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      For my children, the heart of my heart—Luke, Grace, and Bella
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      INTRODUCTION

      There are precise moments in life that leave us permanently altered. Moments that seal our hearts and our fates with the realization
         that whoever we were before is no longer sufficient, having been replaced by someone new.
      

      Becoming a mother was the chrysalis of my womanhood. It was there, in the physical act of labor and holding our son for the
         very first time, that I was permanently altered, a deep etch on my personal time line, marking very clearly—before and after.
         My heart existed, beating outside my own body, resting perfectly in the crook of my arm. Luke was living proof, delivered
         from God Himself, that I mattered, that I had a legacy worth passing down, and that things would be required of me that would
         take me beyond myself. Since that moment, and the subsequent addition of twin daughters, through the blur of newborns and
         toddlers, through the sweet haze of preschool, and into the snowballing elementary school years, I have discovered more about
         myself and my God in the pursuit of discovering my children.
      

      Since then I have had moments overflowing with peace and purpose, and other moments when I wonder how God could ever have
         entrusted me with an honor and a responsibility of this magnitude. There are moments when I know beyond the shadow of a doubt
         that God has used me to help hone my children’s characters, and there are moments of even greater clarity when I know that
         God is using them to hone mine.
      

      No one can make me laugh as easily, relax as fully, hope as grandly, love as deeply, fight as passionately, speak as clearly,
         work as diligently, give as freely, pray as intensely, think as seriously, or play as regularly as my children can.
      

      In raising them, I am being raised up.

      Motherhood has motivated me to scrutinize my character and take whatever steps are necessary to address areas of weakness.
         In the awareness of my frailties, I devour Scripture, experiencing a desire for and reliance on God, knowing that alone I
         am insufficient for this beautiful assignment. Of all the things in my life, this is one area I don’t want to mess up, a gift
         I don’t want to squander, a ball I don’t want to drop. Yet I know I sometimes will. It is only through an intimate, daily
         walk with God that I can summon the courage to even make the attempt. Maybe being a single mother highlights the importance
         of my Partner.
      

      So here it is, a year’s worth of walking. May we grow together, enjoy this adventure, relish this gift, savor this time, and
         emerge from this year as better mothers. May we learn to love as we have been loved.
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      “If you bungle raising your children, I don’t think that whatever else you do well matters much.”

      —JACQUELINE KENNEDY ONASSIS
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