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Pitfall #1  
perfectionism:  
It’s for how I make my bed—  
not how I raise my children. 



Pitfall #1 – Perfectionism 

I will never forget the moment I held my daughter in my arms for the 

first time. More than a baby was birthed that morning. There was love. In 

fact, I was completely overtaken with the momma-love. It was tender, and 

it was fierce. 

When the nurse nestled that tight little bundle in my arms, I kissed 

my baby’s chubby little cheek. With tears, I whispered on her skin, “I love 

you. Momma loves you." I knew in that moment I would die for this child 

without a microsecond of pause. 

A mother’s love is a force to be reckoned with. Even now, words 

escape me in describing the lengths I would go to protect my children. But 

I can tell you this, I would freaking take you out if you threatened to harm 

them. If you are a parent, you understand the primal instinct to protect 

your children’s lives even if it costs you your own. 

But how do we live for them?

This is a question I ask myself daily. It's rare one must die for their 

child, but it's daily we must live for them. At our house, love  is lived in 

giving one another our very best, and in offering one another simple grace 

when we get it all wrong. It means both acknowledging and embracing 

imperfection.



The entire first day in the hospital, I kept examining my baby’s little 

fingers and toes, touching her face and hair, smelling her sweet skin. I 

thought over and over again, “she’s perfect.” Not in the sense that she 

hadn’t made any mistakes in her young life yet—but that I  hadn’t. 

Thirteen years later, I can honestly say, I have. I have messed up plenty 

of times. 

I have yelled when I should have hugged. I have controlled when 

I should have released. I have hurt when I should have healed. I am not 

a perfect parent, but I am a damn good momma. I love my children 

deeply, and they know it implicitly. I tell them in scores of silly and 

meaningful ways, with big hugs and kisses, with open ears and arms, 

and with real time and money. 

I trust them. I give them grace to make mistakes, and they trust me 

by extending the same grace back to me. Like no one else in the world, my 

children see me at my very best. And Heaven help me, they also see 

me at my worst. Yet no one loves me like they do. 

I gave up being a perfect parent years ago. But I’ve never given up on 

giving them my best. Some days I shine! Like I’m pretty sure there’s 

a cape back there. Other days are a total parenting failure of 

epic proportions, and I retreat to my closet to cry big, hot failure-tears. In 

order to keep things in perspective though, I remind myself: 

Perfection is for how I make my bed—
 not how I raise my children. 



I like neatly tucked corners, crisp flat sheets, and perfectly 

propped pillows. I can make the hell out of my bed, but I can’t make my 

children that way. They are always going to be entirely too messy for 

perfection. To expect anything different isn’t a reflection on their flaws, it’s 

revealing about mine. 

Their days will be lived  in love and grace, in laughter and tears, in 

successes and failures. They are going to have melt-downs and 

hormones. And sadly, so am I. We will have our days of scraped knees 

and slammed doors, of "That’s not fair!" and "Go to your room!" Of 

painful words we can’t take back and moments of utter regret. But we 

will have far more days of cuddles under the covers and dancing in the 

kitchen, of " You’re the best mom in the whole world!" and "I love you to 

the dwarf planets and back!" Of poignant memories we wouldn’t take back 

and moments of utter bliss.

Perfect parenting is a myth. 

Release yourself from trying to live up to impossible standards. And 

parents, release your children from them too. When I impose my  

perfectionism on my children, I stifle my relationships with them; I 

condition them to self-loathe because they can never meet my 

expectations or their own; and I lose sight of my mission to raise healthy, 

contributing adults because I'm so focused on raising perfect little 

children.



Pitfall #2 

people-pleasing:
It has no place in parenting. 

Curabitur quis nunc dui, vitae tincidunt ligula. Fusce at urna quam, at egestas elit. Nulla iaculis ante sed tortor 



Pitfall #2 – People Pleasing 

I wonder about my generation of parents. I am forty-three years 

old. From an early age, I was raised to respect authority, to extend 

kindness and help to others, and to espouse a strong work ethic, among 

other solid moral principles. My parents really loved me, but I can’t ever 

recall feeling like the center of their universe. I just can’t relate to the 

paradigm that has become so commonplace among my children’s 

generation that the world revolves around them. How are the parents 

who came from my generation raising kids like we see in our children’s 

generation? 

It puzzles me. Yet I admit, sometimes I find myself tempted to cater 

to my children in ways that will do just that—fuel a sense of 

entitlement. Instinctively, when they want something, I want to give it to 

them. I want to please them. But Mommas and Daddies, our kids are not 

entitled to have nice things simply because nice things are available. 

When I was in junior high, it was popular to wear Guess jeans. I really 

wanted a pair of Guess overalls. My parents had a blended family of five 

kids to clothe, so I’m sure the budget for brand names was small. But I am 

also certain that even if I were their only child, they would not outfit me in 

Guess jeans, Coca-Cola shirts, and Converse shoes, at least not wall-to-wall 

in my closet. You know why?  

My parents’ biggest priority was to 

provide us with values - not things.



I am not knocking designer brands or expensive things. I don't mind 

buying Nike shoes or Under Armour apparel for my kids. But it is a treat, 

not commonplace on every single hanger in their closets. When I wanted 

Guess overalls, my parents agreed to pay what they would have paid for a 

regular pair of jeans for me, then I saved the rest until I had enough to 

buy the overalls. It didn’t wreck my childhood or make me an outcast at 

school. It taught me the value of earning money and working to have 

something I wanted. It also challenged me to find value in who I was, not in 

what I wore.

Did I like having to wait to earn the money? No. Would I have 

preferred my parents to buy the overalls for me? Yes. But clearly, writing 

about it thirty years later proves where the greater value was for me in 

the long run. Parents don’t owe their children ease or entitlement. 

As a mom, when I find myself feeling the pressure to give my kids 

the latest and greatest in shoes, accessories or technology, I remember it is 

not my calling to raise princes and princesses. In fact, I refuse to bring 

up children who feel deserving of whatever they’d like—free of 

responsibility, consequences, or a sense of value. It won’t hurt them to 

wait, to save, or to want. In fact, these are the very acts that will 

build their personal character, develop their faith, and increase their 

basic life skills. It will make them healthy young people and competent 

adults.

We are called to raise up adults who 

positively contribute to the world. 



I fear for the generation we are currently raising who demand 

iPhones and iPads, Kendra Scott jewelry, and Vera Bradley backpacks in 

grade school. My children have some of these things. I am not saying the 

things are bad. I am saying I avoid the trap of becoming a people-pleasing 

parent by granting their every wish. My intent is to develop their 

character and their faith, not inflate their egos or their perceptions of 

what really matters. For me, nice things are special gifts or privileges they 

earn with age and maturity. These things are given in small doses, with 

boundaries and limitations. 

I’m also concerned about a generation of kids who have unlimited 

internet access at their fingertips, who measure themselves and their 

friends by the number of “likes” they receive, and who overanalyze their 

own images in countless selfies which they post online. My generation 

was not exposed to these open-ended freedoms, so I wonder if that 

impedes our judgment in how we handle these things with our children. 

We cannot be blind or passive about what our children have access to. 

There are ample traps out there for them and for us. They are not perfect 

children. We are not perfect parents. But the thing is, perfection is not 

our calling. Godliness is. 

How do we raise a generation of young people who see themselves the 

way God does? How do we instill common decency and compassion for 

others? How do we teach them manners, the value of working to have nice 

things, and the infinite worth of people and experiences over stuff? We 

give them these experiences in large doses, without boundaries or 

limitations. 



Pitfall #3 

exhaustion: 
Quit trying to do it all for them. 
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Pitfall #3 – Exhaustion 

As a kid, I was responsible to take care of my own things and to do 

chores around the house as a contributing member of our family. My dad 

and step-mom both worked outside the home. They each modeled strong 

work ethics and expected the same from us. But there’s something else 

they demonstrated: balance. 

We had a housekeeper. In retrospect, I appreciate the lesson I learned 

from them in that as well, to delegate what you can in order to create 

margin for rest and relaxation in your life, to preserve downtime for 

yourself and for your family. Our housekeeper cleaned our home every two 

weeks. But having a housekeeper did not excuse us from domestic chores. 

We are contributing members 
 of a household and a family.

I washed dishes, folded laundry, cleaned my own room, vacuumed, 

dusted, wiped down baseboards, mowed the lawn, helped wash cars, and 

started dinner. We all did. In junior high, I had already accrued enough basic 

life skills to take care of myself—at least for a little while. I was taught by 

example to save money, to take care of my responsibilities before I enjoyed 

my privileges, and most certainly to respect authority. I still say yes ma’am 

and no sir. We were accustomed to doing these things. My parents didn’t 

apologize when they asked us to vacuum the floor or fold washcloths. We 

were members of a family in which we were expected to contribute.



	 I want to teach my children these same values and skills. It’s not always 

easy as a perfectionist though. You know what’s easier? Doing it myself. I’m 

faster. I like my way of doing things. It only takes me one time. And the kids 

never complain when I do it all for them. They even say thank you! 

But there’s a cost to doing it all: 

It’s exhausting to me, and it’s a disservice to them. 

I know they work hard all day at school, and they often have 

additional schoolwork when they get home. I don’t want them to have to do 

things around the house after all of that is done. I want them to go play, 

like kids are supposed to do in the afternoon sun. But what message am I 

sending them if they aren’t expected to contribute at home? After all, I 

work hard all day too, and I have plenty more to do once they get home 

from school. But I can’t just not make dinner, not pay bills, or not do 

laundry, right? 

I am not doing my children any favors when I do it all for them. I 

am not robbing them of playtime; I am investing in their character and 

life skills. When I think back on my childhood, I remember riding my 

bike all over the neighborhood, playing with our dog in the backyard, roller 

skating on the driveway, playing ‘house’ and ‘school,’ having 

sleepovers, playing Atari and watching Gilligan’s Island. I played a lot as 

a kid—after schoolwork and chores were done. It wasn’t so bad. My kids 

can do that too. We all benefit when we contribute to our family and 

home, and we all suffer when we do not. 



Pitfall #4  

boundaries: 
Get some. Or tear some down. 
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Pitfall #4 – Boundaries 

Many people fall into one camp or another when it comes to having 

boundaries with their children. If you are a perfectionist like me, 

depending on your other personality traits, you may lean toward people-

pleasing because you want to be perfect. This personality type tends to 

need firmer boundaries. If you have an authoritative personality, you may 

lean toward enforcing rules and expectations because you want your kids 

to be perfect. This parenting personality type may want to consider 

tearing some boundaries down. 

Here’s what I mean. Do either of these voices sound familiar to you? 

The dominant perfectionist parent says, “I am not your friend. I am your 

parent.” The pleaser parent says basically anything to be their child’s best 

friend. Why can’t we offer them both authority and friendship? I’m not 

suggesting I have it all figured out. I don’t. Just like you, I am forced to 

figure it out all over again with each new challenge I face as a mom. But I 

truly believe parenting does not have to be exclusive of friendship or 

authority. These can be achieved simultaneously with balance and 

boundaries. 

My friendship with my children does not supersede 

my God-given authority over them as their parent.



I have a very close relationship with my kids, but I am not their peer. 

I have to make it clear to them (and sometimes to myself), that our open 

relationship cannot infringe on the God-given authority I have to raise 

them. Disrespect is not an option. If they don’t like a decision I’ve made, or 

even if they don’t like me in the moment—then, they have to deal with 

those feelings. I’m even happy to help them through that, but I will not 

back down on doing the right thing by them, just so we can be friends. 

Did I ever not like my parents? Of course. Did I ever say mean things 

to them? Sure. But then I got an “attitude adjustment.” (That was dad-code 

for a spanking.) Did I ever write terrible things in my diary? Yes. (Sorry, 

mom and dad.) But we all survived—and thrived. I love my parents, and 

they love me, but they didn’t live to serve me or to please me. They raised 

me to be a compassionate, contributing adult. 

I see my friendship with my children as a strength, not a weakness. 

I have been able to help them through things in life that I am certain they 

would have otherwise turned to their friends for. And they do that too. 

It’s part of their journey to gain independence. But I am not waiting until 

they become adults to be their friend. Our relationship will evolve 

naturally. As they mature, our friendship will grow, and my authority 

over them will diminish. 

Maintaining friendship and authority with my children is not always 

easy. Sometimes feelings get hurt when I am direct. More often for me, 

I miss an opportunity to be direct, and they get by with something 

they shouldn’t have. This is parenting though. I remind myself they 

are not perfect and neither am I. And we start over being awesome again 

tomorrow. 



Relationships are messy. (Sorry, perfectionists.) 
But boundaries clean things up. 

If I truly want to maximize my relationships with my children, I  

challenge myself to be both their friend and their guide. I seek to be 

sensitive to which role is needed most. I usually know when they need 

a listening ear and grace and silliness and laughter. And I can also sense 

when they need an “attitude adjustment,” to have something taken 

away, or a sharp reminder of what is expected. We must be brave to 

enforce boundaries where they are needed, and be just as brave to tear 

down walls if they are impeding communication and connection.  

I don’t have to do it perfectly. I ask their forgiveness when I get it 

wrong. And I  offer them mine when they cross a line. Kids are great 

at relationships. They want meaningful exchanges with us. When we 

give them the freedom to make mistakes within the boundaries of 

what is expected, we give them the gifts of love, acceptance, and security. 

We teach them to value themselves and others. 

Being a perfect parent is no more plausible than being a perfect child. 

Perfectionism is plastic. When we aim instead to be authentic, we make 

ourselves accessible and real. We create an avenue for genuine connection 

with our children. Embrace the imperfection in yourself and in your 

children. Give yourselves the freedom and the boundaries to enjoy this 

messy, beautiful life! 



Dear First Born: It’s Not You, It’s Me 

by Jessica Johnston 

Are Today’s Parents Getting a Raw Deal? 

by Rhonda Stephens 

When Careers and Parenting Collide 

by Michele Cushatt 

For the Mom Who Doesn’t Feel Good Enough 

by Jennie Allen 

resources: 
You may also like these articles 
about perfectionism and parenting. 
Personally, I love them! 
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	 Andria is as a “recovering perfectionist.” She writes about her painful and 

humorous experiences of overcoming perfectionism, releasing her white-knuckled 

grip on approval addiction, and learning to let go and really live.  

	 type A plans B tells the story of a perfect little life—interrupted. On the heels of 

an  unexpected divorce, the author finds that perfectionism has left her completely  
ill-equipped to handle failure. 

	 A lifelong-perfectionist facing new responsibilities and challenges, she 

describes a pivotal shift in her thinking, “It’s when I finally turned down the role of 

supporting actress in my own story. It’s where I broke free from approval addiction 

and leaned into love and vulnerability. It’s how I discovered that God is not afraid of 

the F-Bomb. And it’s when I quit raising perfect children and began whole-heartedly 

loving the ones I have.” 

	 Anyone who has tried to live life between the lines will identify with the 

demands of a messy, unpredictable life. type A plans B is Andria’s compelling, heart-

warming, and often humorous journey of screwing it all up, facing down big fears, and 

finding authentic faith. 
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