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BEFORE YOU GET 
STARTED…

I’ve been a Christian over 35 years, but some days I feel like my spir-
itual life is about as mature as my eight-year-old’s. Do you ever find 
yourself paging through magazines and websites, and suddenly the 

thought occurs to you that you haven’t spent any time with God today? 
Or yesterday? Or, you know…maybe in a long time? And maybe you 
desire to spend more time with Him, but the hours and days slip away 
with work deadlines, phone calls, social engagements, children living 
in your house expecting you to feed them…every single day. 

This is why I wrote this devotional. I know you only have so much 
time in the bathroom, and I know that’s literally the only time you get 
to yourself. Some of you try to take a shower alone, but when you look 
outside the curtain, a tiny human is standing there. She’s like a short 
Norman Bates in Psycho demanding to join you. She jumps in with her 
clothes on, and you let her. You might even call that “bath night.” I get 
it. I live this life day in and day out. This book is for you.

If you are not a mother, this book is for you too. We women all have 
the same struggles. It’s just our circumstances that change. I love God 
with all my heart, and there are days when I have the luxury and disci-
pline to spend lots of time in His Word. But other days I need some-
thing to pick me up and help me start my day. I hope these stories can 
be a dose of fun and encouragement along with your morning coffee/
doughnut/toaster strudel/leftover pizza. (Nobody’s judging.) 
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SHE RISES LATE AND HER KIDS MAKE HER BREAKFAST6

We all know a daily dose of God’s Word is an integral part of any 
diet, and there is a very real enemy who will do anything to make sure 
we skip this important nutrient as often as possible. So this book has 
60 daily devotionals that I promise will make you laugh, think, and 
possibly give you a new way to view some things. Most importantly, 
it will connect you with God’s Word. So give me 60 days, and let’s see 
what happens. 

Some of you are wondering who the Proverbs 32 Woman in the 
subtitle of this book is. Is there a chapter 32 in Proverbs you missed? 
Well, no, but there is a Proverbs 32 Woman, and that’s me. And after 
reading this book, you may realize it’s you too.

I’ve read about the Proverbs 31 Woman for years, and I’ve always 
wondered what this woman was really like. Was she even real? I have 
tried to emulate her, but I don’t rise early and I don’t plow. I think 

“gathering food from afar” is referring to Uber Eats! And since I couldn’t 
measure up to the standard she set, I decided I’d embrace my own 
#hotmess4Jesus life and become a Proverbs 32 Woman instead.

If you are reading this book, you could be one too! Do you think 
Nutella solves problems? Do you watch the Food Channel and surf 
Pinterest for recipes that you never—and I mean never—make? Do 
you listen to old songs on the radio and secretly wonder what your 
boyfriend from high school is up to and then fight the temptation to 
look him up on Facebook? (And then do it anyway?) God’s not mad 
at you or thinking less of you. He thinks you’re delightful and fun 
and loves every bit of your imperfect self. He didn’t create you to be 
a robot. He created you to embrace this journey through each day 
He gives you on earth, and He invites you to learn as much as you 
can about living the best life He intended for you. This life is full of 
pitfalls, tragedy, tears, and pain, but it’s also full of joy, laughter, and 
incredible moments. We need only to stop long enough to appreci-
ate them.

In this devotional my plan is to explore some of the things the Prov-
erbs 31 Woman can teach us. But I also want us to learn more about 
God’s unconditional, crazy, pure love for every single part of us—the 
good, the bad, and the unfiltered. I hope you enjoy my stories and see 

She Rises Late and Her Kids Make Her Breakfast.indd   6 8/22/19   10:19 AM

Copyrighted material 



Before You Get Started… 7

a little of yourself in each one. I just want this book to help women in 
every life stage. I want to help you realize you are not alone and you are 
exactly where you are supposed to be. God never intended you to be on 
the hamster wheel of anxiety, rushing along this path called Modern-
Day Womanhood. 

The more we read about Him and His heart, the more we can real-
ize that most of our problems are the result of us believing the wrong 
things about ourselves. Most of us spend more time getting validation 
from Facebook and Instagram likes than from our heavenly Father. I’m 
the guiltiest of the bunch. Lately I’m obsessed with Keto recipes and 
intermittent fasting so I can lose 20 pounds in five days (or so says the 
Internet).

So for the next 60 days, take a journey with me. We’ll see how we 
all come out at the end.

And if you want to dive deeper into some of these topics, I wrote 
another book. (Shameless plug: Confessions of a Proverbs 32 Woman.) 
It has, like, real grown-up chapters. Some are maybe even six pages, 
because I’m deep like that. 

Proverbs31Woman@heaven.org

Dear Grace—the Proverbs 31 Woman,

Do you run into a lot of famous people in heaven and try to 
act natural? Do you know you’re fabulous, and a hero? People 
have been wanting to meet you for centuries. 

I hope it’s not too much trouble to ask you to read my devo-
tional. I made the chapters short and sweet because we’re not 
in eternity yet and my book is competing with Instagram sto-
ries that are only 15 seconds long. 

I hope you enjoy my musings. I tried my best to be honest and 
thoughtful and not sell out my kids too much. I’m the one who 
will have to pay for their therapy! 

I look forward to hearing from you. If you have a phone num-
ber, please send it and I will not give it out to anyone…not even 
my mother. And by the way, if you see Clark Gable, would you 
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SHE RISES LATE AND HER KIDS MAKE HER BREAKFAST8

let me know? My mom was asking, but I promise that if you say 
he’s there, I won’t give your number to her.

And tell Patrick Swayze I said, “Stay golden.”

Your friend, 
Kerri—the Proverbs 32 Woman
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Day 1

WHERE DOES 
THE TIME GO?

There is a time for everything,  
and a season for every activity under the heavens.

ECCLESIASTES 3:1

Do you ever feel like the day is half over and you don’t even know 
where it went? I don’t know what takes up my time. I get up 
most mornings with the best of intentions of doing all the 

important things my adult life requires, and of course adding in some-
thing meaningful that’s just for me, as the magazines tell me to do. But 
then life takes over. Suddenly I’m cleaning up after the minions, my 
daughters Lucy and Ruby, who have infiltrated my house, as well as 
browsing the Internet for recipes I am never going to make and keep-
ing myself busy with the long list of random activities that really don’t 
bear much fruit. It’s a race to the finish line of never-ending tasks, peo-
ple who need my attention, work obligations, dirty dishes, and jog-
ging in place because I forgot I promised myself I’d work out that day. 
(Yes, I jog in place, maybe even for three minutes. Then I tell people I 
worked out. Then I eat pretzels.)

It seems like it was just yesterday that I was 22 years old, fresh out 
of college, living a life of wild abandon. But you know what? Come 
to think of it, that’s just not true. It’s easier to think life was simpler 
before I had all these responsibilities, but then I remember what those 
years were like. And they were not easy. When I was 22, I worked three 
jobs to pay my rent. I might have been more carefree, but I still rushed 
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SHE RISES LATE AND HER KIDS MAKE HER BREAKFAST10

around like a chicken with my head cut off most days. Circumstances 
have changed, but I haven’t. 

I suppose I am a bit more exhausted these days. I try to find an ebb 
and flow in my schedule, but I haven’t even come close to mastering it. 
And I know in my heart that I’m supposed to enjoy each moment. I’ve 
read that message on enough greeting cards. I’m just not very good at 
doing it. Are you? 

The other day I was in a gift store and I saw a plaque that said, 
“Enjoy the people in your life because they will never be this age again.” 
I thought of my parents in their seventies, and I thought of how I wish 
they would live forever. I thought of my kids, who seem to be grow-
ing at superhero warp speed. I started bawling—yes, bawling—in the 
store. Of course I had to purchase that sign and several other decora-
tive (useless) items. 

When I got home that night, I took some time to go through the 
scrapbooks that my Pinterest-gifted mom had made for me. I saw time 
passing through the pages of photos and report cards and graduation 
certificates. I realized the stupid tear-inducing plaque was right. I’d bet-
ter take in the moments with the people I love, because I’m never going 
to get them back. The realization hit me hard. 

So I called my parents and some old friends just to say hello. (It’s a 
lost art form to make a phone call to a friend for no particular reason.) 
And the next day I told my kids we were having a “Mommy Lucy Ruby 
Day.” We stayed home from school, ate chocolate chip marshmallow 
pancakes for breakfast and cheeseburgers for lunch, and watched way 
too many Hallmark movies. It was perfect. It was bliss. It was just what 
I needed. I think even they thought it was an awesome day, because 
Mommy put down her phone and her “work stuff” and just played 
with them. 

I could feel God smiling that day. I had made a point to be grate-
ful for what He’s given me. I didn’t pester God with all my prayers of 
worry, stress, and doubt. I simply felt thankful, and I let God know I 
was grateful for all He has given me. It made us both happy.

Those cheeseburgers and pancakes took a toll, though. Now I’m 
bloated and full, and I have to go jog in place to burn them off. I may 
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Where Does the Time Go? 11

even do four minutes this time! (Nah…who are we kidding? It’s win-
ter. I don’t need to think about fitness until June!)

• • •

TO THINK ON

• How have you felt time moving too fast in your life?
• What can you do to slow down and appreciate the 

moments?

• • •

Dear Lord,

If there were a way to slow down time, I’d pray for You to do it. But I 
suppose I just need You to help me slow down so I can appreciate all 
that You’ve given me in this life.

In Jesus’ name.

Amen.
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Day 2

WHAT IT TAKES TO LOOK 
NATURAL THESE DAYS

Charm is deceptive, and beauty is fleeting;  
but a woman who fears the Lord is to be praised.

PROVERBS 31:30

T he other day my roommate, Debbie, gave me the sweetest com-
pliment. She said, “You are so naturally beautiful! What’s your 
secret?” 
First I was floored by the unexpected flattery. Then I burst out 

laughing. I don’t know what your town is like, but I live in La La Land 
out here in California, and “natural” beauty is expensive! 

A few years ago I saw a picture of myself and was genuinely star-
tled. I realized my hair was highlighted so blonde that I looked like one 
of the Real Housewives of Orange County. I called my longtime hair-
dresser and told her I wanted to go au naturel: back to my brunette 
roots. After about four hours in the salon, I emerged with beautiful 
brunette locks. Most people seemed to love it. My mother said, “Well, 
I guess that’s the color God gave you, so…” Yes, that’s exactly what she 
said. This woman is 75 years old, and she will die platinum blonde. I 
bet she’s written her hairdresser into her will. 

I felt I was making a healthy choice with my hair until about two 
weeks later when I looked in the mirror and screamed. For the first time 
in my life there were these gray streaks on the top of my scalp. I pretty 
much thought I was dying. I had never seen anything like this before. 
What was this disease on top of my head? WebMD said I would live. 
But did I want to?

She Rises Late and Her Kids Make Her Breakfast.indd   12 8/22/19   10:19 AM

Copyrighted material 



What It Takes to Look Natural These Days 13

I was back in the salon faster than my kids eat Popsicles. I wasn’t 
going down without a fight. Gray hair may be a natural occurrence 
in most of the world, but it does not happen in Los Angeles. Could 
I just accept the sign of the rapidly advancing clock on my head? Or 
would I fight Mother Nature? Because if that was the case, then game 
on, Mother! Instead of highlighting my brown roots blonde, I began 
highlighting my gray roots back to brown. 

I’ve been doing that dance for a couple years now, and recently I 
stopped to ponder how natural I really am. Let’s see…

• For starters, I use self-tanner to make my Irish skin look 
more Italian. (I’m 25 percent from the Motherland.) 

• I discovered Maria, a wonderful neighbor who will come 
to my home and blow-dry and style my hair, all for much 
less money than she deserves. Yes, I’m turning into my 
mother with my weekly hair appointments, and yes, Maria 
is in my will (on the condition she does my hair in my cof-
fin). And because I work on stage, each hair appointment 
is a tax write-off. 

• I just mortgaged a kidney to get my front teeth veneers 
extra white, since they were fixed 20 years ago by my 
friend who was a dental student at the time. It took 13 
hours back then, but I think it only cost eight dollars! 

• A lady on Facebook asked me if I’d try her eyelash growth 
product and then write a review on social media, so I’ve 
been working on growing my lashes, all so I can show off 
my new bright-blue mascara from Sephora (my homage to 
1989). Speaking of Sephora, not only am I required to wear 
makeup, now apparently I must contour my cheekbones 
because the ones I was born with don’t look enough like a 
Kardashian. I also discovered they sell roll-on body glitter, 
and that has become a daily staple. At my age I must look 
like a fairy! 

• My bathroom is filled with every potion and lotion you’ve 
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SHE RISES LATE AND HER KIDS MAKE HER BREAKFAST14

seen for antiaging, and this is because my mom is obsessed 
with QVC and she sends me her leftovers. 

• My bras are about as padded as the ones I wore in eighth 
grade, even after two kids. 

• My friends Susie and Claire come over to my house and 
tell me how to match my outfits, because even though I 
am a grown-up, it appears I don’t know how to appropri-
ately dress myself for public consumption. 

• I own a Pilates machine that is sitting in my backyard. I 
bought it off Craigslist because every good woman in LA 
is required to do a minimum number of hours of Pilates 
every week. (I meet my quota in my knock-off Lululemon 
pants…from Goodwill.) 

• My toes are painted in various colors and polka dots 
because my eight-year-old thought that would look cool. 

So, come to think about it, from my head to my toes, there is very 
little natural about me. Does this make me feel guilty? Okay, okay…
now that I’ve written it down, it’s food for thought. I’m a modern-day 
Christian woman, and it takes a village for me to look oh-so-natural 
in those oh-so-filtered “nonfiltered” Instagram shots I post every day. 
But what would I change? 

And here’s another question: Is God okay with all of this? Didn’t the 
ladies in the Bible get piercings and tattoos? And didn’t they partake 
in some intense mud baths? I wonder what kind of beauty rituals the 
Proverbs 31 Woman had. The Bible says she rose early, but I bet that 
was the only time she could get a bath before her kids got up. 

Now, I have two daughters, and the little one, Ruby, often comes 
in my bathroom and says, “Mommy, I want lipstick just like you.” So 
I let her wear some, and yes, she shows up at Sunday school looking a 
bit like a painted lady at times.

I have a verse plastered on my bathroom wall where I can see it 
every day. It’s from Psalm 46:5: “God is within her, she will not fall.” 
When I saw it again this morning, I burst out laughing. Those words 
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What It Takes to Look Natural These Days 15

are posted above all of my makeup and serums that I include as part of 
my so-called “natural” beauty routine. Oh, the irony.

The question I ponder is this: How important is all of this beauty 
nonsense to me? Could I live without it? The answer is yes, of course I 
could. Do I want to? Not really. Is God telling me it’s all right to play 
dress up once in a while? I think He’s okay with it, as long as the most 
important part of me is untainted: my heart. Underneath the glitter 
and frosting, what is going on with me on the inside? Where do I find 
my real value? I’d like to tell you I find my value in my faith in God, 
and I’m working to make sure that’s a true statement.

But come on, even God likes a little glitter.
(And by the way—the Pilates machine has never been used. It’s 

back on Craigslist if you want to buy it.)

• • •

TO THINK ON

• What’s your beauty routine like for your heart and mind?
• What are you doing to nurture it?
• What “beauty tip” might God give you right now?

• • •

Dear God,

Help me remember that I am a one-of-a-kind original. You only make 
masterpieces. Help me see myself the way You do.

In Jesus’ name.

Amen.
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