Author Speaker Entreprenuer

passion

about

contact

FOG Rising
Marketing Plan & Proposed Outline
Proposed Subtitles: Living Free of Fear, Obligation, and Guilt
Breaking Free of Fear, Obligation and Guilt
Overcoming Fear, Obligation, and Guilt
Author:

Lindsey Hale

Category:

Women; Christian Lifestyle; Christian Relationships;
Self-help; Personal Growth

Two-Sentence
Summary:

FOG, an acronym for fear, obligation, and guilt, has been blinding
women to their full potential for years. FOG Rising teaches
women how to replace fear with forgiveness, obligations with
opportunities, and guilt with grace.

150-Word
Summary:

Many women are living the “American Dream.” They have
beautiful homes, husbands and children and even challenging
careers, so why are so many women feeling depressed, lonely and
unfulfilled? Fear, obligation and guilt (known by the acronym
FOG) are clouding the decisions of today’s busy woman. We will
talk about common fears in women, such as fear of missing out,
fear of authenticity, and fear of failure. We will locate the origin of
the fears and tackle them with practical everyday ways to squash
the fears clouding our lives. Obligations to unhealthy relationships
and unnecessary commitments will be sorted and released
through scripture and self-evaluations. Finally, we will change
guilt into grace, for both ourselves, and for others. We will
embrace the fact that we are fully human, and learn to adjust our
expectations accordingly, while still holding a high moral standard
for our lives.

Key Point:

Replacing fear with forgiveness, obligation with opportunities,
and guilt with grace will help women realize their greatest
potential.

Purpose:

By asking, “Am I making (or not making) a decision, out of fear,
obligation or guilt?”, you can quickly and easily identify how to
break through to a life of rich relationships and passionate
purpose.

Benefits to Reader:
● Opens women’s eyes to the fears, obligations and guilt that keep them
from achieving their greatest dreams and living a peaceful life
● Equips readers with the tools needed to uncover our greatest fears, and
recognize those fears as lies
● Provides practical approaches to resolving obligations to unhealthy
relationships or commitments
● Clarifies readers’ most authentic morals and values to help her make
decisions outside of FOG
● Encourages steps toward forgiveness and grace in order to fully embrace
even the most difficult relationships
●

Shows her how to implement time for herself in her daily life without
feeling guilty

Audience:

Married and unmarried women

Tone:

Encouraging, Enlightening and Humorous

Cover &
Design:

Opened to suggestions

Anticipated
FirstDraft
Delivery Date: April 2018
Biographical Information: (See attached)
Competition: The Best Yes, Lysa TerKeurst
(Thomas Nelson 2014)
Lysa’s book focuses on obligation through overbooking our calendars.
FOG Rising takes a practical approach to not only the disease of busyness
in our calendars, but also the obligation that comes along with unhealthy
relationships and how to break free of them. There will also be a large
amount focused on how to break free from social media and create
marginal time and energy. Using the acronym FOG will also make an easy
reference for all women to quickly and easily identify whether she is in
the best decision-making mode or not.
Present Over Perfect, Shauna Niequist
(Zondervan)
Shauna takes another approach on busyness in this book but does not
spend time focusing on our fears that bring us to the constant need for
approval. While Shauna does a great job of addressing obligations and
self worth, she does not go into great detail about fear and guilt. I’ll be
talking about fear of failure and the deep connection that can happen
when you give both yourself and the people in your life grace instead of

guilt. While an enjoyable read, Present Over Perfect doesn’t equip the
reader with the easy-to-recall tools that FOG Rising will provide.
Author’s
Note:

When I searched the marketplace, there were many books about fear,
many addressing obligation or busyness, and many about guilt. However,
none tie these interwoven issues together, and provide a simple solution
to tackling all three. Women who long to strengthen themselves through
faith books will talk about a book for a few weeks or maybe a few
months. However, she often forgets where she learned the principles.
FOG Rising is different because acronyms stay with people for a lifetime.
Think back to when you were a child in music class, you learned the notes
on a scale EGBDF, (Every Good Boy Does Fine). You remember the
acronym even if you don’t know how to read music. Also consider the
acronym for KISS (Keep it Simple Stupid). That’s what sets this book
apart. The simplicity of the acronym makes it easy to recall. FOG, will
remind women daily, for the rest of their lives, to ask themselves the
question “Am I making this decision out of fear, obligation or guilt?” This
acronym is life changing and unforgettable.

Possible Endorsers/Foreword Writers:
Shannon Ethridge, M.A., Million-copy best-selling author of 22
books including the Every Woman’s Battle series (who is currently
coaching me through her B.L.A.S.T. Mentorship Program)
Jenny Hillenburg (National Sales Director of Thirty-one Gifts)
Cindy Monroe (Founder & C.E.O Thirty-One Gifts)

Special Markets
Opportunities:

Direct Selling Association, DSWA (Direct Selling Women’s
Association) and other conventions for woman-owned businesses

FOG Rising
Proposed Outline
Note: This outline provides merely a starting place. I am completely open to editorial
direction based on publisher feedback.
Recognizing the FOG
1. Preface
As children, women are given a storybook image of what life should look like.
Happily ever after paints a picture with college degrees, a husband, and two
children. If you’re one of the lucky ones, you’ll get to own your own home
too. Despite “having it all,” many women are pushing through day after
unfulfilling day, feeling overwhelmed and anxious or completely numb and
disconnected. Here, the reader will learn that making decisions out of the
FOG (an acronym for fear, obligation and guilt), is holding her back from
living the fulfilling life God intended for her. She will learn that she can
replace the FOG of fear, obligation and guilt with a new mantra of
“forgiveness, opportunity, and grace.”

Fears

2. FOMO (Fear of Missing Out)
Society has made an accomplishment out of doing more, knowing more, and
being everywhere. Young women are celebrated as social butterflies. As
adults, women are praised for being able to “do it all.” Studies show
Americans check their smartphones up to 150 times per day. The pressure to
be informed and always in-touch stretches us too far and distracts us from
what is most important. In this chapter, we will talk about why the fear of
missing out on the popular things distracts us from the wisdom of God… robs
us of the ability to be present as a wife, mother, daughter, and friend… steals
our marginal time and energy and the peace that comes with them. Here,
we will talk about how to drown out all the noise and create space for
flourishing into our full potential.
3. The Origin of Fear
The first time we see fear in history is in the Garden of Eden when Eve
decides to take a bite of the forbidden fruit. Through her act of disobedience
she reveals her deepest fears. She fears she misunderstood God, she fears
she isn’t wise enough, and she fears she isn’t powerful enough. Since then,
every woman who followed has had similar fears. What if I’m not enough?
What if I’m too much? What if I let go of control? What if I can’t let go? This
chapter will explore how to recognize core fears, the stress they bring into
our lives, and how they undermine our potential for future growth.

4. Fear of Failure
Do you avoid risk because you worry what people will say if you fail? Do you
wonder if you are capable of accomplishing BIG goals? Do you often tell
people not to expect much when you are working towards a goal such as
weight loss or a major project? Fear of failure holds us back like nothing else!
In this chapter, I will share some of the strategies I have used to overcome
fears and become successful in my own multi-million dollar business.
Through personal and shared stories we will discuss how overcoming fear of
failure can unleash our greatest potential, and discuss practical tips for
allowing God to do mightier works through us than we could ever accomplish
on our own.
5. Fear of Authentic Connection
Abandonment from parents, friends or spouses often sets the tone for our
daily relationships. In this chapter, we will talk about why people who have
been hurt tend to hurt other people. The reader will learn how to respond to
negative thoughts and emotions instead of reacting to them. She will learn
how to open up to new genuine relationships, allow herself to show up to
friendships authentically, and learn to love herself as well as move beyond
the desires of worldly admiration.
Obligation
6. Toxic Relationships
Maybe it’s your alcoholic mother who belittles you and makes you feel
unimportant, or a co-worker who reminds you of your mistakes too
frequently, an ex-husband who uses your past to manipulate you, or even a
close friend who pushes you outside of your moral compass. We often
remain entrenched in toxic relationships out of obligation. We feel stuck, as if
we have no choice or way out. In this chapter, we will explore red flags that
will help you identify unhealthy relationships. We will also explore what God
says about friendship, and self-respect.
7. Setting Boundaries
If we are called by God to love our enemies, how do we set boundaries and
guard our hearts against getting hurt by them? In this chapter, the reader will
learn how to set clear boundaries both in real and virtual life. We will explore
how to have critical conversations with people who will be affected by the
new boundaries. We will also go over fresh ideas to create healthy new
relationships in a season of life when friendships can be hard to develop.
Guilt

8. Choosing YOU first
Taxi driver, soccer mom, worlds best cookie maker, financial expert, and
doctor -- one second you are cleaning dog poop off the kitchen floor and the

next you are a sex goddess in the bedroom. Oh, the pressure of being a
woman! In the midst of all of this, women are somehow expected to look
and feel their best. How do we fit in time to eat healthy, work out, or take an
hour to clear our minds without the guilt of the to-do list haunting us? Too
often, we neglect ourselves once again, and feel even more guilt about the
cookies we ate for lunch and the irritability that consumes our relationships.
In this chapter, we will talk about how to defeat the lies we tell ourselves
that lead to guilt.
9. G-Free Family
When asked what they feel most guilty about in life, the 100 women I polled
mostly answered “lack of sex in their marriages” or “lack of fun with their
children.” In other words, women are working hard, and not playing hard. In
this chapter, we will talk about how to focus on energy management instead
of time management. We will talk about how a healthy sexual relationship
and marriage will have a positive impact on your relationship with your
children. We help women get rid of “bedroom guilt” and “mommy guilt” for
good!
Forgiveness, Opportunity & Grace
10. Forgiving Your Way to Transformation
Forgiveness is hard to grasp for so many people. We are told it is a decision,
but how do you make yourself decide to forgive? In this chapter, we will
explore the concept that in order to live without fear you must first recognize
who you need to forgive. Not only will the reader learn to forgive others
who have hurt them, but they will also learn to forgive themselves. We will
explore the soul work and consistent actions that foster a lifestyle of
forgiveness.
11. When Opportunity Knocks… Ask for Identification!
People pleasers are everywhere. It can be hard to say no, especially when
someone flatters you by asking directly, or truly needs the help, or perhaps
you have a particular talent in an area of need. However, not every
opportunity is for you. Learn how to recognize opportunities created
especially for you by God, how to say no with confidence, and how to
gracefully bow out to obligations currently crowding your plate.
12. Creating More Grace Space
Women decide how they are performing in life by comparing themselves to
other women. In this chapter, we explore how to stop the comparison game,
and draw out the stories of others so that we can better extend grace and
enrich our personal relationships. We will also create and develop our own
story so we can see who we are through a third-person point of view. By

creating our own story we are far more likely to extend grace to ourselves. In
addition, we will talk about how to accept the grace we have been given
through our faith in Jesus Christ.

FOG Rising
Clearing Your Life of Fear, Obligation, and Guilt

Preface
I had everything I’d ever wanted, so why did I cry myself to sleep every night? As a
young girl I spend nights cutting and pasting pictures on the outside of my science folder
that showed pictures of marriage, a beautiful family, a house in a tree lined neighborhood
and a dog. Now, I had it all, my high school sweetheart, two children, a yellow lab. How was
it that I felt like I had lost every ounce of who I was in fulfilling these dreams?
My average, normal, everyday life was unfulfilling and I didn’t know why. Finances
were tight and marriage was hard, especially with children added into the mix. I had two
babies in less than two years, which meant I was running on approximately zero hours of
sleep. One day while both babies lay in their cribs screaming into the air, I found myself in
the next room screaming into a pillow. I hated my dream. Why had I ever dreamed this
dream? Was this all there was in life? Is this the goal?
We dream of leaving adolescence in the dust and making our big debut into adulthood,
only to arrive on that stage and wonder, What’s the big deal? Why hadn’t anyone warned me
how mundane my days would be? Why hadn’t anyone prepared me when I took those
college courses that it wouldn’t matter because every job I would ever get would feel
redundant and unchallenging? My college degree didn’t really matter anyway. My days now
were spent in a cycle of wash, dry, fold, feed, sleep, repeat. Then there were the decisions
that didn’t matter, but seemed to matter so much. What’s for dinner, what would the babies
and I wear (as if it mattered because we would all be covered in some kind of bodily fluid
soon), which generic products are okay to buy and which aren’t, how to organize the toys,
which coupons to clip, breast or bottle feed, organic or not, to immunize or not to
immunize. I was overwhelmed with fear that I would make the wrong decision and ruin my
family’s health. I had spent my every minute thinking about what life should look like and

now I had to live with the life I had constructed. I was paralyzed with anxiety, certain I was
doing it all wrong.
I needed a manual or at very least some wisdom. I sought help with a therapist. He
asked me to share a story about what kind of guilt was holding me back as a mother. I
confided in him, sharing about how trapped I felt. His response was “Oh wow! I thought
you were going to tell me you had an addiction to porn or something. This sounds pretty
normal.”
Maybe it was normal, but I didn’t want to be categorized as normal! I wanted to find
that girl who used to jump off of the bridge into the river, who dreamed of skydiving and
traveling the world. Where was the girl who was spontaneous, adventurous and most of all,
courageous? Before he dismissed me and told me I really wasn’t a candidate for his services,
he said “Before you make any decisions, I want you to ask yourself one question. Am I doing
this (or not doing this) because of fear, obligation or guilt? If the answer is yes, then make a different
decision.”
I left feeling defeated. It was time for me to start accepting that most people find
contentment in mediocrity. Joy was something reserved for the lucky and the rich. My days
passed slowly like they always had, and I made a million decisions that weighed me down
like heavy bricks. My husband, Rob, and I sat on the basement floor with a tall stack of bills,
ripped, tattered, and torn. The stack represented and unavoidable truth: we were broke.
What was left of my dream came crashing down when I realized I was going to have to go
back to work and take my children to daycare. If I had to make stupid decisions all day long
and hate my “regular” life, I much preferred to do it from the comfort of my home while
raising my own children, not some cubicle while someone else gets to play with my kids. But
the total of the bills and the total of one income told me that my regular dream was just too

big. It was time for me to start looking for a job.
Providing in-home daycare was an option, but I soon realized that if you were going to
leave your kids with someone else for fifty hours per week, it probably shouldn’t be with me.
Listen, we all have strengths. Mine is not crafting with or feeding other people’s children. Let
me be really clear here -- I don’t even like crafting with my own children. I quickly realized
that I was going to need to take in at least two more daycare children to even touch this
mountain of debt. The sheer thought of adding more children to pull me away from my own
made my body crawl with discomfort. I was twenty-seven years old and it was official--I
hated my ordinary, difficult, mediocre, blessed life. What was wrong with me?
I shared my struggled with a group of online friends, who were my only outlet at the
time, and one suggested I look into a new direct-selling opportunity. There were a lot of
reasons why it would never work. But then remembered what the therapist had said. “Are
you making your decisions out of fear, obligation, or guilt?” The only reason I would say no
to this opportunity is because I was afraid I would fail, afraid I would look stupid, would feel
guilty for wasting time on something that could possibly be a scam. So I pushed through my
fear by using five quick seconds of courage to say yes!
That one little yes, changed my life, but also shifted my dreams into something new and
exciting. I began to realize the power in asking myself these two questions. “Are you making
this decision out of fear, obligation, or guilt?” Or “Is fear, obligation, or guilt holding you
back?”
Life as I knew it began changing one decision at a time.
My freedom and joy were buried under the weight of those three little words: fear,
obligation, and guilt. FOG blankets the earth and makes it hard to see where to go next.
Fear, Obligation and Guilt were doing the same thing to my life. What would happen if I

started deciding little things and big things using this thought process? What if average could
be turned into extraordinary by asking myself this question before I made every decision?
This acronym is now the mantra for my life. Since that day, I have asked myself that
question with almost every decision I make. From what to wear, to what to eat, and of
course the big stuff too! Not only do I live my life asking these questions, but I also ask the
hundreds of women I coach in business each year to consider the same question. “Am I
making this decision out of fear, obligation or guilt?”
Clearing the FOG has helped me create rich relationships. It has turned my dream of
being a mother from mundane and tedious to a fulfilling, exciting journey. It has even
brought me here, to share this message with you even though I am so afraid of the writing
process! This little way of thinking has made daily decisions easy and even fun! When you lift
the FOG from your life you find freedom and confidence. Your dreams are little compared
to what God has planned for you. I know that no matter how big my fear is of writing this
message, there are many who need to hear it. Now is the time for you to replace your fears,
obligation, and guilt with a different kind of FOG – forgiveness, opportunities, and grace.
When you choose to forgive others (and yourself), boldly harness new opportunities, and
embrace the kind of grace that only Jesus can offer, then you’re living the fog-free life you
were meant to live!

Chapter 1
Liar, Liar

While my dad, stepmom, and half-brother lived in lovely Southern California, my older
brother and I lived in Illinois with my mom in a simple black and white trailer. My brother
and I got to go to California every year for a month in the summer. Such lavish summer
vacations masked how poor we really were, in addition to the hand-me-down designer
clothes my mom got from friends at work and the simple fact that my mom can stretch a
dollar from Illinois to Timbuktu. (Wherever that is!) But I grew up thinking that when
people talked about the American dream WE were living it.
By the time I was in second grade, my fourth grade brother and I were staying home
alone as latch key kids and warming up our own TV dinners. You know, the ones with the
so-called mashed potatoes, gummy and stuck to the side of the paper tray and covered with
brown gravy. Salisbury steak was my favorite followed in a close second by the soggy excuse
for fried chicken. My mom would come home at night, exhausted from long days at work.
We would get some groceries or fight through homework, play with our cat or watch MTV.
Although life was simple and challenging, I felt loved inside our four walls.
What did you want to be when you were growing up? In third grade I wanted to be
famous! It was the MTV era and the music videos fed my craving to look as beautiful as all
my favorite artists. Third grade doesn’t seem like a milestone year for many, but it’s the year
I recall being aware of everyone else and feeling more awkward than ever. I often
daydreamed about looking more like my favorite pop stars or dressing in clothes that made
me feel pretty. Some fishnet lace, an off the shoulder sweatshirt and some Converse tennis
shoes would have changed my world!

At school I heard the teachers talking about all of the “cute” girls. I noticed they all
seemed to have freckles, so I used my mom’s eyeliner pencil to make some of my own. No
one seemed to notice. Other girls at school weren’t wearing hand-me-down clothes from
two years ago. In fact, they had on matching denim patchwork tops and bottoms and wore
the name brand Keds on their feet, not some phony knock off from Woolworths. To my
knowledge no one realized I was wearing hand-me-downs except me. I dreamed about going
to the mall and picking out my very own matching outfit with matching bows. I simply
wanted to be noticed. I wanted to be noticed so much that I begged my mom to let me get
my long hair cut off really short, just like Molly Ringwald, my favorite actress. To my
surprise she agreed and it worked. I got a lot of attention now. Unfortunately, it was in the
form of name-calling. Apparently, now I looked even less like a celebrity and more like a
little boy. If the other kids in my class knew I wore hand-me-downs that would be just one
more reason to laugh at me.
When you live in a trailer park, you don’t realize what everyone else says about the
trailer park kids because your friends live in a trailer, too. It was our own little community
and no one outside of it really existed. But once you get invited to a birthday party at a house
that isn’t on wheels, the truth can no longer be hidden. Since my new haircut made me the
laughing stock of third grade, I was never invited to any birthday parties outside of the trailer
park, but my brother did and he told me all about them. Backyards, green grass and
trampolines sounded like heaven! I knew that Leslie and Karen lived in a real house and they
were the prettiest girls in school, with a lot of freckles. They boasted about all of the Care
Bears and Cabbage Patch Dolls they had, while I had one homemade Cabbage Patch doll I
named Nancy (because every girl should name their baby doll Nancy). Leslie and Karen
weren’t mean to me, but I wasn’t invited to slumber parties with them and I wasn’t asked to

sit with them at the lunch table. I had my own friends, but I longed to fit in with the
beautiful girls. The teachers even seemed to like those girls better than they liked my friends
and me.
I remember just like it was yesterday, the glass case in the hallway of the school that we
passed by every morning on the way to gym class was where all of the lost and found items
were displayed to find their rightful owner. There, stuck on top of a paper mache volcano
(how does someone misplace a paper mache volcano?) was the prettiest pink headband with
a big white lace bow on top. The only thing that would have made this more tempting is if
there were lace gloves sitting next to it, just like Madonna’s! “It’s in the lost and found. It’s not
really stealing is it? More like finder’s, keepers. That pretty headband should be on someone’s head and not
on that ugly volcano.”
Yep, I took that headband right off that volcano and slapped it on my head! I had at
least five compliments in the first hour. The kids may not have noticed that I wore hand-medown jeans to school but they sure noticed when I had something beautiful on top of my
head. I loved the attention and no one would call me a boy now! More than that, I loved
feeling accepted and adored.
The glory was short lived. By hour two, the rightful owner of the headband, who
happened to be Leslie, let me know that she lost a headband just like that just yesterday. “Oh
I’m sorry to hear that, it is the prettiest headband I’ve ever seen! I hope you find yours.” I
fibbed. Leslie was on to me. She immediately told her friends, who told my trailer park
friends, who, it turns out, don’t like liars either. I was busted, but that was my story and I
was sticking to it.
I held onto the lie and added to it. I took no calculations of the consequences. As Leslie
and her posse of friends standing shoulder-to-shoulder confronted me on the playground, I

held tight to that story, telling them I bought the headband with my mom and “no this one
didn’t come with a shirt attached to it.”
Soon my hole was so deep that I had landed myself into the principal’s office.
I think it’s time we clear the air for the principals of the 1980’s. There was no paddle in
his office and no threats of spankings. But there was sternness and disappointment in his
voice. Now, instead of being pretty and popular, I was now known as a liar and a thief. My
desire to feel loved and accepted had gone horribly wrong and left me feeling guilty and
unable to even figure out why that headband had been so important in the first place.
This is the first time I remember making a decision because I feared not being
accepted. I felt obligated to impress my friends and guilty for letting so many people down
in my quest for affirmation. I wish that I could tell you that at eight years old, I learned my
lesson, but I spent the next twenty years making decisions out of fear, obligation and guilt.
Dear reader, I hope that you have stumbled across this book at the perfect time in your
life, in a season where you are tired of making decisions out of fear, obligation, and guilt.
You may not be stealing headbands, but you are likely robbing yourself of dignity a little bit
at a time. Maybe you are giving away small pieces of yourself each time you do something
out of fear, obligation, or guilt. Maybe you answered the phone when it rang, even though
the person on the other end doesn’t treat you with respect, leaving you feeling sick to your
stomach. It’s possible that you haven’t read a book in ages because you have stretched
yourself so thin with obligations that you feel lonely, even in a room full of people. Maybe
you are just so tired of not being able to keep up with everyone around you that you’ve
decided to just let yourself go.
I’ve been there -- weary from running on the hamster wheel, feeling like your knees are
about to buckle beneath the pressure of the charade. All the while, everyone else seems to be

getting the hang of finding success and joy.
Do you question your worth and your values because you feel you should be happy
with your life, but you just aren’t? No matter how hard you try to be happy for simple things
like good friends, a healthy family, and a job that pays the bills most months, you just can’t
shake the feeling that there is more to life than this, right?
You long to go on a date night without having to worry that it will drain your bank
account… yearn for family vacations and experiences that don’t leave you feeling guilty and
worried about how you will pay your bills, find time for your kids, or be able to keep up with
the housework. Perhaps you are desperate to remove the mask, embrace the truest version
of yourself, and not feel the constant worry that you may be letting someone else down.
You deserve to take hold of your purpose, and ride it into a future of worth and
adventure. You have been gifted with the capacity to fully experience forgiveness,
opportunity, and grace. It’s time to find the courage to accept these gifts you’ve been given.
Not only are you worthy of it, but it is what God has promised just for you!
There is more to this life, and together we are going to help you shine so bright that the
FOG cannot linger and hold you back. That little girl who wasn’t afraid of anything, she is
still there deep inside of you, being covered by FOG. As the FOG begins to rise, you’ll
embrace her courage and could possibly create a life more fulfilling than you ever imagined.
If you are living your dream and it’s unsatisfying, together we will shake you free of the
fear, obligation, and guilt that stop you from jumping out of bed each morning ready to
conquer the world. I want you to greet the day knowing that you have an important mission,
and when we uncover what lies beneath the FOG, you’ll find that there is a fire burning in
your soul that will not be able to be contained! Let’s go! We have some work to do!

Chapter 2
Fear of Missing Out
And I saw that all labor and all achievement spring from man’s envy of his neighbor.
This too is meaningless as chasing after the wind.
—Eccles. 4:4

When I was in high school, I was in art club, cheerleading, track, school musicals,
yearbook, student council, and had a job all while maintaining grades that were at least good
enough to get me promoted to the next grade. (That was just the Spring Semester!) If there
was an empty space in my week, I wanted it filled. I wasn’t pushed by my parents to try new
things, I simply wanted to experience all life had to offer.
In recent years technology has had me hanging onto everyone’s posts, emails, phone
calls, and literally running to check a text the moment I heard the magical ding! I haven’t
reacted that fast to anything since my firstborn was just weeks old and started choking on his
spit up. If you have children you know exactly what I am talking about. That newborn baby
makes one little choking sound and I became a super hero running to save the day – did I
mention I don’t know anything about CPR? By the time I got there that sweet boy had a
little grin on his face. Now that I think about it, this could have been a test to see how
quickly he could get my attention.
When my children started preschool and I began working from home, I never said no to
an invitation—come to my party, plan a raffle for the school, join our volunteer opportunity, come to this
women’s retreat, come to this learning event, there’s a new fitness class. I lived by the rule, always be one of
the last to leave. After all, you never know when something great might happen at the PTO
meeting (said no one ever!).
As a kid, I was called a “joiner” or a “social butterfly.” As I got older, people would
compliment me, like it was an achievement. They would say, “you’re so good at balancing
everything”, or “is there anything you can’t do?” Trust me, I was no good at balancing, it
was all smoke and mirrors. I was constantly dropping the proverbial ball, running late, yelling
at my husband and cussing at the dog on the way out the door. It was a race to see if a fourletter word or flood of tears would escape first.

I was exhausted and slowly letting go of what meant the most to me – quality family
time, time for me to read or be creative, and intimacy with my husband. I never slowed long
enough for real connection. When I was a college freshman, one of my professors asked me
if I knew the difference between being lonely and being alone. At the time, I thought I was
lonely, but now I understand her question. I was completely lonely, but never alone. I
glanced past those who were most important in my life to keep people who weren’t
important happy. It wasn’t that they were bad people, they were someone else’s “most
important” but at the end of the day when I counted my blessings, these groups didn’t end
up on my list.
Why was I sacrificing my time and money, to serve, socialize and impress them?
Despite these questions tumbling around in my mind, I continued to stretch myself thin,
going and joining, planning and committing. I felt stuck on this hamster wheel. I convinced
myself that slowing down would mean letting people down. The thought of someone being
disappointed in me was much more frightening than my next meltdown on the way to a play
date.
What is wrong with me, I wondered? Did other women feel similar pressure to be every
thing to every one? When I least expected it, I found validation in a conversation with a
friend. As I shared my busy season of life with her she said “Oh, you have FOMO!” My first
thought was, What did you call me? She explained that FOMO meant fear of missing out. Her
teen daughter says it all the time. Huh! Is it possible that a teenera acronym just diagnosed
my condition?
The fact that someone, somewhere, named my inability to miss out on pretty much
anything, was proof that there were others just like me. I thought, I should form a support group.
But then I realized that anyone who joined would only come for fear they may miss out on
something if they didn’t.
I soon discovered that many people suffer from FOMO to some extent. If I were a
better woman I would bet you have it too. The last time you left your phone at home when
you went to the grocery store, did you turn the car around right away to go get it? Does the
thought of going somewhere without your phone give you anxiety? If so, you have pretty
severe FOMO. If you continued on your journey phoneless, yet still find yourself looking for
your phone the entire time you are gone -- welcome to the FOMO club. Yes, you have it
too.

Perhaps because we have constant access to our smart phones, we have become overly
reliant on immediate notifications. ABC News reported that the average American checks
their smartphone 150 times per day! That means with only six hours of sleep, Americans are
still checking smartphones one time every seven minutes.i
FOMO is about way more than immediate notifications. It’s not always about going to
parties or meeting fun new people. For me it was about the news. I’ve never been one to
care about the news; you know the kind that comes on the TV at 6:00 and 10:00 p.m. I was
addicted to the news when it involved one of my friends getting married, having a baby,
changing jobs, getting a promotion, or having a great idea. I never wanted to miss out on a
great recipe, a cute craft idea, a great decorating solution, a party idea, or anything else the
world of social media deemed important. Heaven forbid I don’t get a chance to comment on
how to hard boil an egg correctly or wrap a twisted ankle (even though I likely would have to
Google it first anyway.)
For me, fear of missing out was about greed. It tempted me to soak up every bit of data
possible. The more I knew about others’ lives, the more confidence I felt about my own. I
longed for people to rely on me for the latest scoop on Mandy or Suzy. It made me feel
more important, needed, even worthy when they took my advice about their dilemmas. I felt
special when I interacted with my virtual friends -- collecting their admiration, while
consuming so much media it made me sick.
Even though I sought positive ammo to fuel my fire for knowledge, I overindulged so
much that it disrupted my sleep and consumed my thoughts. I felt that my work was done
for the day only when that red notification bubble had disappeared completely. I was stuffed
full of the latest gossip and news, whether positive or not, and my constant involvement in
the social media conversations made me feel significant.
I didn’t look to my family to fill my cup with love and importance. Quite the opposite,
I acted as though I was too busy answering the questions of my virtual family to engage with
my reality family. Instead of using Biblical truths to find my worth, I was stuffing myself full
of “virtual love” while longing to be truly loved.
God tells me that I am wonderfully made (Psalms 139), and I am precious and honored
(Isaiah 43:4). Why are these words alone not enough to remind me that I have been created
for a great purpose?
Each time I said yes to anything -- a response to a text or a commitment to host a baby

shower, I was saying no to something else. I found myself staying up late at night just surfing
through the social media channels of everyone else’s life when I should have, in fact, been
engaging in my own. I began to wonder, how many rich, life-changing conversations I
missed because I was thinking about moving onto the next person, post, or activity? I was
concerned with checking off the next box and not concerned enough with the people whom
the checked box represented. Instead of slowing down long enough to make one person in a
room feel seen, loved, connected, I was making ten people feel kind of important or worse
yet, completely ignored.
I wasn’t full of myself; I didn’t believe that gracing people with my presence, my advice
or my witty comments would make their day. Quite the opposite, I attempted to fill my own
cup with the fallacy that if I showed up to everything, eventually someone would really need
me. My fear of missing out was a quest to find wholeness and completion in my own life.
I would watch my children stop to smell flowers, raise their arms out to their sides
when a gentle breeze blows their hair, feel raindrops fall on their face, or taste snowflakes on
their tongues. They would stop every time, even if we passed that same flower ten times a
day. This time just like all the others, my youngest daughter wanted to stop and smell the
nicely potted flowers outside of the library. Annoyed, I found myself commanding her to
keep moving. She said, “Why do we have to hurry momma? I thought we didn’t have any
plans today.”
There I stood speechless, which is hard for me to achieve. I realized that in my rush to
mark one more thing off my list, I was teaching my children that the intricacies of this earth
aren’t worth our wonder. My kids rarely missed the beauty and gifts of God on any given
day, but my thirst to not miss anything had me missing everything that was beautiful. And
then, in times of hardships, I would wonder where is God? Why hasn’t He shown His face to me
lately? All the time, He was surrounding me at every corner -- I just never took the time to
notice. I wondered how many moments, signs, and beautiful details had I missed? A new
definition of FOMO began to replace the old.
Prior to that day, prayer and devotional time was dissatisfying because I was rushing
through it, holding my phone at the same time, or I simply slept in leaving no time for
connection with God. Meanwhile, I missed out on centuries of wisdom and messages from
my Creator. I knew the Lord was calling me to be still. I listened… for fear of missing out
on the messages He had for me.

How many times had I promised my children a game of Go Fish that I never got to
because I needed to respond to this “real quick” text that turned into a fifteen-minute
conversation? How often had I told my son I wouldn’t sit down and color with him because
I was busy cleaning up the dishes? All of these little demands that grab my attention are not
from my Creator, but from the great distractor. The enemy knows if he can keep you and me
distracted by the little things that the big things will slip right past. I began to fear missing
out on memories that cannot be replaced.
As I continued to wage this war against FOMO, I stopped and hunted for frogs with
my seven-year-old, amazed at the details God has made in all of creation. I’m so glad I didn’t
miss this. I laugh from my gut when someone lets out some surprise gas (from either end) at
the dinner table because I am not too stressed, and stretched thin, to find humor and be
present in the moment.
I stop and really digest how to answer the hard questions from my ten- and elevenyear-olds when they ask me, “Why there is a daycare at the high school?” I am present. I am
here. The task list can wait. I no longer fear missing out on what’s next, but fully embrace
the fear of what happens when I glaze over during the moments that could potentially leave
a legacy.
Don’t underestimate the battle with FOMO. It’s an addiction that takes one day at a
time to overcome.
The best way to conquer FOMO is to simply start missing out. Like working a muscle,
the more often you practice, the easier it will get. Put your phone in the other room, don’t go
to the meeting, or leave early from the party. What is super-exciting is that you will find you
haven’t missed out on anything and soon you will have more energy to focus on what is
most important, like rest, downtime with your family, and maybe there will even be time for
sex again!
I can already imagine you thinking, If I don’t sign up to be the coach this year there won’t be a
soccer team. You might be right. Maybe this year there will not be a soccer team. In that case,
there will be some disappointed children who will either find another soccer team where you
aren’t the coach, or they will find another activity for this season. And maybe next season
another parent will step forward or maybe by then your child will have moved onto
something new. I’m going to assume that most of the readers aren’t raising professional
soccer players. I want to encourage you to take a look at this “no” in the scheme of life. Will

it have been more important to your child that you were the coach or that you were a
present mother and wife? Will your legacy be one of busyness and anxiety, or one of peace
and prayer?
In chapter 7, we will take a closer look at your obligations and sort out how to identify
your real opportunities to shine. We will identify what you are called to do verses what you
are capable of doing and I will even teach you how to say no without the guilt.
Spending time journaling and praying can really help bring your goals and values into
focus. Find a spot in your home where you are comfortable. Add fun pillows, a cozy blanket
and a little stool or table where you can prop your feet. It’s important that it’s cozy and that
there is a time of day when your spot is quiet. Next, buy a cute journal. Do not go on using
the one subject notebook from the kids’ leftover school supplies. When your corner is cozy
and your notebook is chic, you’ll show up to your happy space ready to relax and spend time
with God.
Don’t wander off, and think you don’t have time for this important decompression
time. It’s only ten or fifteen minutes of your time each day. Since we are replacing your old
FOMO with new healthier habits, this is the perfect replacement for one of your mindless
social media appointments. Plus, the God who created the universe deserves at least fifteen
minutes of your time, since He is the reason you woke up breathing today.
You may have to stop pushing snooze each morning, but I promise that those fifteen
minutes of sleep were not going to fill your spirit like these moments of prayer and
journaling.

The physical release of your words out of your mind and onto paper is

therapeutic. As my mentor, Shannon Ethridge, says, “INK is the cheapest therapy!”
When you get your oil changed in your car, the bad oil needs to be emptied before the
fresh oil can be added. When you start your day, your worries and fears can be emptied on
paper in the form of prayers. Jotting down worries, confessions and fears and leaving them
for God will clear your heart for the fresh oil that will be poured in as you make time to see
God all around you.
The journal isn’t for others to read, so if necessary, put it somewhere safe so that you
can write freely, and then make sure you do. I love writing my prayers because it’s fun to
look back occasionally and see the work that God has done. There will be days you feel like
writing pages, and days you feel like writing only sentences. This is your relationship with
God, so there are no rules, and you don’t need to hide anything from Him, not on paper or

in your heart.
Once you get that dirty oil out of your engine, consider filling up with truths about
what God says about you. You don’t even need to go to the bookstore. There are tons of
online resources, or check with your church to see if they send out daily devotions. Proverbs
31 Ministries sends a very popular daily email.. I also really like Holley Gerth’s book, You’re
Already Amazing. And of course, there is always the main book --the Bible. Consider getting a
Life Application Bible, as it walks you through how to use scripture and apply it to your daily
life. If you are like me, sometimes all of those “thee’s” and “thou’s” can get a little
overwhelming, and this Bible really breaks it down to understandable language without
compromising the integrity of the scripture. All of these resources have quick, bite-sized
teachings that can fill your heart with truth.
There are mornings when I am so exhausted and don’t want to write in my journal, or I
have nothing to say (trust me, that’s rare). But on those mornings, I wake up, drag myself to
my cozy space and say to Him “I’m here God! Hold me and just keep doing what you’re
doing, God.” He will meet you there and often speak to you in those moments. In these
quiet ticks of the clock your decision to conquer your fear of missing out on earthly
commitments will be solidified. Peace will replace your fear and you’ll continue creating
space for what gives your life true meaning and purpose.

i http://abcnews.go.com/blogs/technology/2013/05/cellphone-users-check-phones-150xday-and-otherinternet-fun-facts/

