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      This book is dedicated to all the mommies who have dared

      to tackle the most important task in life—

      giving and nurturing the lives

      of those they love more than life itself!

      Thank you for what you are doing!

      I salute you!

   
      Contents

      Copyright

      Acknowledgments

      Introduction

      Supermom: Myth—or Possibility?

      What’s Driving You?

      Resting One Day a Week Keeps a Mommy from Becoming Spiritually Weak

      Lessons in Faith (Learned the Hard Way!)

      Learning the Power of Letting Go

      Choreographing a Successful Balancing Act

      Faith to Face Mountains: Teaching Our Children the Thrill of the Climb

      Never Enough Time! Never Enough Money!

      When Your Faith Is Anemic, Tap into a Power Transfusion

      The Strength of Childlike Faith

      Throwing the Bell Curve a Curveball

      When Mom Runs Away from Home

      When Being a Mother Is Alarming!

      Get Connected to the True Power Source

      Finding the Strength to Forgive

      On Bended Knee: A Powerful Role Model

      Picking Up the Peaces

      Power Struggles: When to Stand Your Ground and When to Back Down

      Standing Up to Peer Power: You Can Do It!

      Finding the Strength to Smile When It’s Not Funny (Today!)

      Stressed Out? Put Yourself on Time-Out

      One-a-Day (or More) Spiritual Vitamins

      Praise Power—Especially When Nothing’s Going Right

      A Place Where You Are Loved and Forgiven

      I Am Weak, But He Is Strong!

      Embrace a Beautiful Child—You!

      Appendix: Scriptures to Strengthen You and to Pray

   
      Acknowledgments

      Any project that succeeds is due to a team effort. This book is no exception.
      

      I am indebted to my husband, who always has not only given me permission to follow my dreams but also continually encouraged
         me from the sidelines. He is the one who keeps me focused on what’s really important in life: being a “mommy being” as opposed
         to a “mommy doing.” Thank you, Jim, for being not only the love of my life, but also my hero and cheerleader. I’d be lost
         without you!
      

      My sons have joined their father in cheering me on. Thank you, Jason, Christopher, Scott, and Nicholas, not only for believing
         in me but also for giving me permission to shine. I can’t begin to tell you how proud I am of all of you—and how much it means
         to me to see your pride in me. You are my proudest accomplishment—never doubt it!
      

      I learned everything I know about mommy power from my mother. She lives and models how to be a mother who loves strong, forgives
         strong, and believes strong. She is an amazing woman of God. Thank you, Mom, for teaching me the real secret of spiritual
         power. I am the mother I am because of your loving, forgiving, believing example.
      

      I couldn’t have done this without my faithful group of mommies—Myra Hammond, Kristen Mulady, Kristi Thomas, Brooke Abbott—and
         my dear friend Sara Clark. All of you have been so ready and willing to give me immediate feedback. If I hit the target with
         this book, it is because of the gentle re-direction you generously provided.
      

      I am eternally grateful to my prayer partners: one a sister in birth, Gretchen Schuller Penner, and one a sister in Christ,
         Michelle Cavinder. The times we have spent on our knees together has provided the spiritual power to write this book and follow
         God’s call for my life. I am awed by what God has done merely because we—two or more gathered together—took the time to get
         on our knees. We were taught how to pray by our dear friend and sister in the Lord, and prayer mentor, Suzette Caldwell. You
         will see her influence in this book. I am indebted to Suzette and her generous gift of love and time to me.
      

      An author is only as good as his or her editor. I have been blessed to once again have the best. Holly Halverson has been
         a delight to work with. Thank you, Holly, for your thoughtful ideas and contributions. This was all possible thanks to you.
      

   
      Introduction

      I was nearly thirty years old. Based on my prior life experiences, I expected that raising a child would be natural and easy
         for me—a piece of cake. After all, I had already survived majoring in organic chemistry and performing in recitals in college
         as a music minor, not to mention working with nearly a thousand teens every week as a youth pastor. My naïveté was exacerbated
         by the fact that I felt as if I already had helped raise four children—my younger siblings. After all, I was fourteen and
         sixteen when my youngest two sisters were born and had been their substitute mom ever since.
      

      So, in anticipation of my first baby, I smugly prepared the nursery. But when I began to fold the impossibly small T-shirts
         and unpack diapers that looked as if they just might be big enough for a doll, I realized that, rather than feeling confident,
         courageous, and capable, I was terrified! In addition to the rumblings of the life against my tummy stretched tight as a drum,
         my heart was fluttering nervously. Who would have thought that something as small and harmless as a baby could be more frightening
         than singing onstage, taking on organic chemistry, or working with a mob of teenagers? How much strength could it take to
         be the mom of a tiny infant? Surely something so small and adorable would not only be delightful, but a walk in the park,
         right?
      

      I should have paid closer attention to the premonition of nervous flutterings. For underscoring the joy and love that filled
         my heart when they placed Jason—my precious, teeny, tiny bundle—into my arms for the first time was nothing less than outright
         fear. Even though I had practically raised my younger siblings, even though I was nearly thirty years old, I realized I did
         not have a clue as to what to do with this baby.
      

      I was completely overwhelmed from day one. Nursing a child was much more difficult than it looked. How hard could it be to
         put a baby on a breast to suckle? Yet I wrestled with nursing. My nipple got chomped on painfully. If that wasn’t bad enough,
         it began to bleed. So much for the idyllic notions of a baby on my breast! No resemblance to a romantic Madonna and child
         portrait for this leche-challenged mother.
      

      How hard could it be to produce not only an adequate amount of milk, but also substance rich enough to satisfy? I was unable
         to satisfy Jason, who wanted to nurse all the time. It was not for lack of milk. Without warning, while I stood in line at
         the grocery store, juggling a crying baby with one hand and digging through my purse for my checkbook with another (this was
         before debit cards), milk poured down the front of my blouse!
      

      Once Jason was fed and blissfully asleep in my arms, how hard could it be to lay a baby down without waking him up? How difficult
         could it be to cook dinner, take a bath, get dressed, and talk on the phone, all while holding a fragile, squirming, peeing,
         puking, crying blob of flesh whom you love more than life itself? This was supposed to be easier than it was! Before I had
         Jason, I was sure I could handle being a mother of a baby with my eyes closed. Why was it so much harder than caring for my
         baby sisters?
      

      One day, when Jason was about a month old, a family friend stopped by our house. I was saying good-bye at the door. Just then
         Jason’s diaper leaked and warm urine ran down the front of my jeans as I held him on my hip. (Jason was allergic to disposable
         diapers, and the plastic pants didn’t always work. By the way, Jason, now a tax attorney, is thrilled that I’m sharing this
         with all of you!) The next day, our friend brought me a book on how to mother a baby. “You looked as if you could use some
         help,” he explained thoughtfully.
      

      Great! I thought. It shows!

      Yet somehow, with time, I managed to find my groove. It was still, by far, the hardest thing I had ever done. But I was getting
         to know Jason—what he liked, how to feed him, how to put him down to sleep, and how to make him laugh. When we had our second
         baby, I felt much more confident. I figured I had it all wired now. Big mistake!
      

      Not only did nothing work for Chris that worked for Jason, but now I also had not just twice the challenges, but at least
         four times the challenges! I had to get to know another baby who had a completely different personality. As a result, I experienced
         overwhelming feelings similar to those I had faced with Jason. But this time, everything was complicated by the fact that
         I also had a terrible two who continually upset the applecart. While I was trying to cope with a new, squirming bundle of joy who
         was a stranger to me, my patience was simultaneously taxed by his big brother’s temper tantrums. Trips to the grocery store
         were more daunting than climbing the High Sierras!
      

      Was it just me? Did other mothers have such a difficult time? Would it get easier as my boys got older? These questions and
         more plagued me, even as I found myself pregnant again less than three months after Christopher was born. How much more could I manage? I suspect that if I had taken the time to
         look in a mirror, I would have seen a young woman who looked years older than she should have, with dark circles under her
         eyes, shoulders drooping wearily, mousy brown hair hastily pulled back into a ponytail, and pale lips and cheeks. (Makeup?
         Get real!)
      

      Somehow I managed to survive being the mother of three active boys born within four years’ time and then yet another boy was
         born three years later. I have always described my state during those years as “survival mode.” That was my number-one goal:
         to get all of us through each day in one piece. I gave up trying to win the Mother of the Year Award as I lost my patience
         at least once a day. When my boys fought or cried in the grocery store, I could hear someone (it wasn’t me, was it?) snapping
         at the cashier, “Don’t worry. We’re leaving now!” Or yelling at the unmanageable tangle of arms and legs at home, in stores,
         at church, “Stop that right now!”
      

      No matter how much I loved my boys—and I am certain that no mother loved her children more than I did—I felt totally inadequate.
         Even though I outweighed and supposedly outsmarted them by a physical and cognitive ratio of four to one, I was still struggling
         to stay on top and remain in control—in other words, be the adult. Whew! This was not the mother I had envisioned myself to
         be.
      

      Today, I get to watch other young mothers who are where I was nearly thirty years ago. They visit my office. Some of them
         have their children enrolled in our school where I work as an administrator. Some of them are teachers who took a leave from
         teaching and return to let us hold and coo over their precious babies. Some of them visit my home, and their sons tumble around
         the floor of our family room. They remind me of myself as they mutter wearily, “Did your boys behave like this?” “Did they
         ever stop?” Sighs escape their lips as they chase their little ones down the school halls, where the children are falling
         over their too-short toddler legs and landing on a bruised knee or a bleeding lip.
      

      How I love to watch them when they come to visit! Sure, it’s easy for me to say now that it’s their kids and not mine. But
         I love the warm memories they stir inside. I try to make a special effort to smile encouragingly at these mothers whose hands
         are too full. How much effort did it take her to get all her children dressed and diaper bags packed with containers of juice,
         Cheerios cereal, and special toys and “bankies”? How did she manage to also get herself dressed and all of them belted into
         the minivan and navigate the traffic just to make a visit or get her other children to school on time?
      

      I don’t think anything will make a woman feel less powerful or weaker in the knees than being a mother. So where do we find
         the strength to be the mothers we want to be? We find it by placing our hands in the strong, powerful hands of our heavenly
         Father. When we are the mothers God wants us to be, then we will be the mothers we want to be.
      

      Ironically, I have never felt more childlike in my faith than when I became a mother. Contrary to what I thought, the secret
         to finding the strength to be the mother I wanted to be was to cease trying to be strong, to stop trying to do it all on my
         own, and to become less of a self-sufficient adult and more like a dependent child. It was the acknowledgment of my powerlessness
         that taught me to discover God’s strength.
      

      The more powerless I felt as a mother, the more powerful my God was! Like a child crossing the street, I thought it was my
         responsibility to hold on to my heavenly Father’s hand. I worried that if I became tired and my hand began to slip, I would
         be left behind, vulnerable in the middle of a busy, dangerous street where I could crash and burn (and my children with me).
         But in reality, I learned by being a mother who was admittedly more weak than strong that I, the child, was not the one doing
         the holding on. Rather, God’s strong, tireless hand was wrapped powerfully around my weak, childlike hand as He fulfilled
         His promise to never let me go! Even when I did not have the strength to hold on to Him, His hand held on to mine.
      

      It is precisely because being a mother is so demanding that I have learned that the only way to be a strong mother is by allowing
         myself to be His child. I don’t have to be strong. I don’t have to be powerful. I don’t have to have my act together. I don’t
         even have to hold on. I just have to place my hand in His, and He will be strong for me.
      

      As I embraced this truth, I not only got to know and love my children more and more each day, I also grew to know and rely
         on my God more and more each day. In the process, I found that God empowered me to become the mother I wanted to be: a mother
         who loved strong, forgave strong, and modeled a strong faith.
      

      It is my prayer that you will find encouragement here as a source of strength. As a mother, you have accepted a mission possible—with God’s help. I trust you will see yourself within these pages and smile, realizing you are not alone. Most of all, I
         pray you will discover the strength that can be yours when you put your weak little hand into the powerful hand of your heavenly
         Father, for when you learn to do that, you will find true mommy power.
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