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To purchase tickets, visit womenoffaith.com  

or call 1.888.493.2484
*Offer available for Premium ($109) and Standard 1 ($99) level seating and is available through 12/3/15 while supplies last. Offer valid for online and phone 
orders only; it cannot be combined or applied to previous purchases and is subject to change without notice. A service fee will be added.  No refunds/ex-
changes. Dates, location, times, and talent subject to change. Loved: The Farewell Tour is a production of Women of Faith, LLC.

DATE LOCATION VENUE

Sep 11-12 Anaheim, CA Honda Center
Sep 18-19 Orlando, FL Amway Center
Sep 25-26 Chicago, IL (Hoffman Estates) Sears Centre Arena
Oct 2-3 Dallas, TX American Airlines Center
Oct 9-10 Charlotte, NC Time Warner Cable Arena
Oct 16-17 St. Paul, MN Xcel Energy Center
Nov 6-7 Birmingham, AL Legacy Arena at the BJCC
Nov 13-14 Hartford, CT XL Center
Nov 20-21 Sacramento, CA Sleep Train Arena
Dec 4-5 Portland, OR Moda Center

Jan 15-16 Fairfax, VA EagleBank Arena
Jan 22-23 Atlanta, GA Philips Arena
Feb 12-13 Kansas City, MO Sprint Center
Feb 26-27 Buffalo, NY First Niagara Center
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On Sale Now at  WOMENOFFAITH.COM 
Speakers vary by city and are subject to change. 
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Operation Christmas Child® is a project of Samaritan’s Purse,® Franklin Graham, President.
1-800-353-5949     samaritanspurse.org

View solicitation disclosure information for Samaritan’s Purse online at samaritanspurse.org/disclosure.
1-800-353-5949     

AS A MOPS MOM, YOU “TRAIN UP A CHILD 
IN THE WAY HE SHOULD GO” (PROVERBS 22:6).  

Now you can disciple children around the world, too!  Boys and girls who 
receive Operation Christmas Child shoeboxes that you pack as a family are 
invited to learn more about Jesus through our discipleship program, The Greatest 
Journey, with the opportunity to become His faithful follower for a lifetime. 
A monthly gift of just $6 for a year will provide 12 children with Bible study 
materials and a New Testament. Give today at samaritanspurse.org/tgj.  



VOLUME 19, NUMBER 1   Hello, Dearest: This is Motherhood (ISSN 2334-5519) is published quarterly by MOPS International, Inc. 2370 S Trenton Way, Denver, CO 80231 (previously published as MomSense). Advertising in Hello, Dearest 
magazine does not necessarily imply editorial endorsement. FOR QUESTIONS ABOUT SUBSCRIPTIONS,  CONTACT 888-910-6677. Postmaster Send address changes to Hello, Dearest magazine, 2370 S. Trenton Way,  Denver, CO 
80231-3822, 888-910-6677. Canada Publication Mail Agreement No. 40029733. Registration No. 126028836RT0001. Return undeliverable Canadian  addresses to MOPS International, Inc., 2835 Kew Drive, Windsor, ON N8T 3B7.  
© 2015 MOPS INTERNATIONAL, INC. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. Printed in USA. MOPS® is a federally registered trademark. MOPS International does not guarantee  content or endorse independent websites. 

ESSENTIALS TRIED & TRUE

8  PLAY
 by Tally Flint

9  RAISING GREAT KIDS  
 How Do I Help my Child be Resilient?
 by Dr. Henry Cloud and Dr. John Townsend

10  MOMSnext
 The Giggle Cup
 by Lisa Butler

12  DIY: GRANDMA’S SPICED APPLE HAND PIES

 
SIMPLY TIDBITS & THOUGHTS

14  Glitter Leaf Garland, Out-of-the-Box Baking and Storage Solution

CELEBRATE LAVISHLY  

18 CELEBRATION CHANGES THE WAY WE SEE 
 by Leeana Tankersley

20 THE VULNERABILITY OF CELEBRATION 
 by Kelley Gray, m.a., lpc

22  SIX WAYS TO CELEBRATE THE EVERYDAY
 by Anne Foray

24  UNBIRTHDAY 
 by Asha Grinnell 

HONESTLY TRUE TALES

28  KINDRED 
 Life is Like Confetti 
 by Mandy Arioto

30  OH, SWEET JOY!: AN INTERVIEW WITH KIM DAVIS 
 by Meagan O’Rourke

32  HERE’S WHAT I KNOW  
 When’s the Next Party? 
 by Sherry Surratt

Hello, Dearest  
celebrates you as a 
unique woman and 
mom. We’d love  
your feedback at  
magazines@mops.org.

C O N T E N T S

FRONT COVER IMAGE © DANIEL GRILL / GETTY IMAGES     BACK COVER: ILLUSTRATION © DYLAN FOWLER / DYLANFOWLER.NET

4  WE LOVE  
 

5  A MOPS STORY
 Embracing Every  
 Moment of Goodness
 by Mikkee Hall

JOIN THE CONVERSATION 
EMAIL  US
magazines@mops.org

VIS IT  OUR BLOG
mops.org/blog

F IND US ON FACEBOOK
facebook.com/mops.int

FOLLOW US ON P INTEREST
pinterest.com/hellodearestmag 
pinterest.com/mops_int 

JO IN US ON INSTAGRAM
@hellodearestmag 
@mops_international

SUBMIT AN ART ICLE IDEA
mops.org/writers-guidelines

WRITE TO US
MOPS International  
2370 S. Trenton Way  
Denver, CO 80231-3822

welcome

1 year old 2 year old 3 year old 4 to 5 year old

C E L E B R A T E  L A V I S H L Y

celebrating changed me. There was one night in 
particular. I had reached the end of an enormous accom-
plishment, and I wanted to throw a little get-together. It 
took ten years to finish my degree in Vocal Performance, 
and a decade of school seemed noteworthy. The problem 
was, I was so busy trying to finish well I didn’t have time 
to plan my party. A few friends who’d been alongside for 
the journey said, let us. 

The day went like this: friends came early to set up, they 
made the most delectable spread of food, they served 
my party guests, they clinked glasses, they cleaned up 
afterward. Their entire day was on my behalf. I simply 
showed up in a dress.

The lavishness changed me. It was a night where I was 
given-to greatly. People gave of their culinary efforts, 
decorating abilities, laughter and encouraging words. 

I’ve noticed sometimes we don’t know who we are until 
we’re told. It’s important to tell people what we see in 
them — those truths they may or may not know about 
themselves. At times it’s with words, other times it may 
be through celebration. Celebration shows our esteem, 
it shows the journey is significant. 

I’ve noticed sometimes we don’t know who we are until 
we tell ourselves. It’s confirming externally what we know 
internally. Sometimes it’s with words, but not always. 
It’s wearing that pretty dress to the party. It’s wearing a 
dress on an ordinary day because I feel pretty or unique 
or especially grateful for my life. It’s wearing a dress 
because life doesn’t feel great at the moment, but I am 
determined to find goodness even if I have to create it 
myself. Or, maybe I’ll find myself a pastry.

Celebration as a lifestyle changes the shape of our heart, 
growing to accommodate the well-spring of goodness 
around us waiting to be noticed.

As we grow to learn what it’s like to live celebration, 
may you see the ways celebration has changed you. May 
you celebrate others so their hearts may be molded by 
your gestures. May you find reasons — both large and 
small — to celebrate on an as-much-as-possible basis.

— jackie alvarez —
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P H O T O G R A P H E R S 
W E  L O V E

I L L U S T R A T O R S  
W E  L O V E

it was the worst news possible. Again. Not only had her cancer come back, it was 
metastatic. The prognosis was grim. Maybe two weeks or two months, the doctor said. 
Maybe a clinical trial. The timing couldn’t be worse (is the timing ever good?) because it 
was early November. There was a new house to move into and Thanksgiving and Christmas 
to plan for her three children under five. She wanted to see their Christmas glee and make 
Thanksgiving memories in their new home. Together. 

When Kare shared this news with her East Hill Church mops and momsnext groups, 
they were overwhelmed. They had walked alongside Kare and her family when she was 
first diagnosed with cancer. They organized meals and childcare. They celebrated with her 
when her cancer went into remission. But the cancer was back. They gathered around Kare, 

hugging her and weeping 
with her. 

Her mops friends felt 
hopeless. Then they sprang 
into action. If it was a possi-
bility Kare wouldn’t be able 
to spend Christmas with 
her little ones, they would 
have Christmas early! The 
group organized the move 
to their new home, they 
planned meals and child-
care. They found a photog-
rapher to do a family photo 
shoot. The group created 
memory books and a video 
from Kare for each of her 
children. When the doctor 
mentioned how a small hot 
tub would help with Kare’s 

chronic pain, one crafty mom in the group began making necklaces to 
raise money. They raised enough for the hot tub, plus a getaway to the 
beach and food to fill the pantry. They bought and wrapped Christmas 
presents and decorated the house for the holidays. 

Together they brought joy and cemented their friendships in the sac-
rifice of time and money. They cared well for Kare and her family. Together they changed 
her family. But Kare also changed the group. Heather Zinn, a fellow mom in the group, 
said, “It challenged me to go beyond the surface with others, be vulnerable and put others 
first. I will never underestimate the amount of work that can be accomplished when a 
group of moms come together.” 

How does her story end? The ending is filled with hope as she is still fighting and 
enjoying each day she has with her family and friends. You can follow her story at  
gofundme.com/iae2hw.

EMBRACING EVERY MOMENT OF GOODNESS
BY MIKKEE HALL

Mikkee Hall is the Content Editor at mops International and recently relocated to Denver via Washington d.c. 

taking only what would fit in her car. She packed the cinnamon, but inexplicably left her hairbrush behind.

A  M O P S  S T O R Y

Kare’s (seated) mops 
and momsnext friends 
have found practical 
ways to support her.
PHOTO BY BOBI CRISAN

“This bracelet says ‘flourish’ and to be truthful, 
I haven’t been doing much flourishing. Or if I 
have, I haven’t relished it. I haven’t been notic-
ing. I haven’t sat still or embraced it or enjoyed 
every minute that is filled with the gift to do 
so. But I’m working on it.”

— Lilah  @mrslilahhiggins 

This year in Hello, Dearest and through all your membership 
benefits, we’ll be giving you constant reminders to flourish. 
mops.org/blog/a-fierce-flourishing

I N S T A G R A M

where do you read your 
Hello, Dearest magazine?  
@heathergracephoto enjoys 
hers at the table, with her little 
on her left and her coffee on her 
right. Post a photo of your copy 
of the Fall issue or this issue’s 
diy and share your creation 
on the Insta-G’s. Remember to 
#hellodearestmag.

M E M B E R S H I P

H E L L O ,  D E A R E S T  B L O G

“I used to measure my day based on how  
productive I was. Now I measure it  

based on how well I love.”

post by emily wieranga. read the entire post at  
mops.org/the-one-to-do-list-you-cannot-live-without

F A C E B O O K 

we asked: What are some common misconcep-
tions of “the perfect toddler”?

you answered: “The mythical toddler will try any food you 
put before him. My reality is that my two toddlers will live on 
air before putting anything green in their mouths!” 
posted by katie @facebook.com/mops.int
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�ey help us do what we do: support and 
nurture moms around the globe.  

Visit their websites, and  
tell them mops sent you.
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E S S E N T I A L S
T R I E D  &  T R U E

O U R  S P O N S O R S

mops mom, Marla Michau with her daughter Fabienne  |  Photo by Justin Michau  HELLO, DEAREST         FALL 2015 7



what a “resilient kid” means depends 
on who’s using the term and how they’re 
using it. In the best, most accurate use of 
the word, it means a child who has good 
adaptive capacities to process various ex-
periences, even difficult ones, and continue 
to thrive. Resiliency is an important quality 
for later success in all areas of life, and in 
our opinion, one of the best things to build 
into a child. 

In the not-so-good use of the term, it 
means that “my child will be fine no matter 
what I choose to drag her through.” It’s used 
as an excuse to not have to make sacrifices 
for the child’s well-being. 

Let’s assume that the goal is to help chil-
dren become as resilient as possible and also 
to strive to not put them through harmful or 
depriving experiences where superhuman 
resilience is required.

Let’s focus on a few factors for building 
resilience in children:

First is a child’s attachment quotient, 
occurring when a child feels loved and se-
cure in her primary bonds and develops a 
strong foundation for personality. This will 
enable her to go through many trials and 
still feel strong inside. 

An attachment quotient is built through 
meeting the child’s needs early in life, dis-
playing continuity, being nurturing and not 
disappearing. In short, consistency. This in 
turn builds the ability to trust others — a 
trait needed to weather whatever changes 
and storms life may bring when resilience 
is needed. It literally builds brains.

Second is the ability to be indepen-
dent, assertive and strong. Children who 
are encouraged to go into new situations 
will learn to cope with and negotiate these 
new environments and adapt. They’ll build 
self-confidence helping them figure out 
what other new environments require from 
them. Training kids early on to solve their 
own problems, to make choices and to seek 
what they need is key to building resilience.

Third is their ability to create structure 
and order for themselves. This develops by 
providing a lot of structure and boundaries 
for them early in life and requiring them to 
do the same for themselves. An ordered day 
and schedule, along with the requirement 
to order their own world for themselves, 
builds internal order and security. Cleaning 
their rooms, picking up and organizing their 
things and helping with chores gives kids a 
feeling they can create structure in a chaotic 
situation when needed later. 

Fourth is how they look at failures, 
mistakes, messes and the like. Resiliency 
requires the ability to not overreact to 
mistakes made by one’s self or others and 
to solve problems instead of getting an-
gry, critical and over-reactive. It’s essential 
to build into your child the ability to not 
get overworked at problems, but to solve 
them. It begins with the way you respond to 
mistakes, failures, disobedience and prob-
lems. If you don’t overreact or use anger, 
but respond with calm problem-solving 
techniques, your child is more likely to do 
the same. 

Dr. Henry Cloud and Dr. John Townsend, psychologists, leadership coaches and the  authors of many books, selling over 5 million copies, including 
Raising Great Kids, Boundaries, Boundaries with Kids and Mom Factor — as well as the hosts of the syndicated national radio program “New Life Live.”
Want more? You can experience the wit, wisdom and  understanding of Dr. Cloud and Dr. Townsend through the Solutions Audio Club. Each month  
you’ll  receive four  exceptional audio recordings by the  doctors, mailed to your home. Their  biblical solutions for relationships and life’s challenges will help you invest in the future of those 
you love, so enroll today! For more information or for a  complete list of their  extensive  resources and speaking  engagements, call (800) 676-HOPE or visit their website at cloudtownsend.com. 

ESSENTIALS

RAISING GREAT KIDS

Question 
HOW DO I HELP MY  

CHILD BE RESILIENT?
BY DR. HENRY CLOUD & DR. JOHN TOWNSEND

ESSENTIALS

COLOR RIOT
Fireworks: baby style.

MATERIALS: A bag or two of 
multi-colored pompoms 
(available at craft stores).
WHAT TO DO: Have your child sit 
on the floor. Gather the 
pompoms into a pile in front 
of her and scoop your hands 
underneath them. Say, 
“Hooray!” as you toss them 
up into the air, having them 
shower over your child. 
HINT: Make it a game to collect 
the pompoms and pile them 
up for a repeat performance. 
If your child is timid, start by 
showering just her feet, 
gradually working up to her 
head, or let the pompoms 
land on you so she learns it 
doesn’t hurt.
VARIATIONS: Practice naming 
each color as you retrieve the 
pompoms or divide them 
into color groups. Change up 
your sound effects to words 
like, “Tada!,” “Surprise!,” 
“Boom!”

CAUSE FOR APPLAUSE
Go on a scavenger hunt of 
celebration.

MATERIALS: A willing toddler  
and a mom with an eye for 
everyday gifts. 
WHAT TO DO: Take a walk outside 
or through your house and 
look for things worth 
celebrating. When you find 
one, stop, name it and make 
a show of clapping loudly.
HINT: These don’t need to be 
earth-shattering. Look for 
the extraordinary among the 
ordinary: a leaf just starting 
to turn color, a favorite 
comfy pillow, a beloved 
stuffy or laundry that 
(finally!) got put away.
VARIATIONS: Keep count of how 
many things you can find on 
any given hunt. See just how 
high a number you can get. 
Experiment with different 
styles of clapping: How softly 
can you clap? How loudly? 
Give high fives and tens 
instead of clapping. 

DANCE PARTY
See how many ways you can 
cut a rug.

MATERIALS: A selection of different 
music and an open area in 
which to move.
WHAT TO DO: Start the music and 
make a point to change your 
moves to fit each different 
style of song. Surf boogie, 
disco, classical, hip-hop and 
global are all fun options. The 
more variation between one 
song and the next, the better! 
HINT: If inhibitions run strong 
in your family, start by 
focusing on your feet, seeing 
how many ways you can 
move them. Then move on 
to your arms, or your head. 
See how much space you 
take up by using big 
movements, and how little 
space you use by making 
your body small. Remember 
there aren’t any judges here!
VARIATION: Have a box of props 
at the ready for impromptu 
costume changes. Wigs and 
funky hats make for great 
quick-changes.

GIGGLE GARLAND
Get your daily dose of laughter 
with this creative activity.

MATERIALS: Several 8-inch strips  
of colored paper, marker, glue 
stick and some silly knock-
knock jokes like the ones at 
amomwithalessonplan.com/
knock-knock-jokes-for-kids.
WHAT TO DO: Write a joke on each 
strip, leaving space at each 
end. Glue the tips, forming a 
link. Intertwine the strips, 
forming a paper chain. 
Continue using all your strips. 
Hang your chain and each day 
remove one link, treating 
yourselves to a silly joke.
HINT: Kids love making up their 
own jokes, so be prepared for 
some that don’t make any 
sense! If your child is able, 
they can copy down the jokes, 
or have them dictate to you.
VARIATIONS: Have a special trip  
or event happening? Make 
enough strips and use as a 
countdown. Instead of jokes, 
use silly commands or  
tongue twisters.

  
PLAY

Tally Flint is a freelance writer and editor and the Children’s Nurture Coordinator at her church. She makes her home in Denver, Colorado, where she and her husband 

are vastly outnumbered by their four children, ages 11, 9, 7 and 7.
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BY TALLY FLINT

A resilient child is  
able to process and 

adapt to experiences,  
even difficult ones.
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MOMSnext

“bobby, make sure you shave your sister’s 
entire leg, and put the pink boa back when 
you are done wearing it!”

I am an imperfect mother with imperfect 
children who sometimes don’t get along. I’d 
love to tell you my children always share 
their toys and show unconditional love to 
one another, that the older ones nurture and 
care for the younger. I would love to tell you 
they work out small disagreements without 
my intervention. But let’s be honest, some 
days I’m just happy one of them hasn’t eaten 
the other for lunch. �e simplest con�ict 
used to spiral out of control. I was stuck 
in the awful valley of time outs. It seemed 
someone was always in “the chair.” Some-
thing had to give. 

What if I doled out fewer consequences 
and focused more on the good? Could an 
experiment that bold ever work? �at’s how 
the Giggle Cup was born.

One morning, while refereeing my chil-
dren I quietly walked into the kitchen, re-
trieved a red plastic cup from the pantry 
and deliberately placed it on the counter. I 
declared it the Giggle Cup. I explained to my 
toddler and preschooler every time I heard 
them playing nicely together, I would put 
a coin in the cup. �e friendlier and more 
loving they were, the more coins they could 
earn. However, if I heard mean words, crying, 
whining or sel�sh behavior, I would take 
coins out of the cup. At the end of the week, 
if we had collected $1.00 in giggle money, 
we could go to the store and buy something. 

It didn’t take them long to �gure it out. 
I would be in the kitchen cooking and hear 

my four-year-old say, “Just laugh really loud, 
Mary Elynne.” I didn’t mind them gam-
ing the system. At least they were working 
as a team! We had a few moments which 
included statements like “I’m happy, can 
I have a penny?” Luckily for me, neither 
one of them could count money yet, so I 
had some discretion, a little “wiggle in the 
giggle,” if you will. At the end of the week, 
I deemed they had earned enough to buy 
brand new bubbles. I challenged them to 
earn two dollars the next week so we could 
get ice cream at the drive thru. 

We had a few “dump the cup” moments. 
But I began to see a transformation. When 
I began to celebrate their love instead of 
punishing their disdain, I shi�ed their per-
spective — and mine, too.

Fast forward a few years, and add a third 
child to the mix. �e Giggle Cup had found 
its way back into the pantry, replaced by the 
maturity of older children that didn’t need 
gimmicks to make good choices — or so I 
thought. In the busyness of everyday life, 
ugly habits of old had started to return. 
�e object of the arguments had changed, 
but the tone was the same. I had seen this 
pattern before, but now I knew what to do. 
We needed a Giggle Cup 2.0. 

My children were older now. It was no 
longer my job to celebrate their relationship. 
When I found them pushing the limits, 
testing patience or being unkind, I would 
ask them to write a letter to one another 
celebrating what they loved. It could in-
clude a favorite memory, something they 
loved doing together, or what they love most 

about their sibling. Spelling and grammar 
didn’t matter. In fact, they could even draw 
a picture and explain it out loud. What com-
menced was the most amazing, heartfelt, 
creative and hilarious interaction our family 
had ever had. We pealed with laughter as 
my daughter shared her favorite memories 
of Disney World. We cackled as my oldest 
son told his sister she had really nice hair. 
And my youngest son would sit and listen, 
sometimes interjecting a compliment that 
could only be given by a two-year–old, send-
ing us roaring into giggles. 

What if I shelved the ugliness and cele-
brated our love? It took a plastic cup, some 
creative accounting and a few pieces of pa-
per, but I had found it. When you celebrate 
what is good, the good multiplies. It’s just 
that simple.

So, why is my son shaving his sister’s legs 
wearing a pink boa? Let’s just call it Giggle 
Cup 3.0. We adopted a new way to honor 
our family bonds this year. When the kids 
�nd it hard to get along, they have to choose 
an activity from the Giggle Cup. It is �lled 
with outrageous tasks like shave your sibling’s 
legs with a Popsicle stick and shaving cream 
or do the chicken dance. �e rules — you 
must complete the task with your sibling. 
No arguing or fussing is allowed. �e task 
must be repeated until you have fun doing it 
together! Some days, I think they pick a �ght 
with one another just so they can pick from 
the Giggle Cup. We chose to leave the place 
of blame and criticism, and honor all that was 
beloved about our family. 

Lisa Butler resides in West Palm Beach with her husband and three children. Her hobbies include tea parties, wooden train track design and professional snuggling.

THE GIGGLE CUP 
BY LISA BUTLER

 / Zonderkidz.Beginners.Bible 

 #1 
Bestselling
Children’s

Story Bible of
All Time!

Join the party!
For 25 years The Beginner’s Bible has thrilled young children 
as it teaches Bible stories through engaging art and text. 
And, with over seven million copies sold, The Beginner’s 
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RECIPE BY 

Shauna Lott, owner of  
the Long I Pie Shop and 
Not Your Granny’s  
Business in Denver,  
Colorado. Check out her 
�rst illustrated book, Not  
Your Granny’s Pie at 
notyourgranny.com. 

PHOTOGRAPHY BY

Cameron Washburn, 
camwashburn.com

RECIPE TESTING BY  
�e Lazio family: 
Sara and Adam with  
Michael (9),William (7) 
and Aaron (5)
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DIY

Celebrate 
your spouse

in style!

Take

20% off
your next order!

use code
u28mops20

expires 11/30/2015

union28apparel.com
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Grandma’s 
SPICED APPLE HAND PIES
YOU’LL NEED 

4 large Granny Smith apples
½ cup brown sugar
¾ cup sugar
1 teaspoon cinnamon
1⁄8 teaspoon allspice
¼ teaspoon of each: cloves, nutmeg, salt
4 teaspoons cornstarch
1 lemon, squeezed
1 tablespoon vanilla
Egg wash (1 egg white + 1 tablespoon 
water)

Pie Crust Ingredients  
2 ½ cups unbleached �our
1 tablespoon sugar
1 teaspoon salt
1 cup butter, cubed
¾ cup ice cold water
A little magic

DIRECTIONS 

1 Make crust. Combine �our, sugar and 
salt. Add butter using a pastry blender until 
butter chunks are the size of marbles.

2 Slowly add water and mix with your hands 
until crust forms a ball. Wrap in clear wrap 
and place in refrigerator until ready to roll 
out for crust. 

NOTE: Leaving crust in refrigerator for at 
least 2 hours will make it easier to roll out. 
Crust can be made up to a day in advance. 

3 Pre-heat oven to 400° F.

4 Peel, core and slice apples into ¼ inch 
slices. 

5 Combine apples, brown sugar, ¼ cup sugar, 
cinnamon, allspice, cloves, nutmeg, salt and 
cornstarch until everything is evenly coated.

6 Bake apples for 30 minutes. Remove from 
pan and stir in lemon and vanilla. Cool for 
30 minutes.

7 Split dough into two equal parts with knife. 
Roll each half out on a �oured surface to 
a 15x12" rectangle. Cut each into 6 equal 
parts.

8 Brush edges of each piece of crust with 
water. Place a half cup of apples in the center 
of each piece of crust. Fold dough over and 
press edges with fork to seal.

9 Line baking sheet with parchment paper. 
Brush each hand pie with egg wash. Sprinkle 
each hand pie with sugar. Cut slits in tops 
of hand pies for ventilation. 

10 Bake hand pies until golden brown, about 
30-35 minutes. Let cool for 30 minutes be-
fore serving. 
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Everything seems to start back up in the fall. 
During this oh-so-busy time of year, dearest, 
we have some tips to make boxed baking mixes 
taste homemade for the days you need to save a 
little time! mops.org/blog/how-to-make-boxed-
mixes-taste-better

S I M P L Y
T I D B I T S  &  T H O U G H T S

OUT-OF-THE-BOX BAKING

storage solution

M
IXING BOW

L BY CHRIS_ELW
ELL/ISTOCK; M

ASON JAR BY BIG_RYAN/ISTOCK; CUPCAKE LINERS BY RUTHBLACK/ISTOCK

Cupcake liners can be hard to keep organized. If 
you place all your cupcake liners in a clear Mason 
jar, you can see all your options instead of digging 
around in a drawer. Plus, it looks pretty.

glitter leaf garland

One thing is certain, kids love glitter! Grab a bag of fake leaves, paint them with school glue, and liberally 
dose with fall glitter colors! Punch a hole and tie with string, tie all your leaves onto a stick or another string. 
Hang over the �replace or a door or wherever you need some fall magic!  Photo by Stephany @ makingitwithstephany.com

“�e art of living does not consist in preserving and clinging to 
a particular mode of happiness, but in allowing happiness to 
change its form without being disappointed by the change, for 

happiness, like a child, must be allowed to grow up.”

— charles morgan —
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The wonder of play™

mirari moment
the wonder of  play begins 

with mommy’s voice

mommy
loves
you!

Imagine giving your child a toy phone made with this much love!
Record your voice on Mirari myPhone, and make your own Mirari moment!

Share your moments of wonder, pictures and stories. 
#MyMirariMoment

Visit us at MirariMOPS.com

Mirari_myPhone_fullpg_ad_revise2015.qxp_Layout 1  7/30/15  12:41 PM  Page 1



“Celebrating lifts my eyes to help me see the 

things that will sustain me: love, goodness,  

plenty, hope, creativity, beauty, grace.  

In that way, celebration changes us.” 

— leeana tankersley —  
“celebration changes 
the way we see,” page 19  

Celebrate 
Lavishly
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some of the greatest parties I have ever 
attended were in the Middle East, where 
we’ve lived two different times because of 
my husband’s job. The party I loved the most, 
though, was a New Year’s Eve rug flop we 
hosted in our villa right before the movers 
came to pack us up and return us to the States. 
Our boy/girl twins had just turned four and 
our baby girl — who was born there in the 
Middle East — was not yet one. 

A rug flop is a Middle Eastern tradi-
tion featuring the ancient carpets of the 
region “flopped” one on top of another for 
a household of guests who the dealer hopes 
will also be buyers. The rug dealer brings 
a lavish spread of local foods including 
just-out-of-the-oven naan, tikka, shawarma, 
tabouli, hummus.

Our favorite rug dealer, Mr. Mohammed 
from Carpet House, brought an entire van 
full of rugs for our party. We invited friends 
we had met during our time in the Middle 
East, and we pushed back furniture so Mr. 
Mohammed could flop rugs in the entryway 
of our rented villa.

Champagne corks popped, glasses were 
filled, plates were loaded, and the laughter 
reached a din. Mr. Mohammed lugged in 
rugs, one by one, holding them up for all to 
see, yelling out the region, material, history, 
size, quality, and of course, price. Every 
rug that hit the next would give off an old 
world billow, filling our entire downstairs 
with ancient smells. 

During our two-year stay on this small 
Persian Gulf island, the Shi’a were rising 
up against the Sunni, rioting for civil rights. 
Because of this infighting, our liberties were 
restricted as neighborhoods all over the 
island were filled with burning tires, rub-
ber bullets and tear gas. When you have 
three small children and one small island 
becoming even smaller due to rioting, life 
can begin to feel cramped in every way. 

Some nights, after the kids went down, 
my friend Jean and I would sneak out to 
Mr. Mohammed’s shop and drink tea with 
him for an hour or so and look through his 

shop. We’d take our shoes off and run our 
feet across the silk Qums. We let the beauty 
sink into our souls, which were tired from 
hypervigilance and heat and homesickness. 

The rugs were magic carpets flying me to 
a different land, or maybe more accurately, 
showing me the beauty right where I was. 
So when it was time for our final party in 
our villa, we asked Mr. Mohammed to bring 
his rugs to our home so we could fill our 
place, one last time, with the beauty of the 
region and the beauty of our newfound 
relationships.

It’s so very easy to celebrate when life is 
abundant, but it’s when life is closing in that 
we need celebration the most. The etymol-
ogy of the word celebrate is to “assemble 
to honor.” The same Latin word, celebrare, 
also means to “practice often.” So, then, to 
celebrate means to assemble or gather and 
to honor … and to do this often.

What were we honoring in the Middle 
East? Sure, we were honoring New Year’s 
Eve, but I knew we were honoring much 
more than a date on the calendar, a new 
year turning over.

We were honoring our adventure — 
which was both gorgeous and gnarly, as 
adventures always are. We were honoring 
a time and place that brought us our new 
baby girl. We were honoring a season in 
our marriage and our family that has been 
a defining experience. We were honoring 
the way it feels to have come through some-
thing only because of the people who have 
supported you. We were honoring the un-
expected beauty we found in the unfamiliar. 

Time can pass without punctuation, 
especially in the very early years of moth-
ering. Celebrating the milestones and the 
moments and the memories can be a way 
we punctuate our living. Even though cel-
ebrating might cost money. Even though 
celebrating might mean opening our home 
and our table and showing off all our own 
perceived imperfections. Even though cel-
ebrating might feel overboard or overdone. 

When we celebrate life lavishly, with total 

abandon, we say our lives are worthy to be 
noticed, witnessed and cherished. When we 
use our precious resources — time, mon-
ey, talents — to celebrate lavishly in the 
company of those we love, we say, I am all 
in on life, and I will choose to celebrate 
my days instead of tolerate them. We are 
saying what Emily Dickinson said: “That 
it will never come again is what makes life 
sweet,” and we must kick up our heels for 
the sacredness of each and every day so we 
don’t forget life is precious.

I have many difficult memories of our 
time in the Middle East, most of which 
associated with three young children, un-
bearable heat and few options for activities. 
But, it’s funny, all of that difficulty is truly 
transcended when I think about Mr. Mo-
hammed’s rug flop. 

Life can become all about me putting my 
head down and getting to work — coping 
and making it happen. Celebrating lifts 
my eyes to help me see the things that will 
sustain me: love, goodness, plenty, hope, 
creativity, beauty, grace. In that way, cel-
ebration changes us. And I want to make 
it more of a habit in my home. Serving 
breakfast to my kids on the pretty plates is 
one small way I remind myself to practice 
celebration in my everyday and not just 
reserve it for special occasions.

Sometimes life lacks space, and we have to 
find the portals taking us to larger moments, 
grandeur. The portals remind us of the resil-
ience and artistry of the human spirit. They 
are reminders of plenty. They open our eyes 
to gratitude. Celebration is one such portal.

The other day I found a picture of Mr. 
Mohammed standing on top of what had 
to be a hundred rugs in our entryway in the 
Middle East, hands up in the air dramatical-
ly hollering out. In the background of the 
picture, you can see a room full of vibrant 
conversations and belly laughs. 

I teared up when I saw the picture be-
cause it was the epitome of beauty found 
in the midst of the desert. 

Leeana Tankersley is the author of Breathing Room. She lives in San Diego with her husband, Steve, and their three kids, Luke (6), Lane (6) and Elle (3). Leeana 

writes about living from the spacious place on her blog: leeanatankersley.com.

CELEBRATION CHANGES THE WAY WE SEE 
BY LEEANA TANKERSLEY

live as though life 

was created for you.

— maya angelou —

EDUARD BONNIN / STOCKSY + VANBEETS / ISTOCK 
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celebrating can be a vulnerable thing. 
Wholehearted celebration requires us to 
take risks and stand up to fears. In cele-
bration, we are forced to be present in the 
moment instead of elsewhere mentally. Cel-
ebrating requires inviting others in more 
deeply — to our lives, experiences, hearts 
or homes. Celebrating requires us to spend 
our precious, limited resources of time, 
energy and money on others instead of 
fearfully stockpiling for ourselves. Um, does 
the ability to celebrate all of a sudden feel 
like a tall order to anyone else? 

Being present. The “practice” of being 
present in the moment means you’re total-
ly in the moment, not ruminating on the 
wounds of the past or outwitting future 
problems. True presence provides the seed-
bed for celebrating the good in life, because 
our present moments frequently contain 
small sacred experiences we miss when 
we are preoccupied. The sky, the breeze, 
great coffee or toddler’s curls can all prompt 
celebration in our hearts if we are mindfully 
locked into the good of right now.

Being present can incite fear and self-pro-
tective responses. It is vulnerable to let go 
of defending and state definitively, “I love 
this. I have this. I celebrate this.” We may 
fear losing good things if we draw attention 
to them. “Shouldn’t I just lay low and keep 
my head down?” “Is this bragging?” No! We 
have to stand up to these fears by celebrating 
the good stuff anyway. A life dictated by fear 
and image management is absolutely no 
fun. You can’t celebrate while defensively 
playing it cool, detached or safe. 

What about a less-welcome life event? A 
move, a loss … the first day of kindergarten? 

Courageously organizing a ceremony, gath-
ering or a meal to “mark” these events can 
help us grieve and accept an unwanted oc-
currence. This helps metabolize our pain 
and open more room in our hearts for the 
next joyful experience of life. 

Inviting others “in.” Negative beliefs 
about ourselves abound when we consider 
inviting others into our space. Beliefs like, 
“My house isn’t as nice as hers” or “I hate 
cooking” make us feel like our home isn’t 
good enough, but you can’t let these beliefs 
hold you hostage. Healthy risks grow us 
deeply inside. In order to overcome your 
fear of inviting others in, you have to just 
do it … and then see what happens. You will 
be transformed when friends respond gra-
ciously, your connection with them grows, 
and you make a new memory together.

Don’t hold to the negative belief, “No one 
wants to celebrate me.” This may actually be 
a symptom of you not allowing yourself to 
be known by others. If you keep people at 
an emotional arm’s length they can’t know 
your fears, triumphs and small victories. 
They may assume you have others who are 
closer to you and may not feel responsible 
for pitching in and celebrating you. You 
have to choose vulnerability in relationships 
in order to cultivate the level of closeness 
that makes people want to throw you a sur-
prise party. 

Do you ever think: “Other people have 
things to celebrate. I don’t”? If you practice 
being present, your eyes learn to see how 
many delicious moments even the simplest 
life contains. If you don’t feel like you’re 
getting enough attention you probably 
aren’t — so do something about it! Throw 

a party for a completely made up reason 
— you will confront your fears, deepen 
friendships and increase the collective joy 
of your community. 

Scarcity and abundance. Scarcity says 
you cannot afford to spend the time, money 
or energy that celebration requires because 
disaster, bankruptcy and famine are immi-
nent!!! Abundance, however, trusts the bills 
will most likely still be covered even if you 
have a few extra people over for dinner or 
buy ice cream for everyone. It feels vul-
nerable to stand up to the fear mongering 
of scarcity, but challenge that bully a little 
and see what happens. I long to live in a 
co-created world where we experience an 
economy of abundant celebrating. A world 
where a friend has a happy occurrence and 
we all quickly mobilize to gather, congrat-
ulate and toast.

It’s awesome to get an invite to a party 
at the home of a wealthy person, where the 
abundance is ob-vi-ous. But as for the truly 
joyful “ordinary” celebration of finishing yet 
another week of work and school, I prefer 
my friend Andrea’s modest home, with her 
creative dinners offering both what needed 
to get cooked today and talking points from 
her busy brain as she’s thought about us and 
our intertwined lives. Always present is a 
fun drink and Popsicles for excited kids. 
Her little home exudes abundance. If she 
feared making herself vulnerable to judg-
ment, scarcity or closeness she would feed 
her own family and that would be that. 
But because of her bravery she is knitting 
a bond between our growing families that 
will yield a lifetime of friendship, support 
and celebration. 

THE VULNERABILITY OF CELEBRATION 
BY KELLEY GRAY, M.A., LPC

Kelley Gray, M.A., LPC, is a therapist who is passionate about the process of healing and growing. She lives in Colorado with her two wild daughters and one hot husband.  

Follow her at kelleygray.com or @kelleygray77.
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Anne Foray lives in Westchester, New York, with her husband and three children.

3. Dirt and semantics. I enjoy gardening. 
So do my children. I get far less done when 
my children are enjoying gardening with 
me. One afternoon, I was weeding when 
my 5-year-old bounced a blue ball nearby. 
With every bounce, billows of dirt poofed 
into the air. I cultivated, hoed the loosen-
ing weeds, and raked them into piles while 
her bouncing billows of dirt landed on my 
skin and in my eyes. It was after dinner 
and the sun was going down. The sunlight 
shot through the leaves and illuminated 
the dirt particles floating through the air. 
“What’s your favorite word?” I asked her. 
She stopped bouncing and watched the 
particles floating through the sunbeam. 
“Radiant,” she said. “It’s warm and loving 
and everywhere. Radiant.”

4. Would you rather? I like getting lost. It 
feels comfortably uncomfortable — like 
traveling in a foreign country or leaving my 
phone at home. When I am driving some-
place I’ve never been, I purposefully take 
a wrong turn. I pull off the highways and 
try to find my way by the back roads. One 
afternoon, we were headed to my cousin’s 
bridal shower in a part of New York I had 
never driven through. I took roads I had 
never heard of, drove through tunnels I 
never knew existed, and saw billboards for 
shows I didn’t know were on television. This 
time it wasn’t on purpose. My navigation 
sent me on this Quixotic adventure. In the 
middle of a tunnel, the navigation con-
fessed, “Signal lost.” No! No! Signal can’t 
be lost! We eventually found our way to 
the golf course where this bridal shower 
was to take place but somehow missed the 
parking lot for private parties. We parked in 
the public lot — at the end of the 18th hole. 
Delighted to be near where I was supposed 
to be, I didn’t give much thought to the fact 
I was wearing five-inch heels and carrying 
tremendous packages containing fragile 
bridal shower presents while herding my 
fashionably dressed daughters across an 
eighteen-hole golf course. What did getting 
lost bring us? A kind gentleman finishing 
up his round offered to golf cart us to the 
front door of the banquet facility. 

5. Make it rain. There is nothing quite as 
wonderful as listening to a child squeal 
in delight. Our morning trek to the bus 
stop usually begins and ends with some 
measure of crying, fighting, hair pulling 
and righteous indignation. But I’ve learned 
something recently, something I wish I’d 
known for the past decade. My kids love 
when I wash the back windshield. They 
chant, “Make it rain! Make it rain!” Really, 
that’s all it takes? 

6. Morning sex and pancake dinners. I don’t 
know how sex became a nighttime activity, 
and pancakes became a morning meal. It 
doesn’t make sense. I shower in the morn-
ing. I need to shower after sex. Pancakes 
make me sleepy. I am not having sex after 
eating pancakes. The logical conclusion is 
morning is the time to have sex and pan-
cakes must be eaten for dinner. Besides, 
morning sex is the best. I’m already in bed. 
The door is already closed. My kids are al-
ready segregated in their rooms. I don’t have 
to disappear. Makes sense, right? Besides, it’s 
kind and good to do something beneficial 
for your own body. Makes the whole day 
worth celebrating.

six ways to 
CELEBRATE  
THE 
EVERYDAY 
BY ANNE FORAY

1. Take a picture, it lasts longer. My 8-year-
old daughter and I climbed out of the car 
on a delightful spring morning. The tulips 
had popped up in the freshly weeded flow-
er beds, seemingly from out of nowhere, 
and their flamingo colored petals stood at 
attention. I said, “Look at the tulips! Ar-
en’t they glorious?” Her response: “I can’t 
stand them. Their pistils are way too dark.” 
I stopped next to the tulips, gently swaying 
in the breeze. “I’ve never looked at a pistil. 
Ever.” Bemused, she responded, “Look at 
them, Mom. Really look. They are at least 
five shades darker than they should be.” I 
asked what color she thought would look 
best. “Purple.” I took a picture of the tulip 
and its pistils. “Why are you taking a picture 
of them?” she asked. I told her the truth. 
“Because this is the best conversation I’m 
going to have today.” 

2. Lay it down. My kids have these ridicu-
lous lofted beds with slides and look like 
castles. They love their beds. One morning, 
I climbed up a ladder made for a child and 
tucked myself under the cotton candy pink 
castle tent, trying to simultaneously tuck 
the fitted sheet under the far end of the 
mattress while doing an insanely difficult 
plank so the sheet didn’t bunch underneath 
me. After I finished the task, I lay down 
on my daughter’s bed and looked out the 
castle’s curtains at the sunlight streaming 
through her windows. I don’t know how 
long I was lying there, but my 5-year-old 
appeared and said, “Mom. What are you 
doing?” All I could think to say was, “I 
like your view. You have good windows 
and the sunbeams look so beautiful from 
up here.” Her response: “I know. The sun 
makes the pink curtains really, really pink. 
It brightens my mood.” 
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Asha Grinnell (pictured opposite page with her infant) is a lover of adventure, family dance parties and spending time by 

the sea. She is married to the man of her dreams and a mama to two little darlings who keep her on her knees and her toes. 

Follow her at onlytruenorth.com.

in lewis carroll’s Alice in Wonderland, Alice stumbles upon a rather strange tea party 
in which she encounters the Mad Hatter and the March Hare known by all as utterly 
nutty. These poor fellows find themselves trapped in a constant battle with Time, but still 
they manage to celebrate. Alice is drawn into their festivities and later learns they are 
celebrating an unbirthday which makes perfect sense when explained with the logic that 
one has 364 days in which to receive an unbirthday present and only one day to celebrate 
one’s day of birth.

The story is whimsical and silly, but in reality couldn’t we all use a little more whimsy 
— a little more freedom to celebrate? Holidays are signified by special occasions or days 
off work, but life is so much richer than that. Our souls need to celebrate, we were created 
to enjoy life, to live fully alive, to awaken to wonder!

So, why celebrate? It’s universal! Celebration is a bright thread running through 
the tapestry of every life. So many of us carry around more pain than we can speak of, 
camouflaging our grief with pleasant answers and rehearsed lines, but the only way we can 
truly flourish is to be real. Celebration is contagious, and it pulls us out of our own mess 
and reminds us that no matter what is going on — we have solidarity in joy!

Celebration takes vulnerability, and sometimes it can be scary to choose joy when your 
heart is beyond weary. As mommies, we have an incredible gift in our children, for they 
are great teachers of awe and wonder. Kids don’t need a reason to celebrate; it’s just part 
of who they are. If you ever need help understanding what it means to truly delight in life, 
try viewing your day through the eyes of your little one. Allow yourself to live life a little 
unhinged, take a step of faith and a deep plunge into celebration. Mark your calendar with 
joy and find pockets of wonder in the midst of ordinary living. Create your own celebration 
and invite your loved ones to party with you, because the reasons to celebrate are endless.

UNBIRTHDAY
BY ASHA GRINNELL

we love moms who instagram  

1 Momma’s wild one by @mrslilahhiggins 2 Gold-dipped wine glasses by @mandydearest. 

3 Asha with her newborn darling. 4 Asha’s eldest darling. @asha_dawn
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Mandy Arioto is a mom of three who continually wonders when she became old enough to raise other human beings.

we are moving this week, just three blocks 
away from where we currently live, but all 
moves feel like cross-county moves. We 
have been packing up and living off paper 
plates for a month, just long enough to feel 
like our entire lives have been torn into little 
pieces of paper and thrown into the air while 
we wait to see how the confetti changes the 
look of our landscape.

If I am being honest, I have been wishing 
the days away this past month, saying things 
like, “when we get into the new house” or, 
“when we are settled.” I have been more 
concerned with ‘when our future happens,’ 
then what is happening right in front of me. 

I blame this wishing-the-day-away on 
the small, nagging lostness I carry around 
deep inside. It’s my dazed drifting leaving 
me wild and grasping for a feeling of being 
settled, wanting all of the details of my life 
to make sense and believing the next step 
will finally bring some sense of having it 
all together. But the truth is, we will move 
into our new house, and I will be tempted to 
wish away the days until we are unpacked, 
or until some other exciting opportunity is 
on the horizon. 

Do you ever find yourself wishing the 
day away? 

When my kids were really little I remem-
ber waking up some mornings and being so 
tired I was already looking forward to nap 
time. Or there were seasons when I thought 
life would be easier when we didn’t have to 
buy diapers or when everyone could feed 
themselves. 

I believe this practice sunburns our souls. 
It has made us uncomfortable in our own 
skin, chronically anxious about time, des-
perately striving to create a meaningful, 
purposeful, joy-filled life when the truth 

is, most of us already have the exact thing 
we have been wishing for. We just have 
forgotten to notice it. 

What I am learning very slowly, and with 
a lot of fumbling steps, is it is too easy to 
wish away days in anticipation of some fu-
ture event that never satisfies. Rather, it is 
the people beside us and the view before us, 
and the ground beneath our feet that is the 
really good, soul-satisfying stuff. It seems to 
me part of being human is learning how to 
celebrate the occasionally uncomfortable, 
but mostly beautiful moments, happening 
to us right this very moment. 

Last week I pulled The A-team together 
for a family meeting. I admitted this whole 
moving thing had me feeling unsettled 
which meant I had forgot to enjoy the pro-
cess. So we decided we were going to cele-
brate the uncomfortable parts of moving, 
the parts that are messy and beautiful and 
filled with moving boxes and paper plates. 

On Sunday, we gave away a bunch of stuff 
to people who needed it more than we do. 
With three kids in tow, we took dishes and 
household goods and extra bikes to a shelter 
for abused women. Afterward we toasted 
with milkshakes to making other people’s 
lives just a little bit easier. 

On Wednesday, when beds were disas-
sembled, we held a family campout in our 
backyard complete with a tent, bonfire and 
s’mores. You would have thought we spent 
the night at Disneyland with how much the 
kids enjoyed themselves. 

Friday, after most of our furniture was at 
our new place, we brought out a disco ball 
and invited all of the neighborhood kids 
over to our old house for a dance party. 
We pushed the remaining boxes to the side 
and twenty-one kids danced their hearts 

out in our empty family room. One of my 
kids found some confetti bombs that were 
stored away in a craft box and as lots of 
little feet busted a move, confetti burst into 
the air, and we all watched in wonder as 
the pieces fell gently to the ground. Little 
pieces of colorful paper covered the wood 
floor. The moment felt so beautiful I could 
barely contain my tears of joy. All the pieces 
that didn’t make sense suddenly were so 
beautiful it no longer mattered our life felt 
like confetti. 

Deciding to celebrate even when life felt 
unsettled, gifted us with memories and mo-
ments that had us all forgetting we were 
supposed to be thinking about getting set-
tled in a new home. See, once we realized 
how our right now is good, we were freed 
to have more fun. 

Sometimes I forget to live this way. 
Sometimes celebrating takes a little more 
effort, but as far as I can tell it is always 
worth it. This is why I bought flowers for 
the people who were moving into our old 
home. We included our wishes for the fam-
ily getting ready to inhabit the space we 
had enjoyed the past two years. Because 
living with a posture of celebration invites 
everyone around us to do the same. 

Could it be this is our time to celebrate? 
Instead of wishing the days away, maybe this 
is our opportunity to have more fun and to 
find holy moments with the people right in 
front of us. Maybe now is the time to get on 
with our really spectacular life happening 
right this very minute. May we all grab some 
confetti, and rather than worrying about 
how life should be, may we celebrate what 
it is, in all of its unsettled glory. 

LIFE IS LIKE CONFETTI
BY MANDY ARIOTO

HONESTLY
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How did you Texas lovebirds end up in 
Colorado? 
Kim: Well, Chase and I were both grad-
uating from A&M. He had a degree in 
Construction Science, and I was study-
ing Recreation Park Ministry, because I 
always wanted to go into camp ministry. 
But, it was 2009, just after the economic 
crash, and there were no jobs. So, Chase’s 
parents suggested we spend a month or so 
living in their cabin here — enjoying being 
newlyweds and applying for jobs. Shortly 
after we moved in, Chase found a job with 
a home developer, and I started working for 
a boutique that was also selling my designs, 
which was pretty perfect!

Tell me about your blog and Etsy shop Oh, 
Sweet Joy! How did it all begin?
Kim: It was actually after I got 
fired from the boutique (she 
laughs, a bit embarrassed, but 
humorous). I started the blog 
mostly to keep in touch with my 
family and friends. I had always 
been making things and selling 
them, so I started the Etsy shop too. It was 
going pretty well. Then, in August of 2010, 
we were heading out to spend some time 
overseas and I thought I’d have to let it go. 

I wasn’t sure if we’d have Internet, etc. But 
actually, the following grew.

What were you doing while living overseas?
Kim: We were in Maldives for four months 
working with an English language-teaching 
organization. 

How did this new direction in your jour-
ney affect your vision for Oh, Sweet Joy!?
Kim: It refreshed my perspective on the 
direction my shop was going. I had a lot 
of new ideas and felt really inspired. But, I 
was also working more than full-time on it, 
and five months later I was really burnt out. 
So, I quit working on it for a bit. All of Oh, 
Sweet Joy! has been a process of seasons, a 
constant balancing act of asking and surren-

dering. Which, I feel like is how 
it’s supposed to be, you know? 
Down the road, toward the end 
of my first pregnancy, I started 
blogging and selling again.

In addition to running your 
business and raising your son, 

you just had your newest little one. How 
has life changed with baby number two? 
Kim: I feel like I have eight or nine balls 
I’m always trying to juggle, and I’m not 

even able to juggle with two, so you can 
imagine. I’m learning a lot about grace. 
I’m an achiever. I like to be good at things. 
But, it’s hard. I think I put a lot of pressure 
on myself to do all these things, like cook 
delicious meals, and clean, and look pretty. 
But I’m learning that sometimes it’s just 
not feasible, and I’m forced to let go of the 
façade. Now I’m learning to say “Okay, well, 
that’s not going to work today,” or “Today 
was hard, really hard.” 

What do you feel is the greatest thief of 
these celebrations, and how do you over-
come it?
Kim: Hmm. For me, it’s business and ac-
complishment. It’s the voice saying, “If 
you don’t [fill in the blank], then you were 
worthless today.” It’s the voice trying to keep 
me from being fully present. I’m learning 
to ask for help when I need it. Like asking 
Chase to help with the boys, so I can go to 
the gym. Today is the first day Knox has 
had a nanny. I think it’s good for him, and 
it’s good for me. I think asking people for 
what you need, and telling them what you 
want is so important. 

How do you practice celebrating lavishly, 
in a life that may often be overwhelmingly 
busy?
Kim: This is hard. I feel like my husband 
and I are ships passing in the night right 
now, just taking turns taking care of things, 
and balancing life. It feels like there’s al-
ways something to do. So, in the midst of 
the endless to-do-lists, we have to seek to 
celebrate the every day. It’s what keeps us 
sane. To me, celebrating looks like being 
able to sit in the moment with your kids, 
and play with them. Routine is important, 
but sometimes changing up the routine a 
little — like letting Knox stay up late and 
eat ice cream — makes the whole day good. 

photos (clockwise) 1 Space to 

create. 2 Chase holding 

Knox and Kim with Owen. 

3 Lounging on a mini-trip 

with my man. 4 Kim and 

Knox looking for dinner 

inspiration.

BY MEAGAN O’ROURKE

Why is it the very word celebration can evoke such stress? Is it the pressure we feel or the 
instant to-do list? Could it be we’ve assumed a celebration signals only the fresh begin-
ning, or the rewarding ending — a gesture of a grand arrival and completion? And so 
there is something inside of us still waiting; waiting to celebrate until — until something. 

What if celebration looked less like a clean house and a perfectly planned party, 
and more like rich, delicious, poignant presence? If it looked like sitting still and being 
available to the people we love. Can we find equal cause for celebration in the journey 
we walk to become, as we do in the perfection of “arriving”? 

The definition of celebrate includes these words: “to keep, honor, mark, remember, ob-
serve” and sometimes, “with a public acknowledgement.” Are we keeping our moments? 
Are we guarding the stillness of our hearts, so we can observe, and remember what is 
good? Can we sit long enough to soak up the sacredness of our beautiful, busy, lovely, 
messy lives and publicly (even if quietly) acknowledge we are wildly, wonderfully alive? 

Today we’re sitting down to discuss all of this with Kim Davis, a Texas-born, Colo-
rado girl who spends her time juggling the requirements of her Etsy shop and lifestyle 
blog, Oh, Sweet Joy! Her husband, Chase, serves as pastor at a church at the foot of 
the Rocky Mountains in Boulder, Colorado. Together, they’re raising their sons, Knox 
(2 years) and Owen (2 months), all while seeking small ways to celebrate the everyday. OH, 

SWEET 
JOY!  

AN INTERVIEW WITH KIM DAVIS

Meagan O’Rourke currently adventures in Denver, Colorado as a professional daydreamer and amateur parent. Mostly, learning a lot about love. You can usually 

find her drinking coffee with her husband Rory, or chasing after their baby girl, Story.
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TEACH YOUR KIDS 
ON  THE  TRIP 

OF  A  LIFETIME, 
WITHOUT 

LEAVING HOME. 
Open your children’s eyes to how 
other children around the world 

live, play, and learn. Go to 
Compassion.com/MOPS to 

download fun, free resources 
including lessons, coloring pages 

and Compassion Explorer magazine.  

While there, check out the group 
activities and more for your MOPS group. 

Visit Compassion.com/MOPS — 
and see the world! 

 GREAT 
  BIGworld!

It’s a

uris� HelpKidsflouris�uris� HelpKidsflouris�

WHEN’S THE NEXT PARTY?

maggie claire, my four-year-old grand-
daughter is sheer amazement to me. Sitting 
at the lunch table a�er church, she suddenly 
clapped her hands and between delighted 
giggles announced, “Me, daddy and Papa 
are all wearing blue! Isn’t that the best?” I 
hadn’t noticed, and it certainly did not occur 
to me this warranted giggles and hand claps. No 
one else had noticed either but Mags was tenacious. She climbed 
over to sit in my lap and whispered, “Mimi, let’s talk about what 
our next party will be.” 

I explained to Mags it would be several months before anyone 
in our family celebrated a birthday or an anniversary, and it was 
eons before the next holiday, so what could we celebrate? Mags 
thought for a moment, tapping her tiny �nger on her chin. “I 
know,” she said. “We’re going to see Aunt Boo Boo next week! 
We’ll have a party!” More hand clapping.

Aunt Boo Boo is my daughter Brittainy, who recently moved 
to Charleston, South Carolina. �e mention of her name tugged 
at my heart. She wasn’t sitting here at the table with the rest of 
the family. I missed her. But Maggie was spot on. I would get 
to wrap my arms around my girl in just a few days. Wasn’t this 
something to celebrate?

When it comes to celebrations, I’m all in for the birthdays 
and big holidays. I love parties, but I wait for the reason, the 
o�cial excuse. How would it change my family, change me, if 
I declared everyday reasons to celebrate. 

�is is what I know: A secret to our joy is wrapped up in 
celebration of what God has placed right before our eyes. He’s 
given me life and forgiveness and mercy. He’s given me family, 
so imperfect yet so beautiful. 

Today feels like an excellent day for a party.

Sherry Surratt 
CEO and President, MOPS International
Follow me @SherrySurratt

H E R E ’ S  W H A T  I  K N O W
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