Jordan and I’m a recovering perfectionist,
with a chronic need to achieve.
I figure it’s always best to start with honesty. So, in the spirit
of transparency, let me just put this out there: I hope we can be
friends. And friends are honest with each other.
So, friend to friend, I’ve got a question for you. Do you ever
feel the pressure to find your purpose—to find the reason you’re
on this earth and what it is that makes your life count?
I think so many of us women find ourselves in the tension
of juggling our practical obligations and our deepest struggles,
while longing to discover our passions and live them out. We
long to harness the power of purpose, to make our lives matter.
At least I do.
Now, let me ask you this. Do you get stuck in the struggle
sometimes? Do you feel discouraged by your circumstances or
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lack of direction? Do you sense that something is holding you
back, but you’re not sure what it is?
That’s not fun to admit. I don’t know about you, but when
my hidden insecurities bubble up—such as feeling the pressure
to prove myself or live up to some perceived internal or external
expectation—I may think I’m motivated by purpose, but in
reality, I’m striving to perform or validate my own worth.
When I begin to wonder where this pressure is coming
from, I realize that it’s often coming from inside. I’m the culprit.
I’m the one who allows the world’s expectations or my difficult
circumstances to convince me that I have to act a certain way or
drive toward a particular outcome. I put that pressure on myself
when I’ve given too much power to my circumstances, insecurities, or expectations.
At times, I’ve become so preoccupied with trying to figure
out my life and find my purpose that I completely overlook the
fact that I can live with purpose now, before I figure it all out.
Ever been there? Perhaps you also feel compelled to figure
out your future. Or maybe you’re just trying to hold it together
and stay standing because your life seems to have fallen apart.
I don’t know what you’re facing today. But I do know that
insecurity and expectations can push us to prove ourselves, and
we often end up expending a lot of time and energy looking for
but not actually fulfilling our purpose.
When we’re always looking for something that isn’t actually lost or we’re distracted with running around trying to prove
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we are enough (or are simply just okay), we can’t accomplish
what we’re meant to do—because the pressure we feel to prove
ourselves does not successfully coexist with our true purpose.
As I reflect on my journey, I realize that when I give too
much power to the “toxic trio” of insecurities, expectations, and
the pressure to prove, I’m held back from the life I’m meant to
live and the purpose I’ve been created to fulfill. Some things
that limit me are distraction, comparison, fear of rejection, anxiety, and perfectionism. When I allow myself to be confined by
these barriers, or I give the toxic trio too much power in my life,
I often fail to see the purpose right in front of me. I don’t love
as I should. I don’t notice the divine moments God sends my
way. I don’t work well; I just work hard. The list goes on.
However, when I relentlessly fight to realign my life with
my true purpose, prepare for the difficulties that come my way,
and equip myself with the perspective it takes to break through
the barriers (rather than simply avoiding or ignoring them),
everything changes.
Although I still struggle at times, I have discovered some
practical steps that help me unbind the lies, labels, and lines
I’d otherwise live behind. Now, I want to pass them on to
you. Inside these pages, I’ll share how to overcome the pressure
to prove by channeling the purpose we already have right
where we are, regardless of our circumstances, struggles, and
shortcomings.
Purpose is actually the very way out of the traps that the
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toxic trio creates. Let’s discover together how to break through
the barriers with this life-changing thing called purpose.
So, come on in. Bring your imperfections, uncertainties,
and fear. Your brokenness is welcome here.

P.S. I encourage you to make this book completely yours and as
unique as you are. Read with a highlighter (or multiple highlighters) in hand. Color these pages, mark lines that stand out,
and make note of lessons you don’t want to forget. My hope is
that these words will come to life for you and that they will not
only inspire you but also move you. I pray that you experience
what it’s like to really live—even as you read.
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Part One

Where Do I Start?
The small steps are the big steps.
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1
You Can’t Walk
Through Walls

T

he memory is so vivid that I can almost smell the corn
tortillas searing on the stovetop and hear Nana’s thick
Hispanic accent. Though decades have passed since then, I still
remember the countless nights I spent with my grandma in her
tiny one-bedroom apartment. I loved those times when it was
just the two of us, when she’d make my favorite food and we’d
giggle and play games until all hours. (Bedtime never existed
during sleepovers at Nana’s house.)
As I played with my dolls on the floor one evening, Nana
reached for a roll of masking tape, ripped off a long piece, and
stuck it to the fuzzy brown carpet next to me. She placed another and another, until several long pieces formed a lopsided
square around my six-year-old self. Then she tossed the remainder of the roll to the side.
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“Ta-da!” she said. “Es una casa, mi preciosa Jordan!” (“It’s a
house, my precious Jordan!”)
A gap, an empty space on one side, marked the doorway to
get in and out of our imaginary house. Stepping over the cockeyed lines of tape that marked pretend walls wouldn’t do. Why?
Because you can’t walk through walls.
I’m always amazed when I realize these simple, seemingly
insignificant childhood games we played had powerful lessons
tucked inside. Doors are essential in life. A door is the only way
we allow others in and the only way we step out. They’re also
the only way we move beyond the little walls we’ve all built
around us. Perhaps in our most simple and unobserved experiences, like mine with Nana, God allows us to learn more about
His heart and His purpose for us than in the milestones and
moments others photograph and applaud.
This was just one of many make-believe games Nana and I
played together. In our enchanted world, such as inside that
imaginary house made of tape, I had a sanctuary to dream. I
had a safe place to be anything I could imagine, and I loved it.
This is where my childhood nickname, Sparkles, originated. I admit that’s a horrendously embarrassing nickname.
Alas, it was oddly accurate. I wanted to sparkle, to shine, to be
beautiful, and to be seen.
Don’t we all?
Nana and I often switched roles when we played make-
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believe. Sometimes she pretended to be the child so I could be
the grandma. Other times she was the customer so I could be
the chef.
This time, though, she was the patient and I was the nurse.
“Knock, knock,” she said.
I reached out my arm and acted as if I were opening a door.
She extended her leg dramatically as she moved through the
doorway—the gap in the tape.
I knew what was coming.
“Big step!” we said together.
Big step was our thing, our own little tradition. Nana encouraged me when I was a toddler simply by coming alongside me, taking my hand, and showing me how to take a big
step.
The big step became part of nearly every game we played
together. We didn’t do anything without taking big, fearless
steps. Together, we’d each peel our toes off the floor, and we’d
simultaneously stretch out our right legs and say “Big step!”
As our toes hit a new place on the floor ahead of us, we
celebrated, often dancing to a silly tune Nana made up on the
spot. Other times we’d give each other a high five, and sometimes when Mom wasn’t looking, Nana sneaked me some of
my favorite candy, gummy bears, as if to say, “Well done, little
one.”
Big step.
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Even into my adolescent years, sweet Nana whispered that
phrase whenever I felt afraid, unsure, or insecure. When I was
nervous about playing the part of an Oompa Loompa in the
middle school play Charlie and the Chocolate Factory, she
slipped her weathered hand into mine, which had been painted
orange, and gave me a wink as if to remind me: big step.
Before I ever really understood the depth of what she was
teaching me, Nana dared me to dream, to be bold in the pursuit of the ground God lays right before me, and to take big,
fearless steps with purpose.
One big step. That’s all it took to give me the courage and
boldness to step out a little further and walk a little taller as a
young girl.
I still believe that’s all it takes for you and me—one big
step. At first glance, this idea might seem so insignificant, so
small—silly, even. But taking one step beyond the edge of fear
is the catalyst, the very thing that allows us to move from living
in insecurity into living out our destiny. It’s the start of a journey, the move it takes to claim the holy ground just inches
ahead of us, one step at a time.

One Last Big Step
Several years later, Nana got really sick. She’d been ill a while
when, on a random Tuesday afternoon, I found her banging her
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head violently on a wall, lost and confused and trying to escape
her nursing home—the place that kept her safe. Turns out, you
really can’t walk through walls, even if you want to.
I wrapped my arms around her to calm her, but she didn’t
recognize me. A nurse came to the rescue. I gulped, and with a
lump in my throat, I fought back tears.
Nana had always been a safe place for me when I felt afraid
as a little girl. But now, when I tried to be a safe place for her,
when I tried to wrap her in a protective embrace and be her
refuge when she felt afraid, she didn’t know me.
Oh my stars.
We finally calmed Nana and got her seated. The Alzheimer’s was winning the battle for her mind, and somehow it was
managing to break my spirit too. Then the nurse handed me a
plastic cup of peaches and asked whether I’d like to help feed
my grandmother.
Seriously? No, I don’t want to feed her. She’s supposed to
feed me! I wanted to respond. But I didn’t say anything. I kindly
accepted the plastic cup of preserved fruit and asked Nana to
open her mouth, just as she had asked me to do many years ago.
My mind was swirling. Is this real life? What is happening?
What do you do when one of your very best friends, one of
your childhood heroes, the one who pretended to be sick and
broken so you could pretend to nurse her back to health, becomes truly sick and broken? How do you handle it when the
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roles you played in that imaginary house of tape become reality? How do you cope with the disappointment when you hope
she’ll recognize your face but she doesn’t?
I didn’t know. My seventeen-year-old heart didn’t have a
clue. I searched every square inch of myself and came up without an answer worth more than that old roll of tape.
Maybe you know how it is with brokenness like this. The
kind we can’t seem to control, the downward spiral of shame,
sickness, or pain? We stare into cups of peaches, searching for
answers, hoping for a break from the breaking, wishing that
somehow the damage would be reversed, and wondering where
on God’s green earth that light at the end of the tunnel everyone talks about is.
About a year later, I had just settled in for my first year at
Indiana University when Mom called to tell me Nana had
taken a turn for the worse. She didn’t have much time left, and
it was time to say goodbye.
Goodbye—a send-off, a word used when parting ways.
How is it that the word we use when ending a phone call is also
the same one we whisper when we’re about to be separated from
someone who’s slipping into eternity—a separation marked by
the reality that we won’t be able to just call each other back?
When we’re about to be divided by walls we can’t just leave a
gap in, as we could with tape on the floor?
Nana was about to take a big step into eternity, but this
time I couldn’t hold her hand the whole way.
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I packed a bag, locked up my college dorm room, hopped
into the car Nana had passed down to me, and cried mascara-
filled tears onto the steering wheel as I raced home. Somehow I
managed to drive despite my blurred vision. Tears do that. Pain
does that. They blur everything.
When I arrived at the nursing home, I found my mom sitting by Nana’s side. I plopped down next to her and leaned over
to kiss the pale skin on Nana’s forehead, knowing this would be
the last time.
Within a few hours, Nana took that big step into eternity,
leaving the rest of us behind. The heart that had given so much
light and love to my own young heart had no beats left.
Mom’s eyes filled with tears as I hugged her tight. She
squeezed back as if to wring the sadness out of both of us. Bearing burdens is just like that—leaning in, letting someone else’s
pain seep from their heart and into ours. It means becoming a
shelter for someone, often when our own heart is barely beating.
But there’s comfort in that. A purpose in it.
Purpose. There’s profound purpose in simply meeting
other people right where they are, in stepping into, not away
from, their struggles and sharing them. Sometimes we can be
so quick to offer consoling words and dry someone else’s tears
when really the best thing we can do is let the tears flow and
even absorb them. Bearing burdens doesn’t mean fixing them.
It just means not allowing the other person to bear the load
alone.
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Bearing burdens doesn’t mean
fixing them. It just means not
allowing the other person to
bear the load alone.

We sat there, Mom and I, waterworks and all.
I wanted nothing more than to find a roll of masking tape
and wrap it around my heart to keep it from falling apart. And
maybe that’s what I began to do. Maybe that’s what we all do
sometimes.

The Walls Were Only Make-Believe
When all the visiting, sharing, laughter, and tears surrounding
Nana’s funeral ended, I traveled back to campus and attempted
to make the transition to college life and to learn all that comes
with “adulting” for the first time. That’s a challenge in and of
itself. Losing Nana added another curveball my young heart
wasn’t prepared for.
I spent the subsequent months trying to wrap my life in the
things I thought would hold me together, in what I thought
would keep me safe and secure when I felt as though I was falling apart. Academic accomplishments. A boyfriend. Leadership positions and résumé boosters. The whole nine yards.
It was like a strategy to distract myself from mourning. I
thought if I filled my life with enough good things, covering up
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the internal feelings with Band-Aids, perhaps the sadness would
somehow go away. I reasoned that the image I built up on the
outside would somehow make me all better inside.
Over time, I became that girl—the one who kept up with
the crowd on Friday night and still aced a test at eight o’clock
on Monday morning, all while juggling eight billion extracurricular activities, clocking into a part-time job, and training for
a half marathon. I mean, why not?
The labels I lived behind were like lines of tape. Inside them
I could stay safe. But just as those walls had never really kept me
safe, the labels and achievements I tried to hide behind couldn’t
keep me safe either.
They were only make-believe, after all.
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I reasoned that the image I built up
on the outside would somehow
make me all better inside.
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