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For Phillip,
the hopeful black boy I married.

For Wynn and Langston,
the beautiful black sons he gave me.

You are my world.


Foreword

Jackie Hill Perry


Black boys have it hard in this country. I know not because I’ve experienced it myself but because I’m married to one who has. My husband, a black boy once, now a man with the same skin, has opened my eyes to that reality. Being with him is how I’ve seen that the burdens brown boys speak about carrying are not exaggerations. One time, we were going through TSA before boarding a flight for home. My husband’s boarding pass was given a red stamp unlike mine. At security, my experience was ordinary. I went through the x-ray once. My husband went through as well, but upon handing his stamped boarding pass to the agent, he was told that he needed to be checked again. I asked one of the agents about the stamp and the additional security screening. “He was stamped because he looked suspicious,” the agent said.

I wondered what made him more suspicious than I would be. Or anyone else for that matter. Was it that he didn’t smile wide enough at the flight agent? Maybe it was because he made too much eye contact with her or maybe not enough? She might’ve thought him to be impersonal or maybe too personal for her liking. All of these were vain speculations though—a charitable practice in denial. We both knew that his skin alongside all that he was made him a potential threat to the safety of an entire airport. But even then, I knew it wasn’t just the deep brown tint of his body, a tone that God providentially intended for him to have. It was that he was brown and boy. It is one thing to be an African American in this country; it is another to be that and male. There is something about the two being embodied in one that sets Americans on fire.

Jasmine’s letters to her son, I think, are her way of turning her pen into a hydrant. Not only to put out the flames inside of individuals and communities. The heat coming from the unwillingness and perhaps inability to acknowledge that race and racism is a reality in our country. But her letters, a metaphor for water, are here to quench our thirst. To give us something that we all need: life. This life not springing out of nowhere but out of Someone. Jesus, that beautiful brown man that dignifies us all. Her words are anchored in a truth that isn’t biased but rather a truth that sets people free—but they still must choose to pick up the glass and drink.

These letters are personal and yet applicable to us all. With child or without. Brown or white. Married or single. We may not all understand what it is to be her, a black mother with a brown boy, but we all understand what it is like to love. To care so deeply for someone that your affection becomes words, and these words a means to encourage, teach, remind, warn, and inspire. But I personally believe that Jasmine’s words aren’t just an expression of her love for Wynn, but the evidence of her love for you, the reader. If that weren’t the case, she could’ve easily written each chapter by hand, bound them with string, and set them somewhere safe for Wynn to read when he is able. But instead, here they are, typed on a page, bound in a book, and in your hands to read right now. Her words to Wynn are just as much for you as they are for him. That’s love.

 







Introduction


It was my friend Karen Ellis who first told me to “use my Wynnspiration.”

Wynn is my son. As I write this, he’s just turned two years old. No one could ever be more loved by his parents than my husband, Phillip, and I adore our little boy. He is extroverted, inquisitive, fiercely affectionate, and staunchly opinionated. He’s discovering so much about this world and has yet to grow jaded by the ups and downs of finding his place therein.

I am five foot eight. My husband is six foot six. So we are expecting a little giant. And we know that from a very early age, he is likely to be the biggest kid, the strongest kid, and the one least likely to be seen by outsiders as a kid. We know that he may be perceived as more threatening and aggressive than his non-black peers. We know that, like his daddy and me, he might grow up with stories of having been made to feel other because of the color of his skin.

We want him to walk through life cognizant of these facts without becoming jaded by them. We want to teach him that he has incomparable value in the eyes of the Father in spite of the way he will often be perceived. Though this life will sometimes make him feel less than human, he is more than a conqueror through his Savior. Against all odds, we want to raise an optimist. Someone who knows that he might receive the worst that this world has to offer and still believes the best. Someone who cultivates glorious respites from the cruelty of the world by the grace of God.

We also want to raise someone who will change this world so that by and by the narrative that he has to tell his son—or maybe that his son will have to tell his son, or his son’s son—will be different. We want to hold that tension of the already with the not yet. The already being that Walter Wynn Holmes is an image bearer, invested with identity, dignity, and significance, and that in God’s economy his brown skin is nothing more than a glorious display of the creative purpose of the Father. And the not yet being the fact that sometimes the world does not see this identity, dignity, and significance, and that the results are often grievous.


A SERIES OF LETTERS


Karen’s advice to use Wynn as inspiration fanned a flame that had already been growing in me. It was sparked by James Baldwin’s My Dungeon Shook, his letter to his nephew about the racially charged climate surrounding the Civil Rights movement, and Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie’s A Feminist Manifesto in Fifteen Suggestions, her letter to her best friend who had recently given birth to a daughter. Between the World And Me came later, but Ta-Nehisi Coates’s observations to his son only fueled the growing fire.

I set out to write a series of letters to Wynn, not just about the racial climate of the country that he lives in, but about the conversation surrounding this racial climate. I want to remind him that his identity is firmly planted in the person and work of Christ Jesus and that because of that he has incredible significance to the King of the universe. I want to remind him of his dignity as an image bearer and to encourage him to respond out of that dignity, even to a topic as emotionally charged as racial reconciliation. Even when the topic concerns the brown skin that he lives in.

But more than that, I want these letters to be a testament of a mother’s love for her son and of a sister’s love for the body of Christ. Because when I speak about these topics, I want to hold my brothers and sisters in the Lord close to my heart, as I do my own son—my own flesh and blood. They are my blood-bought family in Christ, redeemed by the God who took on flesh to save them.

The twofold purpose of this book, then, is first and foremost to give you a glimpse into the heart of a black mother’s love for her beautiful black son. There are conversations that I will have to have with my little boy—conversations similar to the ones my parents had with me—that are unique to our ethnicity. I will have to teach him, not just who God says he is, but how the world’s view of him may sometimes differ from that of the most high God.

While the first purpose of this letter is an inward look at a mother’s heart for her son, the second purpose is an outward look at a sister’s heart for her siblings. As I raise my son in our current cultural climate, my desire is that we, as older believers, will work at daily changing that environment, making it a more welcome place for discussion, learning, and growth. That, above all, our goal would be to see brothers and sisters of every tribe, tongue, and nation dwelling in unity, not by flattening God-given ethnic and cultural identities, but by living in the gloriously diverse reality of those identities for his glory.

As we cultivate environments that celebrate that diversity, I want us to do so with patience, gentleness, and love. I want us to be quicker to hear than we are to speak. To believe the best of our brothers and sisters in Christ, even when we don’t quite understand where they are coming from. To take the emotionally charged rhetoric of the world and supplant it with the unifying language of biblical truth. I want us to be slower to accuse and draw lines in the sand where the Word of God has done neither.

Cultural differences are beautiful, but they aren’t ultimate. I see one side of this discussion clamoring to flatten the differences and the other crying out for their supremacy. Neither approach will do. Without the balancing influence of the gospel of Christ, we will become unable to empathize with other believers whose struggles and personal triumphs differ from our own. We will become unable to lay aside those differences when appropriate and embrace our sameness as blood-bought children of the most high God.

These letters are less about offering a systematic approach for how to think about difficult topics than extending what I hope is a refreshing vision for how to speak about them. I don’t claim to have every single answer to the challenges we face, but I do know the hope that unifies us as we seek those answers. And that is the hope that I want these letters to proclaim.

I have hope for my son that he will learn to navigate this life with confidence, optimism, and joy. And I have hope for the body of Christ, that we will learn to approach these conversations with those very same traits. The tenderness that I feel for Wynn is the tenderness that I want us to display toward one another. It’s the tenderness that I feel toward everyone who picks up these letters.

This is the gift that my “Wynnspiration” brought me, and I pray that it is a gift to the church. I pray that my sweet son is an even dearer gift to the body of Christ and that I can model the same heart that I hope is cultivated in him.

And I pray the same for you as you read these letters.










ONE

You Are Mine


Dear Son,

When I found out we were having a boy, I jumped up and down and clapped my hands with glee. Literally. You can see it on video. I shouted a triumphant, “I knew it!”

Both times.

Before I found out about your brother, people warned me that I might be disappointed about not having a girl, but the minute I saw him waving his little . . . sword . . . across that dark, murky screen, a genuine smile spread across my face warming me down to my toes.

Two little boys. All mine.

I have always wanted to be a boy mom. Blame it on the fact that your Uncle Trey was my best friend growing up and that I gained six brothers between my fourteenth and twenty-third birthdays. As a teacher, I have always loved the rowdy boys best of all. In fact, when I found out that I was carrying you, I was teaching a class of twenty-five seventh- and eighth-grade boys who alternately drove me crazy and gave me some of the most joy-filled days of my career.

I’m sure that if God ever blesses me with a daughter, she will light up my life in the same surprising way my sister did after five of my brothers arrived. And I’ll be just as glad to welcome her.

But I’m glad you’re a little boy all the same.

I want to begin these letters by telling you how I see you.

I know it’s not as important as how God sees you, but as I look into your eyes I realize that I am the very first source of identity you will ever know. You’re getting to an age now where we will start catechizing you—teaching you about who made the world, who made you, and why he put you here. But before it all, my heartbeat and voice were the first sounds you ever heard. You were fearfully and wonderfully made by a Creator who knows you more intimately than I ever could—but he made your frame to share mine for nine whole months.

So in these letters, as I explain where you fit into the world, I’m going to take the liberty of beginning with where you fit into your mother’s heart.


YOU ARE A MOTHER’S SON


“In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God. . . . And the Word became flesh and dwelt among us, and we have seen his glory, glory as of the only Son from the Father, full of grace and truth” (Jn 1:1, 14).

I found out I was pregnant again when you were just seventeen months old. Though we lost that little baby early—as we’d lost a little one before the Lord gave us you—I named him “John.” During the five weeks I carried him, the book of John grew incredibly important to me.

The phrase “the Word became flesh and dwelt among us” was mind-boggling to me. Growing up in the church, I am familiar with the idea that God became a man, but until John, I hadn’t ever really considered that God became a baby—a fragile little life wholly dependent upon his mother, Mary; or that Mary became a mother—a fragile human being wholly dependent on God to protect and nurture the baby inside of her.

The first chapter of John is powerful for many reasons. It establishes the Son of God as the Creator of the universe. It proclaims that Jesus is God. It heralds Christ as the light of the world.

I could go on.

But as I’ve carried each of my babies, for me the most mind-boggling part of the passage has become this phrase in verse fourteen: “And the Word became flesh and dwelt among us.”

The architect of the universe designed my body to bring forth life and then he entered into that process by becoming a mother’s son. The Creator of all things humbled himself by becoming a baby, wholly dependent on his mother for survival.

His flesh was sustained by the intricate processes that takes place in women around the globe. His mother was once a young girl whose body became a living sacrifice for him the same way that my body became a living sacrifice for you. Did she have morning sickness too? Did she put her hand to her stomach to feel him kicking and dancing? How in the world was she able to ride on a donkey while nine months pregnant?

Jesus had a mother. And she was once a pregnant woman. And she went through the pain of labor to bring the Creator of the world into his own creation. Mary and I have a lot more in common than I sometimes stop to think: we are both women called to the incredible task of submitting our bodies to God’s glorious purpose of bringing life into this world. Jesus became flesh and blood—a man, like you’ll become—and it all started in his mother’s body.

When Eve stood trembling before the Father as he proclaimed that her offspring would crush the head of the serpent (Gen 3:15), he was declaring, in part, that the pain that she would experience in childbirth would result in generations of women who would lead to Mary, the woman who bore Christ. The conqueror of the serpent would start his life here on earth as a babe in the arms of a mother. The conqueror of the serpent would begin his life here on earth vulnerable in the womb of a daughter of Eve.

Mothers and sons have been part of God’s redemptive story since the beginning of time. My love for you is the echo of a heart that has been beating for millennia. And it’s purposeful.




YOU ARE A MOTHER’S REDEMPTIVE BLESSING


I will never forget that early Sunday morning when I padded into the bathroom and quietly opened the packet of a pregnancy test, trying not to wake your daddy up. We were the epitome of poor newlyweds, living in a five-hundred-square-foot apartment and barely making ends meet. Only a month had passed since our wedding, and we’d experienced what felt like more than our fair share of growing pains.

I still remember the way my hands shook when I saw the word pregnant. I don’t know how long I sat there staring at it, willing it to sink in before I flushed the toilet, crawled back into bed, and looked at your daddy with wide eyes.

“You’re pregnant,” he said.

He ruins every surprise like that, by the way.

We were so excited about that little baby I was convinced was a boy. Our excitement lasted an entire month before the dating ultrasound revealed a baby measuring about a week too small—a little baby without the thrum of the heartbeat we had expected to hear.

My whole world fell apart.

I had never cried that hard in my life, although I’ve cried even harder since. My body went from feeling like the habitat for a glorious miracle to a sepulcher.

Your daddy and I sat in the car for several minutes afterwards, holding hands in stunned silence. I don’t even remember what he finally said to try and comfort me, but I wasn’t having it. I snatched my hand away and shouted, “He’s dead. He died. I am carrying a dead, dead baby.”

That sounds macabre, I know. But as a woman who firmly believes that life begins at conception, the fact that my child’s heart had stopped beating sliced through me like a knife. I hadn’t just lost the hope of motherhood. I already was a mother. I had lost my child.

Almost a year later, as I sat in the bathroom clutching a positive test on another Sunday morning, I felt a new twinge of fear. That fear would follow me through every prenatal appointment, but the one where we first heard your heartbeat is the one I will always remember most.

I sobbed as though my heart was breaking, but it wasn’t. It was mending. And though you have a sweet life all your own completely separate from the first baby I lost, you were the first baby who showed me that my motherhood could be connected to joy instead of pain. You were the redemptive little rainbow after the storm of miscarriage.

I have two rainbow babies now and two babies I never got to meet. I don’t pretend to love you more than a mother who has never experienced loss, but my love for you is different. And it’s fierce.




YOU ARE THE NEXT STEP IN A LEGACY


My phone number used to belong to your grandfather.

It’s been my phone number for ten years now (and I’m refusing to give up that Texas area code), but every so often I’ll get a call or text from someone looking for your pappy.

The parallels of that wrong number and my day-to-day life seem endless sometimes. I constantly have people asking me if they can speak with Pappy. It’s the cost of having a popular preacher and writer for a dad. But while the scale might vary, any pastor’s kid could probably say the same thing. Even as I’m knocking on thirty’s door, some see my life as more hidden in Pappy than hidden in Christ.

You don’t know it yet, but you’ve experienced this too. Right after we announced that we were having a son, more than one person asked, “Are you going to name him Voddie Jr.?” To them, it seemed like a completely innocent question, or even a joke. But to me, it felt incredibly disrespectful. I have a husband whose identity was completely bypassed in the name of celebrating celebrity.

On the one hand, I can understand that people are starstruck. I have a really good dad. In a landscape where fatherlessness is the political phrase buzzing around little black boys like you, I was not only raised in an intact home, but also by a dad who loves the Lord and has a passion for encouraging other families to seek earnestly after him. It’s a gift that I could easily take for granted, but I try not to.

Thanks to my childhood as a homeschool student, he has been one of my favorite teachers, counselors, and confidants. We have a wealth of memories, inside jokes, and well-worn conversation topics. Growing up, he was my biggest advocate, my constant cheerleader, and my rock when the stresses of life overwhelmed me.

Pappy was an amazing earthly example of God’s fatherly love toward his children (Ps 86:5). He protected me (2 Thess 3:3), provided for me (Lk 12:24), patiently instructed me (Ps 25:12), and led our family (Ps 5:8). He did all of these things imperfectly, of course—God is the only perfect Father—but he did them with love, commitment, and diligence. In so many ways, my father is the father I know that your daddy aspires to be for you, just as my mother is the type of mother that I’d love to be.

But my parents are still flawed human beings who aren’t accountable for my walk with Christ. I’m responsible to God for my own obedience. I’m responsible for raising you, not just in the patterns my parents taught me, but in the pattern of Scripture. Their parenting was exemplary in so many ways, but I have an even more exemplary parent to follow in heaven.

And as you grow up in a Christian home with a fantastic grandfather and an even better daddy (says your biased mama), you are going to have to balance your beautiful legacy with your own personal responsibility.

You are the son of two parents who are striving to make a difference in the church. Your daddy is the hardest working man I know and one of the most well-connected men in our city—so much so that if I’m not recognized as “Voddie’s daughter,” I’m certainly known as “Phillip’s wife.” Your mama is planning on sending you to the school where she teaches, and you’ll no doubt be “Jasmine’s son” to more than a few there.

I don’t want you to despise being known as one of us, but I do want you to know that you are created with individual worth and value before the Father. You were not made to bloom in our shadows.

In Psalms, Solomon tells us that children are like arrows in the hands of a mighty warrior (Ps 127:4). Arrows do a warrior no good if they stay in his quiver. They’re made to be launched in battle.

Many people fail to consider that children aren’t meant to remain in the shadows of their parents for the rest of their lives. They’re made to be launched from their homes where they were trained to bring the good news of Christ Jesus to a hurting world.

All of the teaching and training my parents poured into me was for God’s glory. I’m not ultimately a testament of Voddie’s faithfulness, but of God’s. And he intends not for you to be crafted into my image, but into the image of Christ (Rom 8:29).




YOU ARE THE OLDEST CHILD


You are my firstborn son.

Which means you’re a bit of a guinea pig. I’m sorry. But if it makes you feel any better, I know how it feels. I was born in 1990, and my youngest sibling arrived in 2013. His parents are completely different from the bumbling just-turned-twenty-somethings who set out to raise me. They are wiser, more patient, more compassionate, and more directed parents to him than they were to me. Rather than resent him for that, I thank God for the evidence of growth in my parents’ lives. If God had chosen, I could have come into the world in 2013 instead of 1990, but he decided in his glorious purposes that I would be raised by the youngins in all of their zeal.

God’s purpose for you seems to be a similar track. You have the benefit of my energy as well as the handicap of my ignorance. These letters aren’t the how-to of an experienced parent, but the hopes of a first-time mom. As I bungle through these parenting years, you might sometimes wish for a more experienced mama than the one I happen to be, but I’m so very grateful that you don’t have her because she wouldn’t be me.

This is the first time I’ve done this. And while I plan to do the very best I can, I know I will fall short sometimes, just like my parents. But I want to love you with the same fierceness with which I was loved and I want to do my very best to submit that love to the patterns I see in the Scriptures.

I hope you will look back on your young mama with grace. But I also hope that you’ll look back on me and see a firm resolve to love you well. I hope you’ll see some ways that loved you right. I hope you’ll see a quickness to repent of the things that I got wrong.

These letters are not a picture of perfect parenthood. They are not the well-crystalized thoughts of a gray-haired, wizened woman. They are the real-time musings of a millennial mama who just tucked you in your highchair for breakfast and begged you for a kiss. They are the current thoughts of a late twenty-something woman who writes with her laptop propped just under a second-trimester baby bump. They aren’t the oft-trodden pathways of the past, but a hopeful trailblazing into the future. They’re not written for your eyes only, but for the church as well. Not as an expert, but as a layman showing all of her cards.

I ask you for grace in that. I ask them for grace in that. I trust God for grace in that.




YOU ARE A LITTLE BLACK BOY


Just this morning, I watched a video of two cops cuffing a young black man on the side of the road. He hadn’t committed a crime. In fact, he was just sitting in the passenger seat of a car. He was riding with his (white) grandmother and her (white) friend, and the police stopped them because they thought he might be robbing those poor older women.

When they pulled the car over, told him to put his hands in the air, cuffed him, and put him in the back of their squad car, they saw a black man.

When I look at you, I see your brown skin. I see you in the face of the black teenager being cuffed for no reason. I see you when I teach my history class about the murder of Emmett Till. I see you when I hear people talk about black men in a way that questions their worth and humanity.

I see you everywhere.

But that is not the first thing I see when I look at you.

When I look at you, I see my son. I see the little jellybean whose heartbeat heralded more hope than I’d ever known in motherhood. I see the continuation of the family legacy that birthed me. I see the future of a biblical legacy that began before the dawn of time. I see my beautiful, bright-eyed, firstborn son.

I see a little boy full of joy. A tall-for-his age toddler who is friendly, exuberant, and loving. You never meet a stranger. You love to snuggle, blow goodbye kisses, and flirt with any beautiful woman you see. You love to hold my hand while we’re riding in the car and lift up my shirt to kiss your baby brother in my belly. Sometimes, you even wave at my bellybutton, as though he can see you. You love any song with a beat and you’re addicted to Moana. You don’t like to nap without a bed full of stuffed animals and you refuse to go to sleep without first saying goodnight to everyone in the room—especially your mama.

Your brown skin is the same tone as mine, but wrought of a deeper hue like your daddy’s. You are a replica of my baby picture with an obvious dose of Holmes thrown into your mannerisms and personality.

But because of your brown skin, you won’t just be seen as tall for your age. To some, you’ll look like an adult long before you’re grown. Your exuberance will sometimes be mistaken for recklessness, your passion for anger. Your affection will make some people nervous, especially if your flirtation veers in the direction of the wrong white man’s daughter. Your joyous dancing will indicate to some that you’re wild, even threatening. Some people won’t even take the time to get to know your tenderness.





OEBPS/nav.xhtml


    

      Sommaire



      

        		

          Cover

        



        		

          Title Page

        



        		

          Dedication Page

        



        		

          Contents

        



        		

          Foreword

        



        		

          Introduction

        



        		

          1. You Are Mine

        



        		

          2. You Are God's

        



        		

          3. You Are Beautiful

        



        		

          Interlude: I Didn't Know I Was Beautiful

        



        		

          4. You Are American

        



        		

          Interlude: Ode to Langston

        



        		

          5. You Are the Church

        



        		

          6. You Are More Than Your Ethnicity

        



        		

          Interlude: It's Okay to Be Offended

        



        		

          7. You Are a Brother

        



        		

          8. Be a Good Brother to the Sisters

        



        		

          9. Be an Advocate

        



        		

          Interlude: The Time I Almost Unfollowed Someone on Twitter

        



        		

          10. Be a Bridge

        



        		

          Interlude: How to Study and How to Talk

        



        		

          11. You Are a Different Story

        



        		

          Interlude: In Search of Mentorship

        



        		

          12. You Are a New Tribe

        



        		

          Acknowledgments

        



        		

          Notes

        



        		

          Praise for Mother to Son

        



        		

          About the Author

        



        		

          More Titles from InterVarsity Press

        



        		

          Copyright

        



      



    

    

      Pagination de l'édition papier



      

        		

          1

        



        		

          1

        



        		

          2

        



        		

          3

        



        		

          4

        



        		

          5

        



        		

          6

        



        		

          7

        



        		

          8

        



        		

          9

        



        		

          10

        



        		

          11

        



        		

          12

        



        		

          13

        



        		

          14

        



        		

          15

        



        		

          16

        



        		

          17

        



        		

          18

        



        		

          19

        



        		

          20

        



        		

          21

        



        		

          22

        



        		

          23

        



        		

          24

        



        		

          25

        



        		

          26

        



        		

          27

        



        		

          28

        



        		

          29

        



        		

          30

        



        		

          31

        



        		

          32

        



        		

          33

        



        		

          34

        



        		

          35

        



        		

          36

        



        		

          37

        



        		

          38

        



        		

          39

        



        		

          40

        



        		

          41

        



        		

          42

        



        		

          43

        



        		

          44

        



        		

          45

        



        		

          46

        



        		

          47

        



        		

          48

        



        		

          49

        



        		

          50

        



        		

          51

        



        		

          52

        



        		

          53

        



        		

          54

        



        		

          55

        



        		

          56

        



        		

          57

        



        		

          58

        



        		

          59

        



        		

          60

        



        		

          61

        



        		

          62

        



        		

          63

        



        		

          64

        



        		

          65

        



        		

          66

        



        		

          67

        



        		

          68

        



        		

          69

        



        		

          70

        



        		

          71

        



        		

          72

        



        		

          73

        



        		

          74

        



        		

          75

        



        		

          76

        



        		

          77

        



        		

          78

        



        		

          79

        



        		

          80

        



        		

          81

        



        		

          82

        



        		

          83

        



        		

          84

        



        		

          85

        



        		

          86

        



        		

          87

        



        		

          88

        



        		

          89

        



        		

          90

        



        		

          91

        



        		

          92

        



        		

          93

        



        		

          94

        



        		

          95

        



        		

          96

        



        		

          97

        



        		

          98

        



        		

          99

        



        		

          100

        



        		

          101

        



        		

          102

        



        		

          103

        



        		

          104

        



        		

          105

        



        		

          106

        



        		

          107

        



        		

          108

        



        		

          109

        



        		

          110

        



        		

          111

        



        		

          112

        



        		

          113

        



        		

          114

        



        		

          115

        



        		

          116

        



        		

          117

        



        		

          118

        



        		

          119

        



        		

          120

        



        		

          121

        



        		

          122

        



        		

          123

        



        		

          124

        



        		

          125

        



        		

          126

        



        		

          127

        



        		

          128

        



        		

          129

        



        		

          130

        



        		

          131

        



        		

          132

        



        		

          133

        



        		

          134

        



        		

          135

        



        		

          136

        



        		

          137

        



        		

          138

        



        		

          139

        



        		

          140

        



        		

          141

        



        		

          142

        



        		

          143

        



        		

          144

        



        		

          145

        



        		

          146

        



        		

          147

        



        		

          148

        



        		

          150

        



      



    

    

      Guide



      

        		

          Cover

        



        		

          Mother to Son

        



        		

          Start of content

        



        		

          Contents

        



      



    

  

OEBPS/images/TPvine.jpg
% vorEwORD B Jackie itk iy

JASMINE L. HOLMES

'

{ IDENTITY2. HOPE

iVp

An imprint of InterVarsity Press
Downers Grove, lllinois





OEBPS/cover/cover.jpg
FOREWORD BY %M&#%%W
JASMINE L. HOLMES

IDENTITY..z HOPE





