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Introduction

by Cora Jake£Coleman

Dear Mary,As mothers, we have difficulty with every new struggle,

level, and stormouwr hi | dr en go t hrough, whet
going off to college, battlingddiction, teen pregnancggdoption, and

the list goes on. In addition to beingallenging, walking our children
through these stages often requires a lsagefice on our part. As |

think about your example as a mother, | am amazedtdgacrifices

you made for the bettermenttbie world. As | think of your

storyand your Sonds story, | am i n ¢
without doubthesitation, or resistan@enever once worryingkeout

what anyone might say,atuding Joseph.

You accepted Godds call, probably
agony, andgacrifice required. Your story empowers mothers, while

also challenging us toelieve God in ways that we never have before.

As a mother myself, | wondé&ow hard it was for you taccept this

call and trust God. | wonder if modeday mothers would have

accepted the call at all, arould we have missed our oppanmity to

know you because of our fear of the unknown? | wonder if we
wouldhave heard t he angelbénrwaichingc e,
television, lisgening to music, always remaining distracted by the

things of the worlé simply busy establishing our own planis@an

only imagine how hard it must have been as a young woman to give
upyour dreams and desonlyiemaginédhmw Go d 6
hard it mushave been to carry a child knowing that one day He

would have to go througinbelievable pain and agony for your sake.

As a mother, it had to be extremelyficult to sacrifice yourself so
that your child could accortiph His purpose oearth. As a mother
who fought to be a mother, | admire your ability to be so self
sacrificing. You opened your body to receive a gift that you would
later have taive to the worldYour ability to allow God to bless you




with somethingndescribable later gave us the ability to receive and
understand indescribable blessings.

As women, wanow seek the impossible because you had the faith to

birth the One who makesd| things possible in an impossible way. A

mot her 6s | oVeebutanoti melredx rs darmi fi ce
You lovingly raised your child, preparing Him fblis assignment of

bringing salvation to the world, knowing fully that it wolddeak

your heartYou, Mary, defied all odds, and fought a fight that no

mother willever be abléo match.

You, Mary, stood for the broken person, the hurting person, the

lost person, and you produced salvation through yourself, for yourself
and for theworld.

Did you know that your baby boy would save you?

Did you know that thdéife you gave to Him, He would turn around

and give back to you?

Did you knowthat you would birth faith for the faithless and healing
for the broken?

Did youtruly know what it meant when the angel said you would give
birth to Emmanuel?

Did you know that gu would also sacrifice your heart as a mother so
that yourSon could give His heart to the world?

What an amazing story, that you would give your body so that your
Son couldgive His body as a living sacrifice.

You are not just a mother, but a mothsatbirthed a gift for all. |
would later develop the desire and the dream of becoamgther to
a son because of your sacrifice.

Mary, because of your sacrifice, | atatermined to fight for my
promise of a childYou, Mary, are the mother who madesey other
mother possible. You are tiheother who made every fight possible.
You are the mother who birthed salvatiato the world because you
accepted a gift that anyone else would have tuame.




Mary, through you, we would develop hope and comantterstand
thatsometimes our promises are only made manifest through the
sacrifices of ouhearts. Mary, we applaud you as the mother who
wond and lost.

We applaud/ou as the mother who birthed greatness so that we could
receive the promise tlis greatreward and, yes, even our own
greatnesdDear Mary, thank you for accepting the call. Mary, you are
what a mother isYou are what a mother does, and you are what

every mother should strive to béou taught us that mothering is not
about us, burather dout guiding and ntwuring our children so they

are able to walk in Gwsids chosen

Mary, you taught us how to be a mother, and for that lesson we
applaudyou.

Cora JakesColeman

Dear Mothers,

| dondét t hi ntkatdorhpareseghemsslvesto eachmthgp
morethan mothers. The quest for guidance and approval leaves us
observing thesteps and patterns of motherhood very closely. One
mot her | 0 v e foumnd heginniegcher parmey it tee New
Testament.

The life of Mary has been so significant for me because history

reveals thashe was a teenage mother. Certainly the times were much
differentthen,andt e en pregnancy didndot hav
now. However, there wamething about a young giréing trusted

with life that made me want to exam how she was able to survive

mental, emotionaland physical attacks. | imagd that once the

news of Godos i mpregnati raledher be
crazy and made to become an outcast. Tisane woman in the

Bible more fitting to give insight on becoming a rhet under

extraordinary circurstances than Mary.




When my children came to an age when they werldemger oohing

and alming in baby talk, | realized they were copying what they saw

in me. My son hasany of my mannerisms and has inherited my

sense of humor. My daughter hasch of my charisma and emulates

my clothing style. | never sat them doand told them which parts of

my personality to takvd.atTHsaydd & nlde
than any words | ever uttered. So when the time came totivste

book for us, you and me, | knew the clues to the mentality of Mary

would re side in the actions of Christ.

Of course, there would come a time when Christ was able to access

God forhimself, but through His infancy Mary and Joseph were

entrusted to raise Hitmack to God. Imagine how easy it would have

been to raise Him with no knoedige of the mandate on His life.

Per haps He woul d ha\aedwbutddave nevern s e d
disaovered the gifting iside of Him. There was a cogeous

commitment to share truth, whethemmt it would be universally

aacepted. That same courage dwelled in Chrisi@$aced the

Pharisees and cwearted the Gentiles. That courage exists in me. It

exists in you. It exists in owhildren.

Sarah Jakes




1
ANXIOUS AND PREGNANT

( <

“Blessed is she who has believed that the

Lord would fulfill his promises to her!”

Luke 1:45

Dear Mary,

You know better than anyone that the gift
of life is a miracle. In your case, an angel vis-
ited you, and instantaneously you were preg-
nant by the Holy Spirit. There’'s not a womb
before you or since that can contend with that.
But that doesn’t downplay the biological mir-
acle of pregnancy. A woman is born with one
to two million eggs in her body. As a woman
ages, those eggs begin to die off and decrease.
The process of one of those eggs making con-
tact with a man’s sperm can only be described
as a phenomenon.

Once a month a woman’s ovary releases an
egg. A man’s sperm must fertilize that egg, or

it will be discarded through her menstrual
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cycle. A man releases #&ast forty million sperm each time he

ejaculates, yet only one will have thigength to travel through a
womanoés reproducti ve styeeggeAthofand m
this must take place withintwenfyour hour s of t he e
releag from the ovary, before the egg becomes unviable. From there

the fertiizedeggnust travel to the womanos
uterine wall, and then begimane-month process of development.

In a world inundated with adorable baby faces, tinyelitlbthes, and
infantgiggles, it can be easy to lose sight of the miraculous journey

that must tak@lace from conception to parenting. As a mother of two

and stepmothertothreet doesndét escape me ho
of mot her hood tofllyexpldinghe stétesof awea way
woman finds herself in when she learns her boillytransform a

cluster of cells into a person. There are some questions that

areuniversal regardless of your age, socioeconomic level, or marital
status.

Is my body srong enough to handle this? Shebuirest or push myself
to cortinue like normal? What will the baby look like? When will |
feel it kick? Who do tell first? Should | wait to tell at all? How will
my family react? Will my mother trio take over? Will tts baby
bridge the divide between my sister and me? Howalwose a
doctor? Will the hospital nurses be nice? Baby names? Boy or
girl? Baby shower?

Will | be prepared to handle all that lies ahead?

There are a million questions forming in the minfiexpectant
mothersSwimming in a sea of excitement, anxiety, joy, fear, hope,

and stress is a womavho knows that life has forever changed, but

who candét pi np ovilaltbegia. Mastwomgn begih e n i
to think of f ami Inyygieenbirthoriareafdve wh o
months ahead of them in pregnancy. Their sisterhoodgotthierhood

IS a gift that only those brave enough to be vulnerable fully under
stand. Thereds much wisdom to be
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someone whonderstands exactylwe r e youdve been a
youobre going through.

After experiencing my own pregnancies and sea of questions, | feel |
under stand you a bit better. Your sisterhood iatherhood was your
cousin Eliabeth. As soon as you came to visit her déaming he

news of your pregancy, the baby inside her womb leaped. Before
you could even begin to exprdssher your reaction, she described
how blessd you would be because youibeed the Lord would

fulfill His promises to you.

Il nitially, | didndt wunderstand wh
believe;after all, an angel appeared to deliver your ndéwwsould

seem quite easy to lbeve after an experience like that. This just goes
t o show how mugcahtedlthémraele df prdégeancy.f o r
The reality is that much of the secemgiessing women experience
upon learning of their pregmcy is rooted in dislief. Unsure of our
ability to carry and nurture, we begin weighing all the possible
mistakes or misfortune that veeuld experience. Yet you showed

such couragand faith to trust that God would not set a miracle in
motion without a plan focompletion. What strength one must
possess taee the answers to their gtiess by faith! For every

hurdle, jungle, and mountathe trail of motherhoogresents for us,

God has made a provision that will allow our spirits to progper

hope.

| certainly wish | could have found those words when | ended my call
with my friend Misty two months ago. She was beginning to feel like
it would take morg¢han a miracle to adjust to becoming a mom

again.

| can remember exactly what | was doing when | found out. She
called mefrom her office at the firm where she works. Whispering
into the receiversothath e coul dndt Ike dqv d@i'Whed
your <calendar | ike in April ?0
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AMI sty, | dondét even know what | 0
def i ni tkenloyw dwohnaétt | 6 m doi ng mont hs
replied.She chuckled at my response before dropping the bomb,

AWel |, wivsiitmgadu tcheméhospital ? | 6m
baby. | hear the cafeteria hasgreat o d ! 0

Surprised at the announcement, | immediately screamed my
congratulatongst t he top of my |l ungs. @ WE
BABY! ' ' 6 | 'y el | maton, allfcoukl hearmgghere x c | a
laughing. | imagined her clamoring for buttadosurn the volume

down on her office line while she giggled through the laufidtyf
qguestions | had: AnHow far along a
Whatarey ou hoping for, aen dd hdeoan dtth yj ubss
| i n e -by-on®inrapidfire style, | asked her everything that came

to mind.

Justasquickly shereplied:ii A b dive tveeks.Thismorning.You 6 r e
thefirstper son | called. A girl .o

After covering baby names and allowing eneerminute monologue
expressig my envy that her stomach would no longer be confined by
Spanx, girdlesand other contrelop devices, we ended our call. | was
so happy for her!

We grew up in church. We were taught to believe that babies are a
blessing Sure,there were complicated instances of new life coming

into the world. Manya woman, like me, first held her child with no

ring on her finger, and confusduht sentiment a bit. On one hand,

every life is a gift from God, but | believeliecame difficult nbto

allow the sin to overcloud the joy. Too often we seentistakes or
misfortune that we could experienteu c ki 'y f or Mi st vy,
have to facany of those predicaments. She was doing things the
Arighto way.
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I bel i eve t hsaprded wheh yhunp upvirensourdatest

call. Shecal | ed me moments after | 0d f
gym. | placed the phoren mute while | caught my breath and
listened to my friend confide hersecfee ar s t o me. AHoN

hard to be excitedbout the baby these days. 0

| couldndét I magine what worries s
sentencel, began searching for any reason she should be disappointed

or afraid. Thiswoul d be baby number four f
well prepaed for what taexpect. Misty was just about to celebrate her
fifteen-year wedding anniversarg$. h e woul dndét be wor
judgment that can come with being a singlether. | ran scenario

after scenario through my head, and all | could see wdsta picket

fence.

When my mind stopped racing long enough to ask her what her
concernsvere, it all came out. Misty was having a hard time smiling
about the baby wheshe was already consumed with worry about
providing for the mouths outside bér tummy They would have to

find somewhere new to live, or make do with lingted space in

their home. Her husband had lost his job about a year earigr,

finding consistent income proved to require more patience than either
of them anticipated. She told rtieat she was doing the best she
possibly could tdoe optimistic, but the last week had been

particularly difficult to find the rainbown the midst of her storm

| 6m hardly ever at a | oss for wor
her. Ipacified hewiththeageo | d r esponses | d6m sul
prepared tad | hevomrk luttdl IEver yt hing
continued to spew out every clichéduld find until she was the one
convincing me that everything would work oWhen we hung up the
phone,lc oul dndét hel p but askorm@latd why
peace. While my friend, for all intents and purposes, did things

theiri ght o way, she stil] had obst e
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| was seeing her life through my insecurities. | assumed that, because
shedi dndét have the struggles | was
all. We misghe opportunity to be compassionate when we confine

people to our owexperences. Misty helped nte realize that we

ar e ntpuzzlg pieses lookingtoaet e t he perfect pi
souls seeking the strengthto acéeptn s pi te of how we
and curved that our life still has purpose.

Life is difficult when you have an audiencewatch you battle, but

| t 0 gerodsavhen you have an internal battle no one can witness.

My life was difficultas a young teen mom. All | desired was to get
marri ed s o t ha bauntingywdgméndronddthers. & el t
coul dnodét pr et okay beeausthe gvitlemae ofgife wa s
had already dispelled that myth.

What do you do when you have a life someone else would envy, but
you baeadbtto admit that 1 tdéds not a
feel the distresthat comes with bringing l&e into the world when

you consider the potentiablamity he or she will have to face. We are
expected to create an environmeshiere our children can grow and

flourish underouc ar e . But o fladéywourwendr e t oo
insecurities to allow them sroom to grow. Having given ugn

ourselves, our task becomes to at minimum provide better for them

than wehad for ourselves.

| will never forget visiting my mother in the middle of a difficult time
inmyf i rst marriage. | hyteohetsans ai d ¢
my face and thepeered into the eyes of my daughter, she knew
something was wrong. Atthati me s he warned me th
come out of my depression, | was goindake my daughter into it

with me. My daughtenylakenzie, was emulatingp¢ expressions of

my paird no matter how well | thought | was doing at shieldivag.

The reality is, you canodot constan
seeingevery part of you, even the parts that still hurt.

15



If you do not confront your pain, you Wapread it. My dear friend

was givingme t he opportunity to fight
beyond my own scar§Vhen she mentioned her frustrations, | felt my

own i ssues | e agvthat. Dur situationswiere vedyt t e |
di f f er e n elmyexperkencdsrwould dlagable to her. |

wanted to give Misty some type of confirmation that etrerugh

things looked problematic on paper, God would work things out. |

justd i dhel@vwesharingwhathappenedan theinsideof mewould h
elpher.lknewr evi vi ng her faith wasnot a
lives observing her as well

We canot be faithless and raise f

Mary, when Gabriel informed you that God had chosen you to carry

His Son,He also revealed that your cou&ihzabeth was expecting as

well. Though youwvere just receiving the news, she was already six

months pregnant. Sometimé®se closest to us face obstacles before

we do so that we can learn fromthee candt be ashame
our lessons even thoughwen o w e v e r wilbba dfi@rent.t e st

felt guilty. | wanted to give Misty a reason to believe, btutd ul dn ot
see beyond my own past.

You coul dove felt Isialtedadgmanriedsvbent h a't
shecoos ei ved. Eli zabethatoshe bwas edtv
to give birth toChrist. Elizabeth was older and had been barren. You

were young and a virgiiabriel visited you to inform you of your
pregrancy, but he had visited Ellzee t h6s husband to d
news. Amid all the similaritig there were thesmall but significant
differences. Still, your faith to believe was the divine btrat held

you together.

Gabriel used Elizabethoés pregnanc
is impossible with God (see Luke 1:37). Your salutatmikkizabeth

after learninghe news of your future child filled her with the Holy

Spirit (see Luke 1:41). Thekeas no way you could know what

happened on the inside of her unless shewiléisg to be vulnerable

enough to share it witpou. You never woul have susected that
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your words filled her with joy until she told you. The transparency
in your friendship afforded you the opportunity to confirm one
anotherds faith.

That 6s what | want to do with Mis
children. lwant my little ones to enjoy seeing their fears in the

rearview mirror of their deginy. One day my children will realize

that anxiety magniés the size of our obsti®s, but faith gives us the

power to rise above owtruggles. Love builds a tael fromone soul

to another. We must be careful what we let in and sure ald@mitwe

release. When we feel those we are connected to are allowing fear

into their hearts, we can combat it by allowing more faith, love, and

hope to gusthrough our channel. Our fesacan drown in the flood of

our promise, butwenu st be willing to believ
those who choose to let fear tlite the power of their promise.

The leap in my womb may be the confirmation someone else needs

that shecan believe. Mor¢han cliché reassurances dbetter

tomorrow, through tram@rency we offer our scars as evidence of

survival. Sharing those imperfectiowgth your children can be very
scary. One day | 61 | eosrkgety luleshso w vy
your own truth but until then| want to thank you for shiaig your

moment with another believing woman. Elizabeth answered your
guestion of AWhy me?0 with one si
believed.

| am learning that many of the rights and wrongs of motherhood come
down to what we believe to be true. If we are wise, we will build
children with only thédricks God hands us, not the rocks life has
thrownat us. We will choose to beve God. No statistic, employer,
bank statement, or matter of paternity canusiof ourpromise.

Unless we choose to believe it can.

17



We canodot tell our children how to
how. lonce believed in fear. | even believed in pain. | began to doubt
love. | saw myhope slipping away, but then | was reminded thetd

little eyes watching angmall hearts in my hands. | may not be the

best math tutocanbéyguhraewmwéeehaae
hit. But | pray each day that | will modehalk of faith for them and

all those with whom I 6m connected

18



2
I'M STILL LEARNING

As you do not know the path of the wind,
or how the body is formed in a mother’s
womb, so you cannot understand the

work of God, the Maker of all things.

Ecclesiastes 11:5

Dear Mary,

I have two children, a son, Malachi, and a
daughter, Makenzie. The circumstances sur-
rounding their births is a book in itself. Liter-
ally, T wrote a memoir, Lost and Found, which
recounts the journey that led to their intro-
ductions into the world. To be honest, | didn’t
feel at my best when | had either of them. At
the time they were born, I was completely un-
sure of who I was or what potential existed in-
side of me. I've always felt like an ordinary girl
in an extraordinary world. 1 could see purpose
in every existence but my own. Their lives

gave mine meaning.
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My journey of becoming comfortabl
easy. | ofterwonder how | survived many of the choices | made. |

know that | repeatedlyandnt enti onal |l y put myse
took me some time teven embracthat truth. Somehow, in spite of

all the things | knew, | chose to hurt wheeoluld have healed. Few

things urge you to examine your life like parenting. den fear that

we may not be prepared to handle what we see reflected éydleof

those we bring into the world. | know with certainty that | self

inflicted many of the wounds that are now scars on my heart, but each

of them came witla valuable lesson. They also came with the perfect
prescription and dosage fthre pain.

At seven pands and nine ounces, my first dose of unconditional love
came inthe form of Malachi Alexander. | remember watching as my
young body began timansform for his entrance into the world. Long

before | felt him kick or evetook a test, | noticed my breastsgin to

swel I . | t di dnot notiairkgether adhangesibmyf or e
body. | noticed small bumps of acnhe formingron back. Meanwhile,

my once oily teenage face was now extremely dry. Idpaadadic

nosebl eeds. |t watheodocmhoirlbsmypffi
reaized these seemingly unrelated issues wergyatbtoms of my

recently discoered pregnancy.

Medicine has made quite a few advancements since you were with

child. Everywe ek of a womanbs pregnancy
exact science. From tmoment of conception, the female body

begins to egand for the life that will cupy her womb for the next

nine months. The gestational traits of pregnammye many

similarities, but every woman has a unique experience thattanno
bescientifically analyzed or medically explainedhélprecise

momentyou fallcop|l et el y i n | ove with som
cannot be computed.
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On Mot her 6s Day of 2002 my ol der
wentonai st aycati on. oandVeundmawekreochorm b ag
the other side of towrMalachi was due just a few short months from

then in October. Uninterestedtime fine cuisine offered by the hotel
restaurant, we enjoyed an assortmentewhs from the room service

chil dr en 0 s feaseohahicken@endesyaghett,

hamburgers, cookies, and ice cream, we indulged until we

c o u | take another bite. Then, when we could no longer fight our

sleep, we all piledhto the kingsized bed and drifted into sweet

dreams. The next morningeslowly began to toss and turn until we

fully awakened. My mother softly said rmame, and my eyes

cracked open. Her voice has always been rich, smoothyamd like

velvet. With a whisper she can awaken any of her five children

fromtheir deepeststuber . A The baby was movi
sai d. | ctahnoGste iweargei meor ds she t holt
telling her thirteeryearold dauglter.

My first reaction was to apologize. | knelat processing my teenage
preghancy and anticipating the journey ahead of me had not been easy

onmypae nt s. | didndt want to create
since | knew my growingpelly was just weeks from becoming
undeniablel di dndét apol ogize, though,

came justsquickly asthefirst: My babyis moving!

The small flutters in my abdomen
indigestionwere the actual flutters of my son flipping in my womb.
Suddenly, it all became=al. | would be responsible for anothiée.l

We were sharing the same body tioe next few months. Everything |

ate | would share with him. The positionsduld sleep in would be
determined by what was lgethoddor t ab |
the womb was solely dependent upowy ability totake care of

myself. Once | gave birth, those responsibilities would shift and his
livelihood would depend solely on my ability to physically care for

and protect him. Thahought was scarier than his being inside of me.

At least | was a barrier betwebim and the many elements of the

out side worl d. WhatwhattdédoWwithdimdnot Kk
when he came out?
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| candét i magine being in your sho
fathomwhat it would be like to have an angel appear to me and

decer e | 6d IoearnthecShnoosGoad. Each time, my

reacton varies from hours of spedeblsness to a gazillion questions

at once to a list of more suitable candidates.

Did you ever wonder how everything was going to work? Would
labor stillhurt?Would angels deliver His food? Would He truly
understand just how mugfou love Him? Not much is known about
your life before Christ. Were you, likae, a heart still searching for
ultimate significance and purpose in life? Was yesteem high
enough to tbwn out fear and insecurities?

Mi ne wasnot .

My son was, and continues to be, the flood of love that keeps me

afloat in mymost difficult days. | knew that God was assigning an
angel t o meexactlywhatHs was savirsgune feom, but |
knewny sonoés | i f e Befareleverdécanze pregnats a g e
when my idealistic preteen self would daydrearsomeday wedding

colors and baby names, | had never considered givinghity a

name with religious meaning. Apartoem di dndot want t o
spiritual name that a child may not have the desire to live up to. |

grewupinchurchhp ut | hadnot | earned that
battl es b e c humandutweretcreaed fn thé image of
God. | di dndot rhescreaga Afterébedames t e n s i

pregnant, what | came to know for sure was that, in spigdl the

human frailties that led to his entrance into the world, | needed my

sonto remember that he was created in the image of God. So |

decided to name himlalachi messenger of God. | was admitted into

the hospital on Wednesday, October 2, 2002, at 7.0 Malachi

was born a full twentgix hours later 8:03p . m. Hi s | i fe h
stopped speaking yet!
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When labor shifted to delivery, delivery to recovery, egxbvery
backtomwupstairs bedroom in my paren
Envisioning our futurend making the best of our present had my
undivided attention. | was det@ined to prove that | could care for us
both. AlIl whil e apremedfarthé ghysicabadty i s
of giving birth, her heart is being prepared for th@ny labors of

love, fear, excitement, and joy that is motherhood. Each tabades

with it a delivery of faith to help make the next contraction easier to
bear.Moments of iexpressible promise make every struggle worth

the hopewefind n t he eyes of our babies.
possible for my heart to hold anyore love.

| was wrong.

Seven years later, weighing in at eight pdgiand eleven ounces, my
dauglter, Malenzie, came into the world. | must admit | thought |
would be a veteramy second time around. | assumed thatbee

my body had already traftsmed to carry life once before, things
would be easier. That notion wdispelled seven weeks into my first
trimester. At the emergency room of our ldeaspital, | was

diagnosed with a kidney infection. Although the doctor saidats n 0 t
related to my pregnancy at all, | had a sneaking suspicion he was
wrong.l t wasnot unt il my t hi doctore mer g
began to considehat there could be a correlation between the
chronic kidney infection and tHeeautiful life inside of me.

| can tell you after five years of experiencing the joy that is Makenzie
A n npesence, those infections were a bitooéshadowing. Much

like the pregnancthat allowed her to make a debut into the world,

her life has stretched and pullsd much out of me. Her life inspired

me to lookat the soul infections that isked in my heart and

controlled my actions. It becomaxreasingly clear witleach

passing moment that she is as headstrong, confident, and resilient as
hermother. While those qualities are among the many things | love
about her, thegre also the qualities that keep me in prayer. She has
the energy and crawaity to do whatever she dreams. On the list of my
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| t create an eaviranrmeattthatl 6 m a b |
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e
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| hope to teach her the beauty and strength of vulnerability. It is my
prayer thashe never suffers because she was too afraid to ask for

help. | see her jump upom scrapes and bruises so quickly that she
doesndét al | owtumteto teuly tohfess thegairospepso r
experiencing. | know that trait is inheritdaijt | pray my life teaches

her the | esson | 60ve | elamnedotodagnm
have to pretend | ife doesndt hurt

As vibrant as the happiness and joy that surrewsdare, there is

another elment that we must learn to respect, navigatd,embrace:

pain. Our pain cr&tes the valley that allows our hope to spring. My
Makenzie helped me discovey own reservoir of potential. One of

the missions | hold most near to my heanny responsibility to help

her discover and protect the forcees® spunky,charming, and

i ntelligent. | 6m anxi ousl!l ygreawai t i
a gift she is to the world and to me.

My final destination in life is yet being reveal, but | am committed
to holdng the hands of my children and prdieg their hearts

through it all. | musadmit | wish they came with a forecast of things
to expect and tips on how teeather each day. The advancement of
science has allowed us to crelaypothetical observations of bodily
development, but nothing allowss aglimpse inside the thoughts and
hearts of our children.

It is possible to endure labor without the aid of pain management, but
raisingchildren without faith guarantees more suffering than
necessary. Whethenvaoman acquires the strength necessamyse to

the challenge of motherhoaud finds herself too inadequate to care

for another person, we never stop holdig children in our hearts.

We can hold tight or let go, but we can never eraserpeession of
added life that was once inside of us
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The greatest gift we can offeur children is the patience to maximize
our faith in the face of the mysterious.

That 6s not to say that our proces
diligenti n our effort to ex pRlesistingtheGod o0 s
temptation to takeur lives into our own hands and rush His

construction will yield great reward@he fear of the unknown in

parenting can entecus into planning everydimen on of our ¢
life. We create a list of all the things theyish become iorder for us

to be satisfied with a job well done. That level of precaution

teache®ur children to rely too heavily on their own ability and not

nearly enougho®od. Wedbre too human to of
can create upbringings whetevotion to God can flourish and

provide nutrients to our children as thadgvelop. It is impossible to

teach a faith we do ndéive, nor can we exemplify wonditional love

if we do not trush lest we give them skewed examples. ivMast

shelter our faith wh the same fervor we guard our children.

There are many women who had their children in idyllic situafions

and manymore who found themselves, like us, pregnant outside of

the accepted societabrm. You know firsthand, Mary, how difficult
circumstancesan compound theains of labor and delivery. It

wasnot e n ohadithendutre thé sadmous shame of losing

your good reputation and disappointing your confusstté, but you
also had to traipse acrosimaghéhe co
riding miles and miles on the back of a donkey in my last trimester!

Andt hen to arrive there and find t
the back of angethlehem inn? But you made do and found a eradl

for your baby in a barn, surunded by angelshd shepherds.

History has done a phenomenal job of teaching us to expect the
unexpectedThe formula for happiness and success has a composition
asunigjueasDNA.Hoesndét matter how a chi
world; God can still use that lifer His glory.
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Mar vy, | 6m not sure how y-deteatinganage
thoughtsthat fear implants in us. | dare not suggest that every day was
easy for you, but &m certain that | am a beneficiary and student of

your faith. | pray thatlcanleat o f ocus on Godds pr
lives even when confronted with adversitydpe that | will never

become so conflicted that | cease to trust God andamnigt on my

own power . I have no desire to ra
offer them back to Hn. My heart is in constant search for the divine
presence of Gods | filter my love for my children with His grace.

Within a week of delivering each of my children, | began to miss
some of thgoys that come with pregnancy. | will never experience
another childbirth thaproduces the same child, but life promises
contractions of the soul that | mwestdure so that they may live.
There is no way dktnowing when the next contran is coming or
the severity it will bring, but Irtist that | am prepared suvive the
labor of love that is motherhood. With your example, Mary, | trust

thatlcan be resourcef ul and uncompl &
planned and minn is full. | hope | have your patience and grace to
handl e | i f eotnglicationse x pect ed
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3

WE HAVE DADDY ISSUES

Abraham took the wood for the burnt
offering and placed it on his son Isaac,
and he himself carried the fire and the
knife. As the two of them went on to-
gether, Isaac spoke up and said to his fa-
ther Abraham, “Father?”

“Yes, my son?” Abraham replied.

“The fire and wood are here,” Isaac
said, “but where is the lamb for the burnt
offering?”

Abraham answered, “God himself will
provide the lamb for the burnt offering,

my son.”

Genesis 22:6-8

Dear Mary,

The Old Testament Scripture holds a time-
less tale of righteousness and unparalleled
faith in the life of Abraham. You don’t have to

be a theologian to know the Genesis 22 story
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of God telling Abraham to bind his son Isaac oralar as a sacrifice
to God. Seconds before he would bring the sword dowreaddis

sonb6és | ife, an angel appeared, st
com mended, and a nearby ram was used as a sadn$iead. Just a
fewversed ater, in the next chapter,

Sarah, became ill ardled. There are no references to whether she

was ever aware of the attemptatrifice of her son. We do know,
however, that | seBhepromisedronSGodthah 6 s m
Abrahamés wife would beeameda chil d
unimaginable for him. Even

Sarah had to laugh when she overhearddhatwould give

birth! Sarah may have initially questioned her ability to be a mother,
but | bet sheould not have imagined the role God had planned for
Abraham as a father. Evemore unbelievable than the facatishe
would be having a child at her ag®euld have been the realization
that her miracle@ would be offered as a sdure.

One of the daunting challenges of parenting is the inability to govern
the roleof your ceparent. As women begin to imaginedadefine
motherhood, we alsiegin to form a paradigm in our minds of
fatherhood.

The varying circuretances in which a child is brought into this world
create curiosity about howedlto-parenting relationship will be
established Whattypeof fatherwill hebe?Will he work more or
less? Is fighting over who gets up with the baby par for the
courseWill we need to arrange a visitation schedule? How will he
handle it when oudaughter begins to date? Will our son be taught
thatmerd on ot cry?

Wi | | he even be a part of the bab
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As a single parent, | had imagined all the things my children were
missing bynot having a constant male figure in their lives. | tried to
fill in the gaps as mucas | could, but | knewhat it was impossible
for me to play the role of bothraother and a father. After a failed
marriage, | became even more concerned thighmotion that my
children were lacking fundamental principles only a fatioerd
provide. | found myself feeling giliandshame when noticing other
children walking into school with both parents by their side.

One of my primary goals as a single mother was for my children to
feel andrecognize that love is not confined to tradition. It was very
important to me thaty children recognize that family comes in all
different shapes and sizes. Msayer was that we would not be so
consumed with what we were lacking thatdve not value what we
had. Still, | imagine that onifficult days they were tempt, as was |,
to imagine life with a man in the house. In the recesses of my Imind
entertained many thoughts on what dual parenting would look like. |
fantasizedcabout cooking dinner while my husband helped the
children withtheir home&vork. On really difficult days as a gjle

mother | imagined | would come horteemy makebelieve husband

in full Mr. Mom regala . | candt devemitwasay | tr
possible, but | enjoyed dreaming of a husband who moonlightad as
mind reader.

Then | actually met a man so in tune witly spirit that it seemed my
fantasywould become a reality. One of the chief criteria | had before
even contemplating marriage was that any man would have to love
my children like they were hiswn. When God orchestrated the
introduction to and love stomyith my currenthusband, it felt too

good to be true.

As we began to seriously discuss the possibilities of marriage, | had

an honestonversation with him about the daddy issues my children

were facing. | knewhat the absence of a male figure in thiges

would affecttheminsomewayly prayer s were devo
giving me the wisdom and faith to help guitiem through the daddy
insecurities that magwait them. Touré, now my hioand,

29



communicated the paternal love and obligation God had duwverfior
my children. My heart leaped as | witnessed how seriously he took the
role of father hood with his three biological children.

| &dm not sure that |1 0d ever witnes
connected tdnis children. Instantly, the idea of ferhood that existed

in my mind seemechore tangible than ever before. | thought that

once we married, the movie piag in my head would translate to

reality, but | quickly learned my movie wouftted some editing.

There are things innately unique to noyeras a mother arak many
things only a fatheros perspectiyv

| had to avoid directing him on how to love my children my way and
insteadallow them to create their own bond. | must admit, initially |
was overly critical otheiri nt er acti on. |1 6d bee
| ong t hat | dbedutydfthaviagadditienal suppore It t
was a tough pill for me to swallow, bubh#d to realize that my
children didndét need a mmdestander s i
thedistinct communication patterns and expressions of lovectimé

from having two unique parents.

n
h e

In time | learned to appreciate that we were diddferently. It may
take seweral days before the empty cupboard begins to wear on his
conscience, but hs the first to sense when one of the children has
withdrawn. While it took proddingnd multiplechoice questions to
get the children to open up to me, he cduiglak their walls down
with a simple look of knowing compassion. True enowgeach
offeredsomething different, and | could not measure his offering
basedn my expectations.

Long before God ordered Tour ®06s s
become a bittesingle mother. | was upset because | felt abandoned in

the world of parenting.Ww a s rui@ that here was help in my future,

but | knew that obstacles were bound to meet me on the journey. |
couldnoét hel p my cidsued uatd leonfromtedt h t h
my own. My truth was t hafacerhisigas d
my children #one.
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It was becoming increasingly evident that | would be exclusively
responsibldor managing the paternal disappointments my children

were carrying in theihearts. The thought of their fathers avoiding the
curvebals that come with panting enraged e. | wasnodt su
would be enough to spare them, anebk right. One day it dawned

on me that parenting would require more than wioatthe notion of

an exceptional stepfather could offer. It would require ou

omnipresent God.

When Abraham antbaac were traveling to the place in Moriah where

the altarwould be built for the burnt offering, Isaac stopped and asked
Abraham why thewer endt traveling with th
Abraham reassured him that Geduld provide the lamb once they
reachedheir destination. Isaac could rfedve known the directions
Abraham had received from God. It is safe to assimad he known,

that he would have had many more questions for his father. Un
fortunately, he would not have been the only child who hasdad t
guestion thevalue his life has to his parent.

This curiosity is not just isolated to the role of fatherhood, either.

Many of the people who have come into my life have dealt with the
painful reality of not feeling wanted or accepted by one or bbth o

their parents. Thougthe plight of fatherless children is far more
sensationalized, there are madults with adolescent wounds from

parents who sacrificed their lives for fass righteous reasons than
Abraham had. The tragic truths of drug addictiooarceration,

abuse, demanding careers, and countless other issua®hbgd

many of the family Ilife they hope
of many who still feel bound to the altar they were left on. No story

has been gsainful to observe ake narrative of my own children.
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The progression from enthusiastic expectation to constant rejection
happenedo rapidly | had no words formed to ease their frustration.
They wantedtoknowwhy t here wasnot a | amb
sacrificedinstead 6them. My young chdren were filled with
guestions about what could possibly be more impottet their
birthdays or first days of schodlhey needed to know why they
wereexpendable. | could offer them no explanation that gave them
consolation. Theyvere too young to understand that God may have
been using the distance @®tection until their fathers were able to
influence heir lives positively and corsently. | resigned to listening
to their words dipped in sorrow and wept oniti@de.Becoming a
parent either grows you up or makes you act like a glildself. So
many find themselves shrinking when faced with the magnitude

of caring for another person more than they care for themselves.

That task becomes even more overwhelming wheryttd ve never
experiencedhe type of care they feel they deserved. The cycle of

broken people breaking tirearts of those surrounding them often
regenerates through many generatiths.r t peopl e donoadt
i ntentional ly hur tculotdbreakdreegrenotiel e .
only emotions theyobve eveaormknown.

heal i ng becomes the fear. Though
aparent is away, the easier it becomes to stay away. The days turn to
monthsmonthstoyears nd eventually theyodve

t hey ar e nhdwtoemeback.sTherealization that there
will be questions that need ansingrand foundations that must be
built tricks absentee parents into believihgir children are better off
without them. The aching for that missing pareater fully
dissipates. It becomes tolerable at best, but having no knowledge
of the other half that completes you leaves a scar.

| 6ve been praying thhtltdhenébszEki ©
be as miimal as possible. My heart has been hoping that God will
help my children to sethat they have been fully equipped to

overcome in spite of what they believeh ey 6 r e | ac ki ng.
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The first week of school my daughter looked from the car window

and saw goung boy with his mom and dad walking into the building.

I 61 | nevehafoprgaitnt hefelt when |
dad coul d wal knowrtleat life consgantly cermihds her |
of his absence. Commercials on televis&torylines in boks, and

families coming into church repeatedly remind hewhbbt she
doesndét have.

My son has found his own way of coping. Once very expressive about
his disappointment, he has begun to accept that no one, not even him,
can force higlad to be preselhs a mot her , | 6m not
posture was more painful weatch. On one hand, | knew his

anticipation may not come to fruition, butlaast he still had hope.
Watching as hope drained and began to sound a biiskkain was

no walk in the park either

Unfortunately, feelings of abandonment leave many children bound to
altarswhen there were plenty of rams hidden in nearby bushes. How
do we learn tdeach our children to look beyond their perceived lack
and trust that God hagpan?

| thought thaimy role as their mother was to advocate for their right

to have dather. Challenging their dads to fulfill the roles their

children and | desired beame my mission. | employed every

method | thought would incentivize chan§eom chastisement to
encouagement, | hoped my pleas would convince thenake

advantage of the remaining time they had to be active in our

c hi | divee Théirsnability to meet my demands with action left

me with the realizatioh hat my chil drends f at he
motivated to change attheirownpagen d wi t h Godds gr ¢
begun to focus so heavily on what they were notdbitgat | was n
giving nearly enough attention to aeel could improve. Their faire

to meet expectations did not give me a license to asadtthg and
exceedinghew ones of my own.
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| know in your time, Mary, family came inany compositions. Did

you everthink the time would come when having concubines would

be groundsfopr osecuti on? | 60ve read stor
like Hagar, theegyptianslave who gave Abraham his first son but

who was sent away because Satahd n 6t want compet.
Or the story of Jochebed, the Hebrew mothleo set her baby Moses

in a floating basket on the Nile river to avoid the nelasghtering b

Hebrew boys. They both, and many others, had to amend

their definitions of family to fit the conditions in which they lived,

My childhood did not force me to make those adjustments. My

parents haveeen married my entire life. Though my father had to

work quite a bit to providéhe best possible life for us, | never had to
wonder i f | 6d s eothave bemn paegeatiatreveryHe m
birthday party, but | never had to fight alone. Age@nager | lamented

more than | care to admitthatheand Iddt g o ftbherparkeal k s
or share ice cream on warm days. Then | stopped focusing so much
onwhat | missed and began to recognize the many things he made
possible for mysiblings and me.

Without his commitment and dedication, we never would have bee
exposedo a different side of life. The relentless force of his work

ethic unleashed the boundaries of our dreams. Quite frankly, if it
wereno6t f or hireadingghesbookvoul dnot be

|l t wasnot until | vitletbeademendgfe r s o n a |
single paenting that | realized we all have our own set of issues. Your
dad can be in yodife each day and you can still find an area where

he could have improved. Youarother may have made the best

cookies in tavn, but never mastered commaaiing efectively.

| guess what I 6m trying to say IS
families.We all come with dilemmas and struggles that require faith

to overcome. All thatve can strive to offer is our absolute best. We
dondét even geturtcpaasaseds WwWhet hewas
enough. Our freedom lies in our refusal tadoeind by what we think
weoOve missed. God has maedevea prov
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experienced and all harm webdbve s
never letmy fears interfere with he f ai t h | have 1in
for my children. Ihope to never lose the conviction to become better
even when the opportunity become bitter is alluring.

Moments before the angel Gabriel paid yousit,wwou were planning
a life with JosephWhen you learned the father of your firstborn
woul dndt yduexpdgctecchimaabe, were you ever
disappointed? We see in Luke 1:46 hgour heart rejoiced in the
new path your feet would voyage. Though the ralagad was
uncertain, you trusted tl@ne who ordered your steps.

Your life has taught me the requirement of humility in parenting. The
moreroom we make for compassionate understanding, the less space
we have founforgiveness, doubt, and fear. | may not be able to give

my children thdathert hey 6ve i magined or the
they see in this world, but | camow them the power in trusting our
heavenly Father with every issue of txarts.
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4
MY CHILD IS DIFFERENT

Everyone who heard him was amazed at
his understanding and his answers.

Luke 2:47

Dear Mary,

As if the moment Gabriel visited you wasn’t
enough, when the wise men sought you out
after Christ’s birth, it must have been very
obvious that raising Him would be different.
Still, it appears you tried to create an envi-
ronment that would allow His gift time to
fully develop. I can only imagine the alarming
fear you must have felt when you couldn’t lo-
cate Him on the journey from Jerusalem to
Nazareth after the Passover feast. 1 can’t help
but ask, was it difficult to create a typical up-
bringing for your Son who was obviously so
special? Sure, everyone is unique in his or her
own way, but there’s something to be said
when that difference cannot be hidden. As
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much as you trie to give Him an ordinary exisnce, Hecould not be
confined to the notion of normal. It took four or five daggravel

from Jerusalem to Nazareth on foot. Somewhere amid all of your
friendsand family traveling together, you thought that Jesus was with
you. Luketeaches s t h at il you begarsseadchingdonHim

t hat you r e dherewib dlthela@hers.a s n 6t

Most parents desire for their children to avoid the pressure of fitting
in, butsometimes when the difference comes on display, we wish
they could blend inln thecomfort of our homes, the nuances that
make our children who they acan be tolerated with love,
understanding, and compassion. How can we priteat from a

world that may not be so accepting of their individuality? That-com
mission becomes even morelidate when what makes them
exceptional hasegative social implications.

In 2010, Kate Davis and her husband, David Heilbroner, produced
and dt rected a documentary that allowpersonal glimpse into
families struggling with the abnormal behavioutlodir children
DiagnosisBipolar: Five FamiliesSearchingor Answerdnstantlycap
turedmy attentionwhenl flippedto it ontele- vision. When
interviewed about what compelled Davis to tell the story of
thesefamilies, she shared:

Having children mgelf, | have withessed extreme mood swings and
wonderechat times where my own kids fall on the spectrum of

Anor mal cy . osednyg articleslon fediairia mipolar disorder

in which parents were criticizédr medicating their children, where

the diagnoss was clearly the center oftémse debate, and | wondered

what lifewasil ke f r om t h e tivesalnseemeddosnie per s
that their expriences were being overlooked, often misunderstood,

and needetb be portrayed:
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| completely understanider logic. | imagine every parent at some

point begindo witness conduct from their children that makes them
wonder i Xperdnding sodtineeadokescent development or if
animbalance that is out of thesontrol is occurring. From the
momentourchl dr en begi n vVviaskedtasenggofdoct o
guestions to gauge the progress of their mental and phygsoaih.

We know that babies begin rolling over as early as four months.
Aroundtwelve months a baby should be able to say a couple of first
words. The pressute meet these milestones continues well into
adulthood, actually. Ingradec hool a chil dbés abi l
comprehad is measured by tests andigaments. Failure to meet

these standards creates insecurities in both paardtdildren.

Our insecurities are only heightened when we begin to compare our
childrent o friends and rel atives who :
getting there earlyl. 6 | | never forget droppin
childcare facility and hearing anoth@aother recount how she had

managed to potty train her eightemonthold son! | had been

spending weekend after weekend, using method after mething, to

to teach my almoghreeyearold how to us¢he potty. | suppose the
convanience of my wiping his botto was just too sweet of a deal to

pass up, because was downright refusing to learn.

After hearing the other mom singing the praises of her son, | began to
wonder if | needed the intervention of a professional. So | did what
any frantic person imy pasition would do. | called my mother! She
immediately eased my concelimg reminding me that every child is
different. She insited that | not jump to calusions. A few grueling
months after that conversation, my son got out ob#gwone

morning, walkednto the bathroom, lifted the toilet lid, and did his

busk ness. | never had to change him again. It seemed like all of a
sudden things justlicked for him. My concerns and remaining

diapers disappeared just as quickly.
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Things were a bit moreomplicated for the parents of Liv, one of the
childrenf eat ured i n DavisoOos document al
diagnosed as bipoland had been hospitalized twice for extended

periods of time. Bipolar disordefigrmerly called manic depression, is
amental illness that brings severe high

andlow moodsandchangesn sleeppatternsgnergythinking, andb

ehavior? In DiagnosisBipolar, L i vmbteerrecountsatime whenhe

r daughtemwasplacedin a facility for care. It took seven adults to

restrain her daughter. Yet in the vergxt scene we see an innocent

Liv riding in the car with her father, anticipathgh e day when
be thelegal age to drive. Haronversation is not unlike adigssions

other children her age are havingt it does exemplify the

starkcontrast of her reality.

Another time, a shopping trip turns into a wrestling match in the
parkinglotwh en L i v atioelyssnacé andygbecomes

incredibly angry. We watchs her mother struggles to convince her to
return to the car. Instead, she sitsha middle of the street, yelling

and kicking. Her mo tbhghtrredl as shiedriese b e
to lift Liv from the ground. Referring to her setbnsciousstruggle to

help her daughter, she relates how tough it becomes when
peoplegawk and just assume that shebo
how to control hedaughter. But she also indicates that eventually,

she hado quit caring whaother people might think.

As much as weo6d | enkdremtheavoripthat mag/ct o
migudge them, there are moments when we can no longer conceal

what makeshem rare. Finding Jesus in the temple courts surrounded

by teaders angriests must have been one of those moments for you,
Mary. As relieved as yowere to find Him, did you wonder how

much of who He is had been reveal&@ must have arrived just in

ti me, because It w@mlsmidogt @segamnil n imsitc
If the teachers had realized in that moment who He was, there

probably would have been a demand for him to start His ministry

right then and there. Somehow you managed to shield Him so

expertly that little iknown about the eighteen years between th

tenmple and the baptism that irdted His journey to the cross.
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Though you knew from the moment of conception that He was

different, youdid not force what made Him unique to become His

label. Had you broadcasth e st ory of Christds f
womb to everyone you encountered, slyeyou would have been

met with skepticism and disapproval. The fulfillment$ purpose

rested in your ability to teach Him how to guard His heart for

themandate God had on His life. You did not rely on the sokegpo

of your wordsto administer this lesson. Instead, you allowedryou

actions, discretion, and vdem to show Him. You led by example

even when you ditdaoabtyunterbsEukad?2)
finally tracked down your Son and confronted Hibuut His

whereabouts, His reply may havenfased you, but it did not

dissuade you from being his mother.

AWhy were you searching for me?o
tobeinmy Fat her s house?o0
Luke 2:4951

The event that took place in ttemple is the first recognized record
of Jesuspeaking. Even though His words left you confused, you did
not toss them awags jargon. Instead you stored both the words and
His obedience in your heart gems. | thought | was the only one who
found hersdlconfused by the actions wiords of her children. | once
used those nments to formulate possible @mers or consequences
for their actions. Your heart response challenged medagnize that

some of | i feds most conf waeweitheng que
faith to keep moving forward. Twice in Luke 2 it is written that you
treasured n your heart every indicatio

our pr ay ebetoshhngeiouramidren into people we can
understand, but rather to have gaierce to be still while we learn
who they are.
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As difficult as Livds motherds st
becomesncreasingly inspiring. Without the help of a formal medical
education, she hdsarned the many intricate layers of the human

psyche. Life has no barriers fonather determined to save her child,

as we see i n an i mighttimartual wighlher mp s e
mom. Exhausted from a long day of mental and emotional ups and

down, sheds tucked i nheonothee d, but
sweetly whisper, fAGood night, pri

hasexperienced a plethora of different emotions, but treasured in her
heart is thdruth of who her daughter is: a princess. Maybe she
doesndot qui ttenguhedheghtsr has dode ot saie that
day, but she accepts her and fightshfer all along the way.

There is no way of guesstimating what discoveries we will unearth as
we raiseour children. | am a young mom, and even | hiaaened

that there will be mmentswhen | 6 m not exactly s
become. As they grow and arposed, more of who they are will be
revealed. | believe we have a responsibtiityavoid labeling lives

God is stildl devel opi ng.totrRasureh ap s
in our harts the clues we receive along the way. If it were possible

to keep our children nestled safely away from opposition that

woul dndotwibteh gtemeailre vul nerability,
A sobering reality is the unlikbood of that desire ever ing

realized. Our assignment then becomes teadhem to navigate the

world without despising their differences.

Being ashamed of who we are taintsomwve will become. When we

rid ourselves of the many labels we receive from society, we explore
the beaty of our authenticity. | truly believe that God lives inside of
each of us. We cannot faget that each breath is a miracle. Our
conditions may bgacdais capalderokunirig every u t
affliction for His glory.
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When we feelfullol e s pai r |, It 1T sndot al ways
couldever help others. But it is not our duty to understand how God

will utilize the distinction of our lives to help other people. All that

we can do is strive not tojeet the very characteristic Godrcase to
manifest His perfect will for our live§Ve must recognize that we

have been divinely appointed to raise the childtex has given us.

No level of judgment, anxiety, or frustration should rob uthef

knowledge that we are equipped to handlectidlenge of rearing
childrensociety may not know how to accept. If we instill that

validation cannotcomer om man, but only thr ol
perfect plan, they will have peacemma n can steal . |10
to write that charge than to actteat, butthent e me mber my «c |
| i fe depends on it. | f themdoondét be

believe it either.

| pray that mothers across the world can suasitheir disbelief long
enoughto find a mustard seed of faith. We can choos®téonger
care what otherthink long enough to embrace our courage and
withstand the humiliation thdumility carries. | must admit, had |
witnessed in person the struggle betwkerrand her mother, | would
have given her aiplgmental stare. With riklmowledge of her struggle
or insight to her dilemma, | would have become the perngon she
was hoping to shield her daughter from. | am a more
compassionatperson because they shared their life witHus.d o n 0 t
know where those five families are on theurney of searching

for treatment. | wish | knew that the road got easier for them.
Nevertheless, | denow that their lives challenged me to build a
reservoir of unconditional love fony children and to never stop
safeguarding the gifts inside of them

42



5
| DIDN'T MAKE DINNER

o

And he said: “Truly 1 tell you, unless you
change and become like little children,
you will never enter the kingdom of heav-
en. Therefore, whoever takes the lowly
position of this child is the greatest in the
kingdom of heaven. And whoever wel-
comes one such child in my name wel-

comes me.”

Matthew 18:3—5

Dear Mary,

It is well after His ascension, and the im-
pression your Son’s life made on the world
continues to touch people all over the world.
In the three years of His ministry, he traveled
all over sharing powerful parables, performing
undeniable miracles, and Dbringing refor-
mation to a people in danger of becoming
stagnant. The sacrifice of His life impacted
the world so greatly that those who believed
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beganto identify themselves as Christians. The symbdhefcross

has infiltrated nedy every part of the world. In Decemb2011, the

Pew Research Center reported that there were 2.18 billion Christians
in theworld * Thatis morethansevertimes the population of the

world in the days of Christ! | have spent the bulkrof life in church
hearing of His works. | have seen countless souls set fraedepting
Jesus as their personal Savior. As silly as it may sobadgh, |
neverfully trustedthatHis powercouldbreakthe chainson mylife.

John 3:16 states that God sacrificed His only Son so that those who
believed n Hi m woul d not peri sh, but
until | was faced withmy own devagition that | realized how easy it

is to be alive but not truly livingvlany of the challenges we face

convince us to no longdive life to its fullest. Istead we settle for the
security of the known and never explore the truth of whacan
becomethrodgy Chr i st . |l t 6s difficult to
when youbre stil!] battling with i
Christiansdid, but when the time came for me to place those words

into action, | was toafraid of failing to trust the powerspoke ofl

know that quite a bit of my struggle was rooted in the perception that
peoplewould pass judgment on my starting place. | came from a

family of believers, but still had to know God for myself.

More than a decade before | was born, my faltael found the

purpose fohis existence. His keen understanding of the Word and
heartwrenching deliverjhave led some of the most wayward souls to

the truth of salvation. He met nmyother while operating in his Ged
given gi ft. | 6 motellyoe@ , heddibe wehen
could not have found the strength to continue sulssequently could

not have shared his divine gift with millions. Togetherahd my

mother led a group of believers from Cleaton, West Virginia, to
Dallas,Texas, spreading the good news
they could havé&nown that their willingness to share this news would
change the lives of smany, but it has.
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| 6m al so positive t Blaftscrutingang di dno
attackthat omes wi th serving that many
woul dndt h alebeltkwethey would,havé taken extra
precautions before moving forward.

Mary, you must have felt the same way after it became clear that you
were withchild. You camdrom a good Hebrew family and had found

a good man in yourance, Joseph. And then the angel showed up

with a message that clearly tégd you at first. Talk about not

Kknowi ng what t o expeButyousurrenderego uor
your ego and let gof the approval of others, trusting Gafth the

most intimate parts of y@uyour body, your heart, your soul.

| wrotein my memoir,Lostand Found thatbeingsurroundedy so
manype@le made me feel more insecure than empowered. It seemed
like the Chistianwalk had only two paths: miraculous recovery or
recurrent delivery. Those wthiell into the category of miraculous

recovery seemed to no longer struggle msthntly began getting

everything right. That illusion being true or false madelifierence,

because it was all assessed from my limited observation and
theiropaque transparency. After taking inventory of the many issues
existinginmyhear t |, I knew that | coul dn
quickly.

Then there were those that | saw cominth®altar each Sunday. In

my mind, they lived with little to no conviction six days throughout

the week, then came &ezcept their clean slate for the next week. It
appeaed that they were takingadwam ge of t he gr ace
given.

| knew that mylife was a work in progress. | convinced myself it was
better tofigure things out on my own than to pretend | was someone |
truly wasnot.
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As unfortunate as my resignation may sound, | believe that | benefited
from it in the long run. My walk with Chst is neither forced nor

fictitious. | personallycame to learn the power of the blood shed on
Calvary when | ran out of placesran. The insecurity of not fitting

in had created a void in my heart that | warttezllove of a person to

filL Itiedtodi ve i1 nto the dept hsethailf anot
could forget the aching of my own. The deeper | fell into them, the
lesstime | had to worry about me. Each of those attempts backfired

until | realized Iwas searching for a Savior that | never lbspent

more time than | care @dmit reminding myself that my past

disqualified me from receiving the redemne power of Christ. |

never realized that there was no qualification processyas$egiving

it to me freely. Not because of who | am or whaad ldone, but be

cause of who He is. Accepting and exploringthedens of Chr i
gift has beemrmy most fascinating adventure. It has required lthat

release my pride and inhilmns and allow every area of my life to be
accessible for divine transfornat.

It took me some time, but | have come a looonng way. | knew that my
childrenwould follow my example, so | had to decidbat | desired

my life to commuicate. Did | want them to become servants of

people, or to withhold nothing sbat God could gethe glory out of

their lives? So when | made the decisionlto vor ce, it wast
| made lightly. In many respects, divorce is justad®o now as it

was in your time. But | knewthatym mar r i age wahys not [
God, but rathertoservesto br oken people. 1 06d m
find asavior, not a partnewhile the plans that God has for our lives

are all unique and different, | knawwat | could not fully give my

heart to Him until | took it back from the pseudaviors | had deiéd

along the way. | learned to no longer hold them taniossible

standard of perfection. The failur@ meet those unrealistic

expedations left me more fragile than | had been before. | knew |
wasnot b éhemogto mysalf.rWith tloe exceptiof your

Son, weor e al | urtillleamnedko abcepnagaps , and
love, | could never give it.

46



In my darkest days my children taught me the necessity of
unconditionallove n a | i fe full of condi ti
that | would not ddor their well being. | craved to offer them the

most genuine version of who | am. | knew tasire would require

me to have an authentic encounter with the perfect Onehiltyren

are yet young and have not fully discos@the depths of who | have
become, but | wanted to live a life that | would be proud to answer to
them about. Will not be able to say that | made all of the right

choices, but | desire to say thatrived to take each step with God.

To be honest, | did not have much time to bleaaned of my divorcée
label,because | needed to focus on being atfrk single mother.
Providing, nuturing, disciplining, and educating my two chidr
required my undivided attéon. Making sure they had a roof over
their heads, stayed on targestchool,and ate wetbalanced meals
became my priority. As much as | wanted to offesm a gourmet
menu each evening, there was simply not enough time ueathe

This world has certainly made a few terrifying turns for the worse, but
there aranore tha a few advancements that have madgdhef a
parent easier. One tfose inventions is food that can be prepared

i terally wit hiakingmama here,ither'\leeter e
are numerous options to cater to the demandectic schedules.

They ar endot aluvikoyssnedlshbat thencoaviencenhas
assisted me on days when neither time nor finances would allow

for something more elaborate. | must admit that | have often felt
guilty for indulgingtoo frequently in the quick access Meao these
alternatives.

One evening when | could not bear to go out but did not have time to
preparea full meal before bedtime, | made my ownnfoof fast food.

A quick assessaent of the items in my kitchen left me with limited
options for dinner. | @ntedto provide at least one vegetable, one
form of protein, a fruit, and grains. Whilelid not have the ideal

items in the kitchen to retve a nod from the USDA, | deled to

make do. It took me less than ten minutes to whip up their meal.

| found sone frozen chicken that could be cooked in the microwave,
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sprinkledolive oil over kale to make chips in the oven, and found a
cup of yogurt just dayBom expiring. | placed the meal on our good
pl ates and ysdrlwad! ciDi nner i s

This may not seem l&too shabby of a meal in your opinion, but |
declare | could feel the judgment from neighborhood moms who had
slaved in theikitchens that day. It did not take long for it to dawn on
me that | could not allownyself to be in imaginary competition. | had
to give myself permission to gromto my expectations. It may not
have been the meal | wish | could have gitleam, but it is a meal

that another child was not fortunate enough to have.

Later that evening as Makenzie was preparing for bed, she nmade it
point toask me if we could have the same dinner tomorrow. It
dawned o n speetsotlongbeating éngself up for a meal that

| di dndt f eel neweargalizeadjustthow nuehmy t h at
daughter had enjoyed it. The kale chips Baen showmme a new

way to get her to eat her vegetables.

| was challenged to remember when the disciples asked your Son,
AWho pgsefahest i n the kingdom of h
we must all become aildren if we desire to enter heaven. My
daughter hd no awareness of the finereals she could have been
consuming. She was stidasking in the fact that dner was finished
early enough that we had time to indulge in an epic
coloringcompetition. All she knew was that her tummy was full and
her heart wakappy.l wondered when | had become my biggest

cin tic. | 6 d r erdotherelavn togy abiliyitee as a
effectively follow a diagram every evening. Meavhile, | had

ignored the radiating smile emitting from her face.

| needed to make surethadli dno6t become so cons.t
like anadult that | failed to truly love as a child. As much as we hope

to instill in ourchildren, we have only a few precious years to learn

from their innocence. Myew goal as a mother is to listen as much as

| speak. Mary, | appreciate the wyagu listened to all the angel told

you before you responded and accepted thdgifold you God
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wanted to give you. Later, whelesus was growing up andiiigy

the temple, He clearly had something to say. | suspecydha

listened toHis teaching even when He was a boy and realized you had
so much to learfrom Him.

This has afforded me the opportunity to be reminded of the
unparalleled hopkonce possessed. Long before | was introduced to
reasons to be insecureddmefore my ambition could be contaminated
by doubt, | believed all things wep®ssible for me. | could become a
doctor, lawer, actress, and dancer alchase it was in my heart to

do so. When | was a child, forgiveness came easpeard faded
quickly. Christ must have taught you more lessons than you even
realized, Mary. | have learned from your relationship the value in
beingyourc hi | dds student .
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6
LETTING GROW

( }'7_-

“Who is my mother, and who are my
brothers?” Pointing to his disciples, he
said, “Here are my mother and my broth-
ers. For whoever does the will of my Fa-
ther in heaven is my brother and sister

and mother.”

Matthew 12:48—50

<

Dear Mary,

I'm not sure what makes parenting scarier:
the fact that a child’s protection and devel-
opment depends solely on you, or that one day
it won't depend on you at all. Many of us
mothers gladly build our entire lives around
our children. Everything down to what time
we eat and when we can go to the restroom
depends on where our children are in their
day. As they grow older and their needs
change, our lives find a rhythm, but our mind
remains fixed on them. We spend just as
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much energy invested in their social progression, academic courses,
andextracurriculamactivities as they do, perhaps even more. While we
strive to meeall their present needs, our ultimate goal is thay no
longer need to be stasned by us at all. If our hopes, prayers, faith,
and action come into alignmefibe babies we start off ktbng will
eventually become responsible enough totihesr lives without our
constant support.

Though my children are still years fraadulthood, | am constantly
bonbarded with the pressure to raise seifficient adilts. The desire

to instill integiity, responsibility, and sound moral character hardly

ever escapes me.Haunts every piece of advice and discipline | dole

out to them. | oftenwondérow you gui ded Jesusbo
adulthood kowing that He would face seergly insurmountable

odds. Itappears as if those odds did not dissuadefngon infusing
tenacity and courage into Jtesus?o
become too brave?

In Matthew 12 we find Jesus in one of the tregnificant times of

His ministry. He was surrounded by His disciples angieat

multitude, sharing wom and insight about His mission on earth. By

this point in the text, He was monger the twelveyearold boy within

Hi s mot her 6s r e aconhdentmam shiniegdight He w
into darkness and bringing revelation to traditiocah only imagine

how you looked on with pride as you realized that, in spitbef

twists and turns your life had taken, Jesus had found His way right to
whereHe belonged. Inamomentofanyiet a mot her cano
wonder how hechildren will be affected by the culture and
environment i n foorhedch t heyove been

You spent much of Jesusd6 early ye
of His divinity. While there were a few close calls, yoare able to

shelter His develpment so that when the time was right, He could

walk into his position with ahority.

And boy, did He!
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Thousands upon thousands surrounded HirHespoke truth. It must
havetaken a few moments for news of your arrit@atravel to Him

from where youwstood with His brothers (see Matthew 14:36). |
believe thatapartofmgoul dove hoped that new
would give my son an extra sensecofering or protection, but |

never could have been prepared to heamrelsthat came from
Chri st 6s mout henotidnsof fahdlial relatioshipse d t
taking precedence over spiritual connections, was your heart
foreverbruised? His brothers stood there with you, waliglas their
older brother diswned the idea ofxelusivity to a family yet

embraced the multitudes that weviling to believe in Him.

How do you handle no | onger havin
life? Howcan we maintain confidence that though our children are
transforming in frontobureyes i1t 6s not because t

us, but rather because they nésel experiences that lead to their
destiny more?

One summer morning | | ooked my so
that I saw the face of a man. | rubbed my eyes, focused moreyglosel

and saw the facef my baby boy return. | thought it was just a
happenstance, but the same thiagpened a few more times over the
summer. His face was losing the plump cheeks where | once landed

my kisses. The words from his mouth werdaager airyand light,

but rather grounded with bass and careful wisdom.

| traveled more this year for work than | ever have. | made sure the

tripsweres paced apart so that | coul d
| 1 ves. | held butlfekl like thingk ltheh@nged overnight.

It was nearly heartbreakingfare when | noti ced my
transitionfrom calling me Mommy to calhlg me Mom. It may sound
silly, but thereb6s shouhthdentiang swe

e
syl l abl e on t heaparoflife, butl veasihagnga s e t h
di fficult time adapti ng-yeardldgklnew t
who had given birth to him anymore, but for some reason | thought

he6d sstaane tihegtl e boy | 6d been tot
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grew too bigfor me tohold, we hugged so often that | never lost the
feeling of having him in my arms.

Mothers with older sons warned me the time would come when my

son wouldno longer be infatuated with my presence. | would nod my

head and pretend likewas prepeed for that day to come, yet on the

inside | shrugged their advieew a y . | was <certain t
happen to me. Our bond was different becauge6 d gr own up
together. From the day he was born, we were stuck together like

glue. It was only after sevdngears in grade school that he realized
howmuchy ounger | was than his frienc
Malachi had no clue hownusual our situation was. All he knew was

thatl was his mother. | opened comnication so that he could

express howitmadei m f eel . Nlhatvlei mk yiotudhg ¢
he said. | had to thank God he felt that way. | knowithatn 6t al wa
the outcome for the children of teen parents.

Interestingly enough, our age difference did not protect me from the
theoriesmostchidlr en have about their pare
of myfashiomense, music taste, or sele
the summer of 2014 thastarted to believe there may be some

veracity to his claims. One day, | codldntly hear the hum of a

familiar tune as he came down the stairs. | grabbedeheest

hairbrush and began to sing along. | was almost to the chorus when

| realized that my instrumentalist was staring silently (and dare | say
horrifyingly) at me. | froze my performance to intigate his silence.

AThat s not what | was humming. O

Unable to accept his rejection, Hnemmed the song | was almost

S u r eneatddich performing. He shook his head and climbed back

up the stairs as if it had never happened. My bottom lip slbedan

to poke outas I recalledatimeh en my sol o woul dov
our duet. My baby was turningintoayoumga n. Ther e wasn
| could do to slow the @& of time, so | made extrafeft to learn his

interests. | became very curious to acquaigself with who hevas

becoming.
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As | began to observe his transformation, | noticed the roots of the
seedglaced inside of him beginning to cultivate. ldense of humor

was witty, satcastic, and intelligent. | could no longer speak over his

head and écame fearfulhat sometimes he was speaking over mine.

Notto mention he would soon literl | vy t ower over me.
tilt my head down the least bit to make epatact. Nearly ey#o-eye

and nosdo-nose, he was only an inch from reachmyg heght. This

little human that | brought into the world would inevitablytaker

t han me. | tried to make him prom
we knew that was a vow he was bound to break.

| find myself searching his face for signs of the baby ledmeld, yet

hoping tocatch a sneak peek into the masculine featinasnere

beginning their form@on. A dark tint had even begun forming on his
upper lip, makingway forthd e but of hi s teenage
sure how my role as a mother shotrlghsform with him, but | was
hoping | 6d stop r e mmanraevantindis| on g
world.

It all felt so foreign to me, but | knew that at the same time he was
evolving,lwas t oo. Did you ever get so
transformation tat youstopped changing yourself? | was struggling

with saying gooebye to the childhood quirks that had been

exchanged for adolescent mood swings.

Meanwhile, my personal evolution had less to do with my hormones
andmore to do with creating lonrggrmstability. After an incredible
high in mycareer, | was faced with the reality that | would hawe
relocate if | wanted to cdimue to grow. Traveling back and forth for
meetings was beginning to wear my finances and relationship with
my kids.

After sharing my reality with my confidants, they all agreed | had

come to dork in the road. | could choose not to maximize my

potential and stay in theafety of my comfort zone, or | could walk on
water . | 6 ve al sodlegan to prayarfullgongdera nner
all of the logistics relocatingrould necesitate. | hesitated to make a
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decision until | was sure the presence of God was ordering my
direction. The moment | was sure of my decision, | made a ptalhe
to my parents. | went over the more mindégails with my mother.
Creatinga timeline for moving, determining whether to rent or sell
my home, and researching schools in the area | was moving to were
all settled before the phomenversation ended.

There would still be several weeks beforepltan was activated, but
havingthe blessing and support of my parents gave me the thrust |
needed to push feward. It was only a couple of weeks after our

conversation that my mother textete |, Al didnoét reald/i
moving. 0 | 6m mdytdaughtewreseimbtheithasn t h e
selective memory, but this wasnot

Depending on what else is going on in the world, whether celebrity

news or glethora of business decisions, my mother can completely
forget a conversatioh.reminded ler of the detailed discussion we

had just weeks dirdmat. ridalkinzoev.i tI
soon, 0 she repl i ed. completely differertt,h e s i
identified with the emotion hidden in between the wol6.e di dn o't
realize how qickly | was growing up. Instantly roles were

reversedand | was now the child reminding my mother ttiegt

soundtrack of my life washanging. We were both dealing with the
harrowingfact that no matter how tigligtwe held on to our babies,

we needed tcek them grow.

In Matthew 12, strangers had traveled from all over that day you

waitedtos peak wi th your Son. | f youdodr
you smiled brightly agou watched Him fulfill the purpose of His
presence on earth. Did youeverfdedyou di dndét fit 1 n

anymor e? |patenthswatched ag tearsdoubtedly
formed in the eyes of those who heard His message.

It can be Dbittersweet to celebrat
lives havebeen sustained because of theirr@mtions to you.
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By the fifth week of gestation, the umbilical cord is developed

between another and her unborn fetus. The cord is formed to supply
nutrients, oxygenand blood to the baby. At birth that cord is severed,

but the importance of it®le cannot be diminishedhough it is cut

mere moments after labor hasded, researchers have discovered

stem cells in the cord blood that can trédigeases, prompting parents

to opt to storehe cord blood from their pre@ncies as a precaution to
treat a potential future fless. The facilities that preide storage for
families who choose this option are called cord blood banks.

There is a peace of mind that comes with knowimg @ption exists

in the unfotunate event a child becomes ill. The cord that once
sustained atesinthewo mb has the ability to
evenwhen he is well beyondtheaore ct i on t o hi s mot

The shift in relationship dynamic between my mother and me has

taught mean invaluable example that | model with my children.

Regardess of how quicklftime passes by or culture changes the

content of our conversations, we willf@ver be connect e
can | be so happy f or gskedaslshet s ad
said her goodbyes to her grandchildren. Life may separate us

from connections as we know them, but our hearts become banks that
accumulate thevisdom, joy, and love of those momentse wealth

our hearts receive from the accumulation of all those God

thingsbecomes a part of who we are. As much as | will miss my

mothe, | look forwardto the many times when | stop rradtion as |

real i ze |1 60m daisng heo wetuh idn dr ajvies td o
amazed at how her exact words unintentionedigne out of my

mouth. Our relationship cannot be constrainegetographical

locaion. Because | was a part of her, she wiays be a part of me.

Life is guaranteed to change, and that will demand growth, but the

cords of love thabind a family can never be broken.
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| know history proves this to be true, because there are nisnveen

| look in her eyes and see her mother staring back at me. More than
once | Omyselftbromentedwith grandmother envy. | was nine
years old when my grandhother earned her wings and heaven called

her name. | guard the memories Iltbve of heclose to my chest.

The smell of cherry almoridcented lotion nevavafts past my nose

without my remembering her putting lotion on us in a haiem at

one of the conferences my fathero
sticklerfor staying moisturized. My der brother does an impression

of her that nearlyputs us all in stitches from laughing so hysterically.
APut some |asthy nelono wshlossehe yell s
Virginia Lee Jamison imitation.remember how much care she took

in making surave were presented neatly ampbropriately every
opportunity she was given.

| tds been al most twenty years sin
lives on inthe most beautiful, petite, and graceful being: my mother.

My house is brimmingvith clothes, sock, jackets, and sweaters

randomly purchased for my children throughout the year by their

doting grandmother. Not much compares toltiok on their faces

when they recount the st obedanes of
said that grandparents are monmaiéat with their grandchildren than
theywere with their children. My father proves there is some

legitimacy to this trairof thinkingd he turns into a teddy bear at the
sound of theirapwdiyceash.atButulle ctan &
even feign jelusy at their obsession witter, either. She is the best

mot her | 6ve ever known.toth¥mallh Godo
that sheds been to me.

| dondét know how you handl ed hear
of peoplethat they were all His brothesister, and mother. If | were

you, | think it wouldhave stung for just a minute. When the sting

wore off and | came to my sensefope | would have remembered

that letting goand letting grow have two cqtetely different

meanings. For mothers, itrcde difficult making a

distinctionbetween the two. We may have to tweak our roles to give
room for our childrerto flourish, but we never fully release them.
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They can even grow to tower overarsto answer a purpose that links
them to mag others, buthe task of motérhood and all it requires
never completely vanishes.

|l Om certain time will force me to
above. Myyoung children will mature and experience milestones that
change the essenceair connection.lcanonlyope t hat | 6 m

convinced that | am no longeeeded. | pray that | will rest

confidently in the f ashowmehawto Go d
mother them in their new season.
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7
I'M A WORKING MOM

“Suppose one of you has a hundred sheep
and loses one of them. Doesn’t he leave
the ninety-nine in the open country and
go after the lost sheep until he finds it?
And when he finds it, he joyfully puts it
on his shoulders and goes home. Then he
calls his friends and neighbors together
and says, ‘Rejoice with me; I have found

my lost sheep.””

Luke 15:4—6

Dear Mary,

I was watching a movie with my daughter
and son after a long but rewarding week of
school and work. I allow them to pick our fam-
ily activity on the weekends, but I must admit
I do so with bated breath. My children’s
imaginations have the tendency to run a bit
wild. Their idea of fun often requires more

energy than I can offer. Luckily, this weekend
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was different. All they wanted was pale in my bed and have a
sleepover. | was ecstatic that | could change into condbté clothes
and doze in and out of sleep as we had our movie marathon.

After making me promise that | would stay awake for one full movie,
theybegan the agonizing peess of selecting a movie. The process of
choosing thdilm often becomes more emotionally investing than
actually watching the filmMy daughter enjoys movies with
princesses, talking animals, and glitter. Hesther, on the contrary,
likes movies with arcastic humor, adventure, atidlilling plot lines.

As they engaged in gripping debate, | chimed in periodithdythe
likelihood of my falling asleep was increasing rapidly.

My father began using film as a means of outreach for people who

would notventure into churches. Whenever we have these sleepovers,

my daughter tries tavatch a film that her Big Daddy has had a hand

in producing. One of higecent projectd;leaven iReal centers

arounda boywho goesto heaverandbackafter an emergency

surgery. When the movie made its debut, my daughteona®f its

biggest enthusiasts. She has a poster hanging in herroomanda T
shirt sheds worn so itheedlgsstosame s | 0O
whenshe ano6t persuade her brother to
castles, catchy tuneand choreography, she uses her Big Daddy

trump card. Malachi can usuablye ns e when the Asupp
speech is on the way and begins arem his argument.

nMakenzi e, we watched t hat | ast t

| just sat back and watched, recognizing that neither of them had any
idea thathey were more entertaining than any film that has yet to be
produced.

Al jJust thing DaddpuhdpmgakeTitBaken
for tat, they debated while listing the different options availablgen
television screen. | knew things were getting heated when the movie
covers stoppedcrolling acrossthe screeb e cause my ki ds
attention was idected at one arother.
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Frustrated and running out of points, Makiengelled with righteous
indgnati on, Al T6 S A MOVI E ABOUT JES
hoping that sheould sway his decision by questioning his salvation.

| t di dnoét butgnovkng tirédn gavectitem thirty seconds

to pick amovie or retreat to their beabms.

Theylandedon a classicfilm starringlegendarytalent® TheWiz.

Almostforty yearsafter TheWizardof Oz madeits cinematicdebut,t

his moreurban version ofhe film was released with an-dllack cast

and depicts thessence of the African American experience. Though |
hadnot y ewhenbhe Wiawadrelgased, the film has left
anindelibleimpressiorthatreachesnanygenerationsl t odeof thos

e movies| wasraisedhearingl mustsee.Tobehore s t | wasno
huge fan of the original version,
remake. There may have even been a few times growing up when |
pretended hat | 6d watched it Jjust to s
embarrassment.

So when my son and daughter mutuallyesgkto watch it, | was

excitedii O h 0 neeerseenTheWiz, bmentionedasthemoviebega

n to startplaying.My son instantly paused the movie, shocked by my
confession. His exactwordso me : | aMomor e bl ack t
thanyouare.l 0 seenTheWizZ 6d i dreaflytknowhow to feel

about the fact that hedd cathat ed m
| think he may have been right. Since he challenged me, | was even
moredetermined to stay awakerfthe entire movie.

Immediately, all of my attention was drawn to the character of

Dorothy, playedy legendary singer Diana Ross. The lyrics of the
song and t he fannliarrg@estioneng o lser idemtity t o o
intrigued me.
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Once Dorothy iswept away by a blizzard into the strange fictitious

Land ofOz, the first encounter she has is with creatures from the land.
Instantly, theythank her profusely for a timely arrival thasrescued
themfromevi.Com|l et el y dumbfounded by tF
sole reply is a plea for dirdons back home. In a quivering yet

innocent voice, Dorothy begins to singtkears she has of being in

the strange new land.

| identified with the words immediatelily biggest fear was that my
children would lack the security and support tdegerved. Yet how
could | offer them something | was yet searching for myself?’e r e 6 s
a parable in the Bible about a shepherd leaving his flock of one
hundredsheep because one goesgmmg. If each sheep represents a
responsibility, andll but one are safe, it seems completely plausible
to search for the one thatlast. But what happens when it feels as
thoudh many of your sheep have dea¢d? Life has an uncanny
ability to leave ugrasping at straws when we

leastexpectit. Much like the charactein TheWiz, manywomenhave
foundthatlife drops them and their children in the middle of the
unexpected.

As 1 f starting over idoinglsowitlethei s n ot
eyes dlittle people watching you adds a new dimension of struggle.
How can we save owhildren when we feel lost ourselves? | pray
that life teaches me how to prioritifee many responsibilities of my
life, but above all | hope | have the abilityadmit wken | need some
extra covering from above. You must have had seeng difficult
decisions to make while raising Jesus. There must have beernrtimes
which you had to determine what to chase and what to allow to slip
away. Asyou ran from city to city avoidg the attacks threatened on
Chri st 6s evearfeetasthaughdlesgao was chasing you
even though faith guided you?

It just so happened that the path of my life had led me into unknown
territory, just like you, Mary. How scary it must have hee know

t hat vy o u rwadxthadatgnedsby domdome as powerful as King
Herod. Then having to travehce agaié this time with a newborn
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all the way to Egypt. Youseemedtohdwa ndl ed | i feds ¢
with a grace groundeédn Go d 6 s geataepkinthedvayw el s
you consistently endured the exploration of the unexpected?

My Egypt was much less lifthreatening but nonetheless foreign to

me. Mary,| began posting open letters to God and myself on the
Interned where literallythe world couldsee it all. The Internet is so

l nundated with ananypeephetwouldiseedhy d n 0t
notes. | was wrong! Before | knew it, there were-iians of people
logging in from all over the world who could relate to the theafes

my posts.

Then a pulisher offered to help me take my gift to the next

dimension bybecoming an author. | decided to tell the storhaiv |
discovered a gift wortlreasuring buried under a mountain of

il nsecurities. | reatONOdxped,butlewasvh at
overwhelmed by itl consider myselfto beintwer t ed, but |
mind sharing the highs and lows of my journey to encousagesone

else who may be struggling.

Since | never thought that | 6d ad
accomplishmentghe entire proess was a bit overwhelming. Flooded

with all of the details that gmto publishing, | was careful to guard

the heart of why | began writing in the fifstl a c e . | di dnot
writer for a book deal. | started writing to releasefesrs. When God

helpad me to remove the sources of those fears, new oneshteiok

place. The day my book was released, my story was introduced to the
world. f you havendt been able to te
most angelic tale.Wwas stripped down to the coreral being with

millions of eyes on me.

| was afraid.

| coul dndot | et that show, though,
my truth. lused my vulnerability as a weapon and stood by my truth.
Week after week | wasitroduced to legions of new people. Soof

them were critics, a few of thewere skeptics, but most of them were
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reflections of me. Like Dorothy, we were searching for our
significance in an extraordinary world. Each time | sat dowanto
i nterview about t hekeeothygdrashing 6d wr

into a foeign world and dying to get hom@.T hat 6 s how | f
| 6m away from you, 0 | ptageltd my chi
AThat 6s how we feel when youdre a

mouthcould even close. His admission hit meelik ton of bricks. |

tried to focus orthe film, but my son had left me dumbstruck with his
truth. | was so eager to-reurn to the safety of our house that | never
realzed 1t was no tleshlovaseheré. bwould waieumtil u n
the movie was ovebut | wanted to exploris feelings a bit deeper. |
watched Dorothy, intently hoping that following steps would yield
some form of revelation for me.

Dorothy meets many people as she ventures to find the road that will
returnher to family. Eachfothem has a frailty that has convinced
them they will neveamount to much.

As the story unfolds, we watch as each character unintentionally
unearths thgualities they feel they lack. Their willingnetesface

their fears helps thenealize the fears @re never real to begin with.

Dorothy eventually learns the k&y returning home is simply just a

click of her heels away. While the movie wasredible, the
opportunity | had to see levehe t hr
more beneficial.

| believeat the heart of our most brilliant thoughts and desires is the
fearthatve donodt have what i1t takes t«
afraid that | wouldhot be a good mom. My concern was rooted in the
fact that | haletdenmeddurcgs backgroundetd givey

my kids the life they deserved. Evidrough | was fearful, the launch

of my book helped me to create a foundatiostability for my

children. | was finally beginning to feel like a good mom, but

mysonds concerns awertehnidntg sa.b olu tw ansa t
known, and héoved every bit of it. That was enough for him.
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We both needed to be reassured that our worrying was in vain. |
suggested hat we share what makes us n
Not surprisingly, oufears were more alike than they were different.

One of our mutual concernswasach ot her 6s safety
apart. Nothing dangerous has ever occuwdde n we Ove been
but thereds a certain | evel of se
offers. We listed the vaaus means of protection that existed around

us until weeliminated any plausible areas of danger. Still, we
acknowledged that there wapart of us that still felt like Dorothy.

We realized tht it really came down to misg one another.

| sharedwitthi m t he power of your Sonos
| couldt e | | he wasno6ét exactly sure ho
| 6 m s ur e-layeoNo ange visited me when | was with child.

| definitely whenétwas n dorrgaicing. h a o d
Yet the moment | realized | could feel ragn kick inside of me, |

knew that God was real. It seemed implausible tipetraon could

develop inside of me so quickly. Then I laid eyes on him and

knewthat God had trusted me with the most pyes giftof all: life,

Having an oppdunity to mold, protect, and cherish a life is a

precious trust given to us by Gadhen done with purity of heart and

a desire to achwe excellence, it is the grest investment of self one

can give.

| explainedto Malachi that the point Christ was conveying is a
testamentof he | ove He has for us even
Him. He has promised tways come looking for us! There is no

need tdeel like Dorothy because otears cannot separate us from

the pover of His love without our consent.
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The same was true for the love | have for Mhlaand Makenzie as
their motler. | do not have a hundred sheep, as my field is plenty full
with my two. | stillfelt the need to huddle my herd together and
remind them of the constant blesg family offers. There will be

many experiences that take us apart. Sleepowerk, college, and

travel are all real i ti es nighttocanot
choose love. Sure, there would be moments when we missed
eachot her |, but thereds no harm i n t

would suggesthat our presence did not add value. We can call one
another, write a note, gend a text, but we will not invite fear into
our love. If either of them forgets whiasaid and becomes the least
bit lost, | guarantee | will be the mama shephbedreminds them
where they belong.

66



3
THEY'RE MY DO-OVER

“Woman, why do you involve me?” Jesus

replied. “My hour has not yet come.”

John 2:4

Dear Mary,

My daughter, Makenzie, has the kind of
smile that lights the room up. She doesn’t just
part her lips, clench her teeth, and say
“Cheese.” She opens her entire heart, grabs
your soul, and lets you all the way in! Her
arms stretch as wide as they can go before
wrapping them around you with impressive
force. No matter how many times you've ex-
perienced her hugs, the strength in her arms
is a surprise you can’t deny. At five years old,
her arms have near perfect muscular defi-
nition. More times than I'd like to admit, I've
caught her doing pull-ups on her bunk bed.
Despite my insistence that she be careful,

climbing on countertops and swinging
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from. .. well... anything is one of her favorite pashes.

Therebdbs a saying t habhtadyoo uas Kky odus wwu
a child.The phrase is so commonly used that eveoredfhad my

son | used it frguently when engaging in conversation with an

expectant mother. It was hunoois until | was on the receiving end. |

was on high alert, paying close atien to his behavior or attitude to

determine ifthiswouldb e t rue. | doenl@eingfour vi dl
or five, but | 6ve heard some inte
frank,t hey 6re not great. |l f you | et |
Cora,andcoud né6t be | eft alone for one

not even a full yeaapart in age. The age difference, or lack thereof,

made us partners in mischiekinew t hat wed6d gi ven
some adventures as teenagers, buatiteunts of our childhood

suggest that we weflmrn with bold natures. My pants recount a

story about my sister standing up in her crib as a babycahohg

back and forth in it unti/l It bro
onetime occurrence either. Three broken cribgtathey finally

transitioned her into kessfragile sleeping arrangement.

That 6s the beauty of youth, right
moment,yowdon 6t realize things are on
whi | e y o u 0 Maturity eachen ypu tdlow miown and look

for the signs of weakness. @durse, | learned that lesson much later

i n | ife, becaus e agelswingingon theadsordfla k e n
our bedroom was much more fun.

| can remember it now. My sister would watch as | balanceden th
footboardo f our bed. Once | was i n pos
door in my directioruntil | could brace one foot on the doorknob,

grasp the top of the door with nmands, and then bring the other foot

to the othedoorknob sothatIwasstdhd i ng t he door . T
|l eg to kick against t theframal | so t
Sometimes with the right balance of force, | could swing my leg

for momentum and there would be no need to kickuhk each time.

It was all funand games uiitmy mother stepped into the room.
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She wasnot nwith oul shenanigansg uitsvasdun
while it lasted.

| was just waiting for the day that | would fimay son swinging from

the ceiing fan or turning the bathtub into a wave pool. Malachs

too mildmanneredor that, though. | was confident that | had beaten

t he nAtwi ce a sreallyaadpoepaceuisseriations bn tivea s

i I 1l egiti macy of t heff. lcdawe meenoughut | O
time to have a second thought: Makenzi@r&and moré at el vy , | ¢
beginning to wonder if there could be ayhkt bit of truth to the

statenent. As a parent, | straddle the line of admiration and complete
terror when lwitness her fearlessness in action. On nights when | call

her down for dinnern, t nétsinusual for her to close her eyes and

jump down the half flight of staiés barely avoiding bumping her

head and not show even a morsel of fear. Ondtleer side of the

room, | 6m holding my br edvelyeamnd b
old with a boeboo! It never comes, and Makenzie is usually
halfwaythrough dinner before my breathing has resumed a normal

pace.

So this is what | did?

| dondét think anyone has sat her
adventure8t hough | wostihydmothartoplacea it p a
coupleofseeds n her head. Assuming that
daughter somehow inherently-lmame as spontaneous and

adventurous asHad been with no coercion wkagver.

h

Before Makenzie, | never fully understood why parentstifieltneed

to becomdriends with their children. In the culture | was reared in,
there was a very cledelineation between children and parénts
separate tables when family cameer, protocol when addressing
adults, and consequences for failing to ntekese standards are just a
few of the rules | became accustomed to. Recognthiagmy
daughter is as calculated as she is audacious, | was beginning to
wonderif staying on her good sidebeing the friend instead of
disciplinariar® would ensure me an insideack to her future trickery.
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| di dndt wamtt wtic eb ealsi ébvaed Ot Isaaty i n g
| wasnodt sure iwfongl coul d afford t

| have witnessed an alternative to taking thenfd route, though. |
could beome her warden. | could ttg shut down everything, big

and small, sothatshee al i zes | Om constedntl!l vy
to punish every mistake sheakes. Historically, many have justified
such relentless punishmentuskhg over bs 13: 24: A Wh

the rod hates their clditen, but the one wHhoves their children is
careful to discipline t hwouldstip But
her down to fear instead of <caut.i
countingdown the days to her release from my home and then

indulge in any and evg- thing. As parents, we hear conflicting truths
about the right way to raise our childrdimere is much debate about
proper forms of digpline. In the late 1960s, psiologist and

researcher Diana Baumrind definibdee styles of parenting:

auhoritative, authoritarian, and permissive. An authoritative parent is
flexible andsolves problems by collaborating with the child to

confront behavioral chénges all while maintaining healthy

affection. Authoritarian parenting takesmare direct approach and
includes clear expectations and consequenceshbuts minimal
compassion. Lastly, the permissive parent shows an

abundancef affectionbut provideslittle discipline?

The authoritarian and permissive forms of parenting are widely
consideredess effet i v e . But children donot
unl ess you stumble across Baumrin
how to classify your specifistyle.

Later researchers added a fourth category: uninvolved parenting. This
form of parenting has few demandgoradic communication, and

little sensitivity. While the basic needs of the child are still me¢re

i's no real sense of attachment to
socialdevelopment.
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I knew that no matter how busy my
becomean uninvolved parent. But how involved should |

be?Makenzi eds bravery is one of th
onlyhopetda each her that there are son
signup for. Justbecaugeo u can sur vi ve aayomet hi
have to subject yourselftoitnte ed t o make sur e s he
herself to unnecessary duress just becahsénows she can heal. |

know many women who have discovered their abibtgndure, but

have yet to hone the ability to succumbhoeti r v ul ner abi | |
atricky thing when you train yourself to not even flinch when you

feel like wailing.l became a master at it.

Fortunately, | found a way to recovand | wanted my scars to
spareMa kenzi e from as manytsweunds as

whet her theddtsi aeemsent has valid
know that if it holds any weightatai,he 61 | al so be t wi
am. Perhaps wspend so long hoping ourathir en dondt | nhe

flaws that we never consider the mamgsgths theyould possess.
Even more problematic than our own hopes, fears, and desires

IS never giving our children an opportunity to b into the people
God has pyosed them to be. We pour many hopes and dreams into
our children, butwe a n 6 t hoad desoes to be the paradigms by

which we determine whetherh ey 6r e successful . W
children into the world, but God directs thpimt hs. We 6r e me
aid them and give wisdom from our own steps, butwvaen 6t al | ow

desires to cloud thewuision.

My prayer for Makenzie and Malachi is that they will fulfill all that

God hagpredestined for their lives. | see so much of myself in their
personalities, butdlso see the unique traits that only God could

impress. In John 14:12, Jesustélls | i p, AWhoever bel
will do the works | have been doing, and thdll do even greater
things than these, becalaseghel am ¢
same opportunity as Christ to become servants. By allowing God to
become the center of ouvdis, we yield the way for our Master to

take ultimatecontrol.
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The Atwice as bado notion scared
there waso much more to me than my insecurities. | believe we

become so afraid that oahildren will reflect our mistakeand issues

that we unknowingly push them ihat direction. If the only mold we

use to form our children has been shapetilbye negat i vi ty
experienced, we limit the possibilities that exist for themsdggest

that our children will not have the ag to be victorious and

righteous n | i fe suggests that we dono
Word.

Your womb was the gateway that allowedtftoh e mi r acl e of
introduction into the world. You were trusted to create boundaries

while His glorywas developed and revealed. At the wedding in Cana,
when the wine was gormit festivities continued, you were confident

that the power of God that existedChrist would be revealed.

Though Christ did not feel His time had comeH#s mother, you had

an nside track to the awareness that the world was reaggé¢o/e

His gift.

Wit hout guidance from theut¢bold y Sp
haveknown when and how to expose the greatness that existed in

Christ. | remembethe Scripture telling us #t you were confused by
Christos r eplHmMimhedemple/abthe afjemfutvmele.
Young Jesus knew thatHewasbenp out Hi s f at her 6s
God trusted you would help Him to establishits. Yet eighteen

years later, you were urgirtim to reveal the mysteries yaunce

kept i n your hearpbp. uWdedehandabwa
adions to recognize the need for limits. You provided such a

harmonious balanacaf discipline and nurture. As we witness theladu

Jesus perform Hiirst miracle, one thing becomes supernaturally

clear. Parentingis a nevendingjobTher e doesndt appe
promised day when our children no longer reqtheegentle nudging

of wisdom telling them when to hold back or when to mimrevard.
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| am |l earning that | candt be so
cease taive them proper discipline. Nor can | be so consumed with
discipline that | faito understand that children become adults and

must explore the world withoundaries on theirnven terms. Certainly

we must kield, direct, and set resttions as best as we can, but even

our best efforts may yield results thaale ugpondering whether or

not we truly understand the chil d

The reality is that our children thenhges do®t al ways wunde:
the choies they make, no more than we understand some of our

deci sions. fnk¢huhengobmhgetmet hod and
have with my children, | know for sutkat | desire to give them the

gift | see you gave your So¥ou taught Him theliscipline of

knowing Godo6s timing. Thoughn Chri
the temple, it took time for Him to operate in that gift fully. We can
becomese x ci t ed about whatos inside
fully develp.

Your commitment to protecting the
com mendable, but even more courageous is having the discernment
torecognizevhen Hi s ti me had c¢come. | t 0s
sensitive to the spirit of mghildren that | recognizéné difference

between flaout rebellion and the eagenveiling of the gifts God has

placed inside ofhem. | will not become so cenmed with who |

think they must become that | fail to see who God has ctitd to

be. May my heart be the diarythathd s t he ¢l ues | 0ve
alongthe way. As those clues take shape and begin to form the

picture God is creatind,will be the gentle voice encouraging them to
acknowledge when the fullness of

their potential can be released.
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9
TOO HURT TO PARENT

“l have much more to say to you, more
than you can now bear. But when he, the
Spirit of truth, comes, he will guide you
into all the truth. He will not speak on his
own; he will speak only what he hears,
and he will tell you what is yet to come.
He will glorify me because it is from me
that he will receive what he will make
known to you. All that belongs to the Fa-
ther is mine. That is why [ said the Spirit
will receive from me what he will make

known to you.”

John 16:12—15

Dear Mary,

As if the invention of films wasn't enough
to keep us distracted, a more accessible form
of entertainment was created: television. Since
its inception there have been myriad types of

programming offered. Accessible twenty-four
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hours aday,with literally thousands of diverse channels, it can be
difficult to not become&onsumed with the plethora of options
available on television. Over the courdehe last couple of decades,
much debate has been given to the benefits addbneational
progamming available to children. For many parents it has
becomeroutine to place their young children in front of the television
sothattheycahegi n t o | earn the fundamer
alphabet, numbers, colors, mmoblemsolving, many networksdve
begun providing more education thamtertainment in their lineup. Of
course, it cannakeplace the structure and penal connections our
children experience in school.

In many cases it becomes a hindrance to the overall emotional and
socialdevelopment of children. Technology has made it difficult to
master interpersonal skills. Instead of being a supplemeath| it
becomes the only infence they have. More pronounced than the
attempts to educate are images tfegn demean women, gloyi
violence, and create premature curiosity albove, romance, and sex.
Nielsen is a company thabserves the behavior of gumers by
studying what they watch and purchase. In 2014, Nielsen found
thatthe average American adult spends more than fivesha day
watchingtelevision’

If we combinethattime with thedemand®f afull-time work sched

ule, plus the necessity of sleep, the twefiotyr hours we have in one
daydwid|l e significantly. Thereds ve
exercise or ndividedpersonal interaction with family and friends.

| would venture to say that most people born in the television era are
diligently striving to hone their time into something more productive.
Still, many of ushave guilty television pleasureswhich we seretly
indulge. Given the exbitant amount of television consumption
reported by Nielsen, | watch more thiamould like to admit. | try to
reason with myself that some programming offaesunprecedented
insight into the human exgence. Theaccess helps me tietermine

how trauma and triumph shape a person.
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There is a showhatskillfully documents and challenges those
experiences;alledlyanla, Fix My Life. Onarecentepisodeshetackl
edthegrowingepidemicof fatherless children. By imdducing her
audiene to a male guest who has tisfour children by seventeen
different women, she created a national dialogjueut broken
families.

| was instantly intrigued by the subject matter, but the patterns within
thesefamilies made me takaventory of my own life. Having begun
with a child outof wedlock and experiencing a divorce, my family fits
squarely in the category tfose from broken homes. The reality is
that | could have avoided giving thehat label by staying married,

but they would have still been in a broken hornvat nearly as
pronounced, but certainly as important is the fact that mamypbeo
often end up seeking love in all of the wrong places. Those failed
attempts alove often leave men and women with scarshainse tha
make them stop string to become the best versions of themselves.

Especially when there are children studying our lives, we must
understand theruth that even in our brokenness God granted us an
opportunity for unconditional love. Every child, regass of the
circumstances surrounding s her birth, is a gift of innocence and
redempti on. Unf o r-wvaysnharidled wthcare.hey a
We allow the shame and perception of others to taingbility to

offer them the attention and joy theg desperately need. Lit®mes

to tempt us with fear and pride, but | believe parents teach
childrenhumility and grace. Too often our vision is blurred by the
moments that havgone awry in our lives so that we no longer see
our children clearly.

| knew, especially as a teen mother, thatéhwould be many
negative opirons surrounding my son. Surely you experienced a
similar situation as yowatched Jesus begin His public ministry.
Suddenly, He was no longer just y&on, your baby boy, but a
grown man in the public eye. And clearly not everyavanted to hear
what Jesus had to say. He upset the establishment andwwed the
expectations of how much God loves us and wants us to know
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andt rust Him with our | ivesaoftenl n th
prayedtoHi&Fat her and remembered that
Son. But | suspect Chriatso carried your love for Him inside His

heart as He faced the scrutiny getsecution from the haters and

critics around Him.

Mary, | learn so much from yowxample. With my son and the

negativity heelicits from some people, | truly only desire to make

sure that he knows in spitd the circumstances his life holds

incredible value. | never want his sel§teento be marred by the
judgment that he orI magrc ei v e . | was ngironghs ur e
about guarding him from those feelings or issues until | was
watchingthe aforementioned television show.

As a single mother, my attention weentered closely on the mothers
featured on théyanlashow. | wa intrigued by how they handled
handledthefatherlessnedheir children experienced. It was my
desire to learn from their challenges so thaduld avoid some of the
insecurities they expemneed with their sons. The owanelming
consensus from the me&vho participated in the show was that
theirmothers had punished them for the sins of their fathers.

The women didndt realize how nega
children, songspecially, to hear about the shortcomings of thei

fathers. The repeatedrdgaory statements made about their fathers

taught the children to subconsciousle j ect a part of t
always tried to be positive when confronting demcerns and

dilemmas my children had with their fathers, but | began to question
whetherl was truly doing a good job of it.

One of the challenges of communicating with your children is
gauging what i€motionally age appropriate for their comprehension.
It is even more difficultvhen television attempts to answer many of
the questions thatlague their stil developing psyche. The more our
children watch television and begin to conngith some of the very
real life issues depicted,becomes tough, if not impsible, to not
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identify with many of the feelings displayed. Eventually our
kidlsbegin to emul ate what theyove s

For instance, Makenzie began watching avision show on a station
dedicated solely to children. | noticed that her attitudgameshifting
slightly, but intially I attributed it to age. Sh&as becoming
extraordinarily witty and charmsatic. While those traits are certainly
prominent in her personality, they startedyrow exponentially and
unnaturally as she watched this particular televisioow. | was
becoming concerned about her bebavbut | wanted to identify
thepossi bl e sources so that | coul c
almost sure thenoment we give birth to our children an inner spy is
also created. Mothers caAecome very creative when they need to get
information aboutheir children.

| sat down to watch the show with Makenzie. Whenever she laughed
at a joke] feigned ignorance and asked her what was funny. If she
gasped at a dramatmcoment, | asked her to recap what | missed. |

understood the content of tekow, bt | wasnodét sur e h
being perceived through her young eyesthfesepisode was coming

to an end, a character thedcreehenzi e
Within minutes of dialogue | understood just how similar
Makenpeedsnal ity . WWmaerswas eonothblee ¢gi | O

]
di fference, t imahergfithe gidonthatslevisian t h e
show.

Thereweremanymannerisms&ndexpressionshatwereenjoyablefor
aview- ing audience but would not be suitable should Makenzie
desire to stay in miiome.When the television show concluded, |
very frankly asked Makenzie if sheas trying to become the young
girl featured on the show. She nodded her lsmbladmitted that she
thought the girl was funny, and she admired the attestien
received.
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| affirmed Makenzie in the unique personality that God had given her
andeacour aged her to be so confiden
tobesomeone he wasnot. Thereds nothing
someoneds sense of selnhancepourt i1t s
own selfesteem, not to mimic his or he®f course, | had to

communicate that in terms that she could understand agker

Fortunately, | was able to walk through that process with her. But
what abouthe more difficult topics that threst to rob the innocence
of our children? Iraddition to television, the Internet is a dark and
scary source of information. Thmavoidable influence of both media
makes rearing children frightening atbéstb ve b e c o me
knowledgeable about parentahtmls and limited the consuripn

of television in my home to the weekends. Conversations about the
slight orlarge similarities between their lives and those we see
depicted on television atsavoidable.

As | watchedyanla, | hopedthatl would learnfrom thetransparency

of othermothers on how to handle the father voids in their lives. |

learned thateverytrutho e s n6t require an el ab
It certainly dabtle $ultiple mem appearedson tha t e
show with disenchanted wis aboutwvomen because of how their

mothers communicated to them. One mother sthsuccinctly that

her son had become a fncontainer f
to us experience the impact of our pain more than anyone else. Out of
their heartbreak, theglivulged unnecessary yet truthful details about

their brokennesas nd di sappoi nt ment s. | can
empathy for those womenuhderstood how such a thing could
happen. | wasnot dhepantullreplityofunlye how

own life with my children.

Explaining divorce, teen pregnancy, infidelity, and the scrutiny of

being in gprominent familyy among all the other unavoidable

discussions about lie often left me searching for words. How can

you explain the cause of adivonebeny ouo6r e st i | | pr oc
yourself? How can you satisfy their natural deBirguestion the
whereabouts of the missing pieces in their lives wherhyauv e n 0 t
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found your own? | coul dnéaroelx pl ai
why her mother and fatheoald no longer stay married. All | could

offer her was thatve both loved her very much and that we would be
better parents if we were hanger husband and wife.

| knew that | had to say something, thoughedrs e | 6d be al
influence of teledion and friends to frame their perceptions. There
wasonlyong | ausi bl e option: prayer. |
on my own. | wasnodot sure | even t
to formulate. It was througprayer that | was challenged to not

unleash my bitterness on my childretedrned to protect my children

from my healing process. For mbat meant aovely making sure the
process didndt become swambiggnant . W
ourselves in order to functi@nso much so that we nevavail our

selves of the simultaneous healing that can occur while we persevere

in spite ofour pain. Our hurts were meant to be revealed to God, not
unbridled on oumnocent children.

Love requires the humility to admit when something is toxic, stheng
to notallow it to spread, and faith to heal the infection. | wanted to
learn from the tearkwitnessed the women on TV shedding, so |
refused to allow for any bitterness contempt in my heart. | removed
myself and my children from the snaredmfic relationships and
began to actively seek M@Glerdeats gui
prayer became that Chri $806s trut
would become my reality. Raising my children would require the
Holy Spirit to comeguide my every word and tan. Watching
Makenzie begin to transform intocharacter she saw on television
made me realize thaihay not know howoutside influences may
dare to affect the hearts and behavior of my childésen scarier
than that, | wa s nydare ® shape théritlv  t
Godos hel p, I knew that | coul
survive.

d
h

h ei
d m
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Honestly, | always feared people who became so religious that they
were nolonger relatable to their searching children. | realize now the
difference beweenrelationship and religion. Religion understands

God as others perceive Him, bratationship is the intimate

connection one actively pursues with Him. The dbiat connects my
heart with Goddos wil/l i's thémHol y
ableto see and hear clearly the posture my heart must possess to
ministeruniquely to my children. Our lives become richer when we

begin to invite theHoly Spirit into every aspect of our being.

Balancing our natural inclination ahxiety and fear weigh heiawon

us, and i1 tds often dimfodrprioritylbut t o r
there is no greater reward.

I know with certainty when my wi/l
is on theproverbial back burner. Every area of my life begins to
sufferwhenld n o tHiprutf i rst. | know that |
happen with my ctorefuderthe expertiseotla d n 0t
television show host and a plethora of camerdelp me assess the
damage. | wanted to avoid damage as much as posdialped tlat

my hunger and thirst for Godobés wa
shortcomingsvould not just protect my children, but teachnthas

well. Effectively commurgating on their level may not be my

strongest suiust yet, but | learned a valble lesson about truth from

the life of Christ thal am passing down to my ctren.

There will be moments when there is much to say. Neither time nor
wisdommay allow for a detailed explanation of where we are in life,

but 1t dobasicadethe thuthvOar trutlois utlyas

simpl e as not b &ahappensaxtrbat knowirgt 6 s ¢
that God will direct our paths. The same Holy Spivét has granted

us access to the divine knowledge of God will also be availaldar

children when our words can no longer towehat only He can

restore.

81



82




