
 

I am not flawless, and I no longer need to be. 
My imperfections are not evidence of failure; they are evidence of life. Every scar, every 

crack, every insecurity tells a story of survival, growth, and becoming. 

I choose authenticity over perfection. 
 Perfection is a prison; authenticity is freedom. 

 I will show up as the real me, the me God created with intention, purpose, and care. 

I embrace my flaws as part of my design. 
 They are not obstacles to hide, but  

openings where the light gets in. 
 They connect me to others, deepen my compassion, and remind me that I am human. 

I speak to myself with kindness. 
 My inner voice will no longer be my enemy. 

 I will challenge the lies, rewrite the narratives, and affirm the truth of who I am. 

I am fearfully and wonderfully made. 
 Not by accident. 
 Not by mistake. 

 But with intention, reverence, and love. 

I am Flaw3Some. 
 Not because I am perfect, 

 but because I am becoming, 
 and I choose to celebrate the person I am today 

 and the person I am still growing into. 

 

 


