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For David—
You lived this book with me, 

and I couldn’t have written it without you. 
I’m so glad we get to stand all the way up together.
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INTRODUCTION

All Manner of Monkey Business

Kenya, as it turned out, knew exactly what was up.
Kenya the country. Not Kenya Moore of Real Housewives of 

Atlanta fame, though I would be delighted to pay her a visit as well.
A couple of summers ago my son, Alex, and I went to Kenya (more 

about that later), and on the next to last day of our trip, we flew on a 
very tiny airplane to the Maasai Mara National Reserve. 

For the record, there is nothing that encourages some deep reflec-
tion regarding your personal relationship with Jesus Christ like flying 
on a very tiny airplane. I daresay it might result in something resem-
bling personal revival.

The plane, thankfully, landed safely, and we set out on a safari ride 
just minutes after we walked off the dirt runway. For a couple of hours 
we oooh’d and aaah’d over elephants and buffaloes and giraffes, and 
sometime around noon, we checked in at the place we were staying. It 
was actually an open-air lodge (here’s a hot tip: whenever someone uses 
the phrase “open-air,” that’s code for “air-conditioning is unavailable”), 
and our rooms were understated but stunning tent structures. There 
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was a wood floor and a bathroom in each tent, but the vaulted ceiling 
and back wall were canvas. This is why I am somewhat tempted to say 
that we were glamping, but that would mean that I have to use the 
word “glamping,” so no.

After we hung out at the lodge for a few hours and “freshened up” 
(and by “freshened up” I mean plugging in my tent’s hair dryer next 
to the bed and pressing the “cool” button for a half hour or so because 
FAN), we went on a second safari ride at dusk. 

Here’s what I have to say about that: Kenya, you are stunning.
You, too, Kenya Moore.
We headed back to the lodge after sunset (no joke: we actually had 

to wait for an elephant to get out of the middle of the road, and I am 
so sophisticated that all I could do in that moment was fight the urge 
to repeat “WEL-COME—to JURASSSSSSIC PARK” until someone 
threw me off our truck). Our group—nine of us, I think—went to 
dinner in the lodge’s dining room, and I had just started to eat my 
potato and leek soup when one of the lodge’s managers approached 
our table.

“I’m so sorry to interrupt,” he said softly, in the most lovely, lilting 
Kenyan accent, “but which of you is staying in number 27?”

I continued eating my soup because I had no idea who was in 
number 27—until Alex tapped my knee and whispered, “Mama. 
We’re in 27!”

“Oh!” I responded. “We’re in 27!”
My friend Shaun immediately put his head in his hands and 

started to laugh—because he had the good sense to know that if the 
manager was at our table, this was bound to be the beginning of a 
really good story.
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“Ma’am,” the manager continued, “if I may ask you a question: 
do you have any medication that you might need in 27? Anything 
valuable?”

Rain was falling in sheets outside, and since we were in an open-air 
dining area, I was having a little trouble hearing what the manager was 
saying. I thought maybe I misunderstood.

“I’m sorry?” I said. “Medication? You want to know if I have any 
medication?” This struck me as an odd line of questioning.

“Well, ma’am,” he replied very calmly, “it would seem, you see, 
that the, um, monkeys have gotten into your tent.”

This part I heard loud and clear.
“What?” I asked, likely way too loudly. “THE MONKEYS?”
Shaun’s head was now on the table. He was done. 
“Yes, ma’am. The monkeys. And I wanted to make sure that you 

didn’t have any medication in your bags—anything you might need 
before you go home.”

I looked at Alex with my mouth hanging open, like somehow that 
was going to help me know what to say next. Finally I found my words.

“Well, I’m not worried about medication, but our passports? I’m 
very worried about our passports. We are going to need our passports.” 

We were flying home the next day, and all I could picture was a 
massive troop of monkeys, frolicking in the grassy area behind our 
tent, gleefully ripping our passports to shreds in the rain.

“Yes, ma’am,” my good friend the manager replied. “Of course. 
Your passports. We have sent someone down to clean up the mess, but 
when you go back to your tent, please be sure to check your things and 
make sure your passports are there. Anything else, ma’am?”

He smiled as he said all of this. Because, you know, it was just an 
average Wednesday in the Maasai Mara.
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“Just one thing,” I replied, “if you don’t mind me asking: how in 
the world did the monkeys get in our tent?”

“Oh!” he answered excitedly. “The monkeys are very clever!” 
Sure. Of course they are. Those clever, industrious monkeys.
By the way, Shaun was almost passed out from laughter at this 

point. He had shifted to somewhere between the table and the floor 
while I, on the other hand, looked like I was the current national title-
holder in the Blank Stare competition. I was not amused.

The manager went on to explain that the monkeys knew how to 
unzip the canvas windows, and apparently one of the windows in our 
tent had an unsecured zipper (which, as we all know, will always get 
you into trouble, but that’s another topic for another time). 

About twenty minutes later, when the rain had tapered off a bit 
and I had sufficiently pushed my food around my plate while I fretted 
about our passports, Alex and I walked down to our tent. Thankfully, 
everything looked normal. I had expected pillow feathers all over the 
floor and a monkey perched on the bathroom counter, eating our 
toothpaste, but apart from the fact that our bags were in slightly differ-
ent places, everything looked almost like it had when we left for safari. 
I checked for our passports, and they were still tucked into the suitcase 
pocket where I left them, oh hallelujah. 

I noticed that Alex’s Dallas Cowboys cap had been moved to 
the other side of the room (I had no idea that Dak Prescott was so 
popular with Kenyan wildlife, but it stands to reason that his appeal is 
international), and when I picked it up, I saw one lone, semi-smashed 
pistachio shell underneath.

I got so tickled—and immediately understood that I had unknow-
ingly and unintentionally lured the monkeys into our tent. I had 
packed a bag of pistachios just in case the food on safari wasn’t great 
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or we needed a snack, but I had no idea that our bag of Great Value 
pistachios would be such irresistible bait. 

You live and learn, I guess.
It had been an eventful day in ways we had expected and ways we 

couldn’t have imagined, so around 9:30, I double-checked the zippers 
on all the windows, and Alex and I went to bed.

The next morning we left the tent at sunrise—we were scheduled 
for a final, early morning safari ride—and as we were walking to the 
front of the lodge, one of the stewards stopped us.

“Was everything okay last night, ma’am?” he asked. “Did you sleep 
well?”

“Everything was great,” I answered. “We slept incredibly well—
and no more monkeys!” 

We laughed, and he leaned in closer.
“Ma’am, I have to tell you. When we went into your tent yesterday 

evening? Ma’am, clothes were strewn everywhere!” 
I thanked him for taking care of us, and Alex and I resumed our 

walk. We’d only traveled a few more steps down the stone path when I 
thought, Well, if nothing else, that’s a metaphor that will flat-out preach.

It has continued to preach, as a matter of fact.
Because my goodness. For the last three or four years—the second 

half of my forties—the proverbial monkeys have been all up in my 
business. Throwing things around. Disrupting my life. Messing up 
my stuff. Eating my pistachio nuts (okay, maybe not so much that, but 
for the record I don’t love it if people help themselves to my snacks). 
I haven’t written much about it because I’ve been doing super impor-
tant things like watching The Great British Baking Show on Netflix 
and compiling an exhaustive cross-city reference guide for the Real 
Housewives series (not really, but I totally could) and getting trapped 
in an endless social media labyrinth composed primarily of random 
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Instagram stories mixed with novel-length Twitter threads. Diversion 
is time consuming, y’all.

Then there’s this: on top of all the real-live life that has come in 
hot, as the kids would say, there’s the cold, hard fact that this stage 
of life can be sort of weird. Maybe that’s because many of us are still 
twenty-seven in our heads, so we face the ongoing challenge of rec-
onciling who we think we are (young! fresh faced! know the words 
to every song on the radio!) with who we actually are (middle aged! 
wrinkled! dependent on ’80s and ’90s music for any sort of singalong!). 
Plus, after you hit the post-thirties part of your life, you’re usually past 
the excitement of most of the big firsts: first big move, first real job, 
first house, first nephew, first child, first church you choose, first lots 
of other delightful moments. 

And while sure, there’s something to be said for having some expe-
rience and wisdom under your belt, there are also endless opportuni-
ties for humility and disappointment. Maybe your marriage doesn’t 
work out like you hoped, or your stomach has forgotten how to be 
flat, or you feel disillusioned by what used to fill you with hope, or 
your attempts to balance a full-time job with caring for elderly parents 
leave you frustrated, or you try to do the latest viral dance craze at your 
kids’ Homecoming pep rally and nobody in your family will speak to 
you anymore.

Which reminds me.
One night last year I was driving home from church with Alex, 

who was a high school freshman at the time, and I said, “Hey, do you 
know what song I like right now?”

“What song?” he answered.
“Oh, gosh,” I replied. “I can’t think of the guy who sings it. He’s 

young? And his picture on his album is like two halves of a face? Oh, 
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what is his name . . . I cannot remember . . . but I think the song is 
called ‘Tokyo,’ maybe?”

Alex pulled out his phone so that he could survey his entire digital 
music library in 4.7 seconds. Then he laughed and shook his head.

“Mama. MAMA. It’s Shawn Mendes, and the song is ‘Lost in 
Japan.’”

“That’s right. ‘Tokyo.’ Just like I said.”
“MAMA.”
And scene.
This is exactly what I’m talking about, y’all. 
Nobody told me that middle age would leave me quite so chal-

lenged in the area of pop culture.
I OBJECT, YOUR HONOR.
If you think about it, the middle of anything is sort of notoriously 

taxing, isn’t it? I mean, nobody’s really writing poems about the awe-
someness of middle school, and the middle of, say, labor and delivery 
is when most women could get on board with some more comfortable/
enjoyable options for bringing that little bundle of joy into the world. 
The starting and finishing, those are easier; the former is energizing, 
and the latter is rewarding. But the really long stretch in the middle—
the part where we’re all asking if we’re there yet—it can seem sort 
of endless and thankless and maybe even a little bit pointless. That’s 
where endurance gets tough.

But.
As difficult as these last few years have been—as deeply as they 

have challenged me—I’m more aware than ever that these are the days. 
This is the time the Lord has ordained for me to live and love and give 
Him glory. Sure, these days have marked a humbling, refining stretch 
of life. But these days have also been wonderful in ways I never could 
have imagined.
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And somewhere in the middle of all this middle, the Lord has been 
showing me what it looks like to stand. To stand in my own life, to 
stand for the unheard or unseen, to stand for the generation behind 
me, to stand for the cause of Christ, and to stand all the way up even 
when what I really want to do is get back in the bed and pretend like 
everything is just fine and there’s nothing I can do to help. 

You would have never convinced me of this even five years ago, but 
the standing is turning out to be my favorite. And for the first time, I 
think, I want to write about what I’ve been learning. I want to laugh 
about it, too. I’m not trying to change anybody’s mind or convince 
anyone to see things the way I do. Because sure, I’m standing, but I’m 
not on top of a soapbox; I’m just sharing some stories because, as it 
turns out, the monkeys have taught me some things.

My hope is that you’ll relate to the funny and the serious and the 
ridiculous and the heartbreaking and everything in between. And 
maybe, just maybe, you’ll find yourself a little more motivated to stand 
up and make it through whatever your particular middle happens to be.

One more thing before I forget.
Those pistachios in our tent? The ones the actual monkeys found 

so appealing?
They were Cajun-flavored, my friends. 
Oh, yes, they were. Not exactly the flavor profile of the average 

Masaai Mara monkey.
If I had to guess, I would say that as much as those monkeys may 

have been living it up in our tent, they were likely ready to burn it 
all down (digestively speaking, of course) after those Cajun-flavored 
pistachios settled in. It was likely a long night for our beloved Kenyan 
simians.

Rest assured that this book won’t be quite that spicy. 
I sure am glad that you’re here.
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CHAPTER 1

Welcome at the Gate

So I don’t know what sort of fancy festivities you enjoyed this past 
New Year’s Eve—what sparkly frock you selected for toasting and 

dancing and revelry-ing—but as for me and my house, we were in our 
soft pants at home. This is no different from every other New Year’s 
Eve of my married life, because we always stay home and we always 
wear soft pants. I blame this practice (staying home, not wearing the 
soft pants) on my daddy, who spent most of my teenage years remind-
ing me that the roads are a dangerous place on July 4th and New Year’s 
Eve, thereby conditioning me to be home on major holidays by 2:30 
p.m. at the latest. 

This year, David and I did invite some people to join us, though—
our friends Stephanie and Joey came over for supper and Spades—but 
by 11 o’clock everybody was stretching and yawning and content to 
leave the midnight merriment to Anderson Cooper and the folks in 
Times Square. Alex was away at a youth retreat, so we didn’t even have 
to go through the motions with some Roman candles and sparklers. By 
11:30 the Coonses had gone home, David was asleep, and I was scrolling 
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through our DVR in the hopes of saying good-bye to 2018 with the help 
of at least one of my favorite Egg Bowl games from years past.

Judge away, y’all. I promise it won’t bother me. I walk in SEC 
football freedom.

I finally climbed in the bed around 12:45, but sleep wouldn’t 
come. I kept thinking about different moments from our night (I am 
happy to tell you that I had cooked the collard greens of my life), and 
eventually that gave way to a 2018 highlights reel playing in my brain. 
I was just about to doze off—right on the verge of sleep—when my 
eyes flew open and I awkwardly propped myself up on one elbow.

This is it, I thought. This is the year I turn fifty.
Then I was wide awake.
Because, you see, fifty has been hovering in the back of my mind 

for the longest time—and now, well, it was officially upon us.
So I laid there, and I wondered how I could possibly be so close 

to fifty, and I thought about how fast it all goes. I thought about how 
vividly I remember being fourteen and twenty-one and thirty-five and 
forty-two. I thought about how in so many ways I’m the same person 
I’ve always been. I thought about how I cried when I turned nineteen 
because it was the last year of being a teenager, and now I’m wide 
awake on New Year’s Eve because I’m forty-nine and don’t want to say 
good-bye to the last decade of my life. 

Apparently, I have issues with birthdays where a “9” rolls over 
to “0.”

There’s some history to my stand-offish relationship with fifty. My 
mama gave birth to me, her third and final child, when she was in her 
late thirties, and while I realize the late thirties are now when lots of 
women start to think about maybe wanting to have their first child, 
the 1960s were a different day. Mama was in her forties when I started 
kindergarten, and by the time I was in second grade, when it seemed 
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like lots of other mamas were barely pushing thirty, Mama was wear-
ing reading glasses in the after-school pick-up line. I noticed. In retro-
spect, big deal—and ROCK ON WITH YOUR BURNT SIENNA 
READERS, OUIDA SIMS—but at the time I thought it would be 
awesome if Mama was just a little younger. I wanted her to wear a 
bathing suit at the pool instead of her sensible shorts (Mama only had 
one pair of shorts because she did not enjoy being bare-legged) and her 
cotton shirt. Looking back, I can appreciate that Mama was actually 
the picture of contentment and self-acceptance—she knew who she 
was and what she was working with and did not need anyone else’s 
approval, thank you very much—but when I was in junior high and 
Mama turned fifty, I internalized the (inaccurate) perception that fifty 
was, like, SUPER old.

So I assumed that when I turned fifty—way off in the far distant 
Jetsons-ish future, when I would no doubt be living in some sort of 
space pod—I would also be, like, SUPER old. Keep in mind that 
when I was a teenager, I would hear people mention that they were in 
their fifties and then feel straight-up sorry for them. I mean, I didn’t 
walk up to them and say, It must make you sad, all the age, but I would 
feel silently thankful for my youth and my vim and my vigor, not to 
mention my wrinkle-free face. I couldn’t imagine a day when I would 
look in the mirror and see parentheses around my mouth, though now 
I can say with confidence that the day is here, and by the way, the 
parentheses do not play. 

If you’re feeling adventurous you could even rappel from top to 
bottom of those things (at your own peril, of course).

However, the good news is that each parenthesis is about seven 
feet deep, so there’s plenty of room to set up camp in there if you need 
to rest.
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The upside, I guess, is that my feelings about fifty have changed. 
I look up to my fifty-plus friends like crazy. I love their wisdom, their 
confidence, their style—the whole thing. I want to move through the 
rest of my life with that level of ease. But where I get hung up—what 
catches in my chest a little bit—is the ever-increasing realization that 
time is getting away from me. There’s just not near enough of it left, 
and fifty forces me to confront that. 

So. I have a lot of feelings connected to fifty. 
And I may not have I mentioned it, but I turn fifty this year.
Fifty. Years. Old.
Half a century. 
Are you picking up on the fact that it’s a little hard for me to 

believe? 

A couple of years ago, when I was just a wee babe of forty-seven, 
Alex and I went to Kenya. 

I mentioned that in the introduction. Monkeys, pistachios, etc. 
Well, a couple of days before we went on safari and the monkeys 

ransacked our belongings, we were still in Nairobi, and we had plans 
to visit a community that was perched on the side of a cliff overlooking 
the Rift Valley. I was somewhat skeptical about the trip because of the 
events of the previous day. We had visited a Maasai tribe that lived over 
an hour from the nearest paved road, and I made the grave mistake of 
sitting in the very back row of the safari vehicle, which led to a bout of 
car sickness that left me skittish about any future off-road excursions. 

It was an unenjoyable ride on several levels.
First, there was a great deal of bouncing in that safari vehicle—

more bouncing than a woman of a certain age could be expected 
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to handle with any degree of dignity. On top of that, the terrain 
was rough—like are-they-secretly-filming-us-for-a-truck-commercial 
rough—and I wasn’t mentally prepared for it. There was also a great 
deal of swerving at varying rates of speed. At first I tried to be cheerful, 
thinking that our four-wheel Tilt-a-Whirl excursion couldn’t last for 
much longer. But by the forty-minute mark of our trek, I had aban-
doned all pretense of pleasantries and had become nonverbal, which, 
you know, is a rare occurrence for me. By the sixty-minute mark, I was 
holding on to the seat in front of me for what felt like dear life, trying 
to find a fixed point outside the front window to steady my motion 
sickness concerns, and by the eighty-minute mark, I was wiping tears 
off my cheeks and telling the Lord that I would serve Him forever in 
the Rift Valley because there was no way I would be repeating that dirt 
road ride ever again. 

Needless to say, after we returned to Nairobi that night, I was reluc-
tant to get in another safari vehicle the next day and travel to another 
remote area. Because here’s the deal: of all the things I had hoped to do 
in Kenya, vomiting in a car wasn’t super high on the list. A good night’s 
sleep turned out to be a decent enough reset from the Maasai travel 
madness, however. So on the Monday morning we were scheduled to 
visit to the community on the side of the cliff (oh, you could say “at 
the top of a mountain,” but my danger radar was dialed all the way up 
to MAY DIE SOON, so “cliff” works great, thanks), I decided to be a 
trooper and tough it out, no matter how bad the drive might be. 

My mama didn’t raise no fool, though. I sat in the front row pas-
senger’s seat for day two of Kenyan off-roading. My equilibrium and I 
needed an unimpeded view of what was ahead.

Mercifully, the ride—though as rough as the previous day’s—was 
only about twenty minutes long. The terrain started to even out as we 
got close to the top of the mountain, and as we all craned our necks 
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to take in the houses and gardens and small businesses around us, our 
driver parked next to a brick wall that ran alongside the church we 
were visiting. I learned from my previous trips with Compassion that 
you never really know what a day is going to hold, so it’s better to let 
go of expectations and just roll with whatever comes. 

That being said, what happened next was the most wonderful 
surprise.

We could hear that something was going on before we could actu-
ally see it. People were singing—where, exactly, we couldn’t tell—but 
as we moved closer to the church gates, the voices grew louder. Finally, 
as we turned the corner, we saw about forty women dancing in a loose 
formation, moving in our direction, singing worship songs at the top 
of their lungs. It was a stunning sight. Each woman was wearing a 
colorful cape tied around her neck, but more noticeable than the capes 
were the smiles. These women were beaming as they welcomed us, 
and as they moved closer, I could tell that most of them were carrying 
babies on their backs. Some were also carrying toddlers in their arms. 

The women grabbed our elbows and pulled us into their group, 
patiently showing us how to move our feet and arms as we sang our 
way to the sanctuary. I imagine that from the sky we would have 
looked like a giant, brightly-clad amoeba inching its way across the 
dirt courtyard, the edges expanding and caving and expanding again 
depending on the direction of our movement. We were almost to the 
sanctuary door when I thought, Wait! Where’s Alex?—and I wondered 
if he was hanging back, too shy to get in the mix of praise dancing with 
a group of Kenyan mamas he had never met before. I finally spotted 
him several yards behind me, his hands draped over the shoulders of 
the woman in front of him, his feet moving with the music—and as 
he turned his head, I could see that he was grinning ear-to-ear with 
the delight of it all. 
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It was a moment, y’all.
We eventually made our way into the sanctuary, giddy from the 

welcome and the joy of being united in worship. The church provided 
a variety of beverages for us, so everyone grabbed a soda or water or hot 
tea before we sat down for introductions and a word from the pastor. A 
lady named Mary was in charge of Compassion’s ministry to mothers 
in that particular community, and when she stood up to explain what 
our day would hold, she greeted us on behalf of the church, recounted 
how the women had led us in worship from the second we stepped on 
church grounds, and she said something that resonated in my heart as 
much as it did in my ears: 

“In Kenya, we hope you know that you are welcome at the gate.”
You are welcome at the gate.
My brain instantly bookmarked her words.
You are welcome at the gate. 
It’s been two and half years since Alex and I visited that church.
Two and a half years, and Mary’s words still echo in my soul.

So my forties and I, we’re in the home stretch.
On a lot of levels, I’m sad to tell my forties goodbye. It probably 

sounds strange, but I feel like we’re a couple of BFFs who can’t bear to 
leave one another at the end of summer camp. We really hit it off when 
I was around forty-two and stopped operating out of fear so much of 
the time, and since then my forties and I have taken a lot of chances, 
laughed an obnoxious amount, cried as often as necessary, and high-
fived more than might be considered normal. We have decided once 
and for all that there are few things we enjoy more than some simple 
pleasures: a family road trip, an ice-cold pitcher of Crystal Light 
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lemonade, a really good college football game, a folding chair under a 
tailgate tent, a fall night on a back porch, a summer afternoon at the 
lake, a lunch with friends that stretches to the two-hour mark, and a 
high school lacrosse match on an early April evening. 

This is the stuff, my friends.
This last decade hasn’t been perfect or even idyllic—not by a long 

shot. For sure there have been mistakes and also regrets. From time 
to time I’ve gotten too big for my britches (literally and figuratively, 
AMIRITE), and the last few years have also been challenging in ways 
I didn’t necessarily expect. There have been injuries, illness, loss, and 
my dear friend delayed grief—to the point that when grieving finally 
kicked in, I wondered if I needed to wear one of those MedicAlert 
necklaces so people would know what was going on with me.

She’s grieving! And she can’t get up!
It’s interesting. I think one reason I’ve loved my forties is because 

even though it hasn’t been easy, I’ve been less resistant to learning the 
lessons than I was when I was younger. And hands down one of the 
biggest lessons has been that sometimes, when the Lord puts me in a 
place of change or transition—when He’s moving me from one thing 
to the next—I can be quick to panic, to manipulate, to control, to 
resist, to fight, to complain, and to question. 

It’s a side of myself I’ve seen far too often in these last few years—a 
time when the Lord has let me sit in some heartache and disappoint-
ment, a time when He has been teaching me to see things as they 
actually are and not as I wish they might be.

So here’s what that has looked like: I’ve mourned the deaths of 
people I love and have tried to wrap my heart around living in a world 
without them. I’ve sometimes parented out of fear instead of convic-
tion—over-analyzing and worrying as if that might actually make a 
difference—and in moments of great impatience, I’ve tried to boss my 
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own child into repentance even though we all know that never works. 
I’ve minimized the work it takes to keep a marriage healthy and lov-
ing. I’ve been quick to dismiss ideas that aren’t mine and to criticize 
philosophies I don’t share. I’ve been angry with the evangelical church 
(that I love) and frustrated with my country (that I love). I’ve seen 
hatred hiding in places I thought were sacred, which means I’ve had 
to consider the ways I’ve been complicit in ignorance and injustice and 
oppression. I’ve wrestled with my pride, I’ve been humbled by how 
often I’ve failed, and I’ve contemplated the bottomlessness of my self-
ishness. I’ve talked so much more than necessary, knowing that there 
are still so many places where I need to listen and learn.

And for better or worse, in some ways that embarrass me and some 
ways that make me proud, my forties and I have confronted all of those 
things standing eyeball-to-eyeball. We’ve tried our best to work it on 
out.

We’ve worked it on out despite broken bones and hormone surges 
and a bladder that can no longer be trusted. We’ve settled down 
and settled in and committed to real-live life in ways I couldn’t have 
fathomed ten years ago. We’ve (mostly) said good-bye to the angst-y 
comparison of my thirties and the approval seeking of my twenties. 
My forties have centered on asking some big questions and figuring 
out how to make my peace with the answers. 

So yes. The last several years have been filled with transition. 
Change. Uncertainty. Gates galore, you might say. 

But my Kenyan friend Mary was right. 
Time after time, I was welcome at the gate. 
And time after time, Jesus met me there.
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So. Fifty.
Fifty? I’m not sure how to explain it. Fifty feels like something else. 

There’s a part of me that feels like fifty is Sally O’Malley and a red polyes-
ter pantsuit and a series of awkward movements while I declare that I like 
to KICK and STRETCH and KICK. Fifty is Aurora Greenway wearing 
a dress with a maybe-too-low neckline while she rides in a convertible 
with her astronaut neighbor and tries to remember how to be flirtatious. 

But a bigger part of me knows that looking to fictional characters 
isn’t the best way forward. I try to remind myself that my best friends 
from college also turn fifty this year, so I’m in great company. But 
still, fifty can’t possibly be me, right? Surely I would have received 
more warning. Granted, my left knee does get sort of stuck in one spot 
thanks to that time I slipped on the wet floor of the junior high gym 
when I was chaperoning the high school Christmas Dance—so I’m 
often reminded that my joints are not fresh and springy and new—but 
as long as I’ve iced my knee enough and steer clear of deep knee bends, 
I would swear under oath that I’m not a day over thirty. 

I AM STILL SUCH A YOUNG THING.
Maybe?
No?
Whatever.
Nonetheless, there’s no turning back. And as my friend Melanie 

mentioned to me a couple of weeks ago, turning fifty sure beats the 
alternative.

So as I walk (okay, I’m limping a tiny bit, but THAT KNEE, y’all) 
toward fifty, here’s what I’m trying to remember: when we’re moving 
through a figurative gate in our lives—whether that’s a change in 
perspective, a change in family dynamics, a change in career, a change 
in age, or whatever—the Lord is working. He’s teaching. He’s not just 
changing our circumstances; He’s changing us. After all, when we 
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look at gates in Scripture, it’s clear that they were places where things 
were happening—whether that was Boaz’s redemption of Ruth (Ruth 
3), Mordecai’s discovery of an assassination plot (Esther 2), Abraham’s 
purchase of Sarah’s tomb (Genesis 23), or Jesus’ statement in John 10 
that He is the gate. Things got settled at gates in Scripture: commu-
nity matters, personal matters, even judicial matters were addressed, 
argued, and decided at the gate.

The same is true right here, right now—just in a more metaphori-
cal sense. So maybe—just maybe—as I’m facing this big 5-0 transition 
and battling the temptation to mimic some quality ’80s song lyrics and 
ask “What have I / What have I / What have I done to deserve this?”—
I’m missing a much bigger, much more important idea.

God has invited me to another gate.
And I am welcome.
And He will settle some things when I get there.
I’m not sure what the Lord has in store for this next decade. Well, 

I do know that I’ll have to start having colonoscopies and that feels 
unfair since I have only recently gotten used to the annual squeezing 
and flattening known as the mammogram.

I feel confident about this, however: there will be plenty of places 
down the road where the Lord will refine me, teach me, and challenge 
me. Just like the last ten years, there will be gates aplenty. So—if the 
Lord would have it—I’m going to carry my Kenyan friend Mary’s 
words into fifty, into sixty, and beyond. I am welcome at the gate. No 
matter the transition or hardship or change that’s ahead of me, I’m 
welcome there. And no doubt I will remember the beautiful June day 
we spent at a church perched on a cliff overlooking the Rift Valley, and 
I’ll sing and dance and worship my way into whatever is ahead.

As long as this knee doesn’t seize up on me.
I like to KICK, after all.






