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Praise for A Letter for Every Mother

         

         “Kara and Regan have managed to capture the entire essence of being a mother—the highs, the lows, and everything in between—in this beautiful collection of essays. You will find yourself comforted by the commonalities we all face, and reminded that, even though it doesn’t always feel like it, we’re all on the same side. Motherhood, like the words on these pages, unites us.”

         —Jill Smokler of Scary Mommy,
New York Times bestselling author

         “While one of the most extraordinary experiences, motherhood can be one of the most isolating experiences a woman will ever face. All that most of us want to hear is that we are not alone on this crazy ride—and that is just what A Letter for Every Mother will accomplish. Compiling a collection of stories that every single person in this market will relate to, with a message that each of them craves, is a genius move. I believe this book will sell itself and I can’t wait to see it published.”

         —Tori Grenz, editor of Mamalode

      

   


   
      
         
            For our children:

            Matt and Maggie

            Kendyl, Kaden, Kennedy, and Kelsey

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Foreword

            by Ashley Willis

            Ashley Willis

         

         Motherhood. Doesn’t that word sound kind of funny? It sounds so sterile and formal, and yet, being a mom is anything but that. It’s messy, crazy, exciting, wonderful, laughable, frustrating, tiring, and so much more all rolled into one. It’s sticky hands, clogged toilets, dances in the rain, goose eggs on foreheads, and lots of tickles. It’s bringing home a bad report card but making the winning touchdown on the same day. It’s teenage angst mixed with heartfelt conversations over dinner. It’s eating breakfast together and laughing until milk pours out your nostrils. It’s your toddler spilling his drink for the 4,557th time. It’s terrifying, magical, and magnificent. It’s exhausting in the best way. It’s an ongoing, work-in-progress kind of calling like nothing else on earth. That’s real motherhood.

         There are lots of us mommies out there, and yet we sometimes feel so alone in our mothering. Why is that? I think most of us are afraid. We’re scared that we are the only ones whose kids aren’t hitting the milestones. We hide our faces and cringe as our children seem to be the only kids who don’t sit quietly in the shopping cart while we shop for groceries. We cry alone in our pantries and tell ourselves that we aren’t cut out to be good moms, and then we dry our eyes and put on a smile for the friends coming over for dinner. When asked if we are okay, we’ll say yes, but inside our hearts, we know that’s not the truth and wonder if we’re the only moms who are struggling.

         Sweet Mama, you are not the only one. Every mom experiences struggles and triumphs. It’s part of the beautiful calling of motherhood, and that is exactly why A Letter for Every Mother is a must-read. Both writers as well as mothers, Regan Long and Kara Lawler share their heartfelt thoughts and experiences through honest words and insightful perspective. In a collection of letters, Long and Lawler address motherhood and the various seasons we all go through as moms head-on.

         With letters like “Dear Crying Baby,” “Dear Friend: You Are Enough,” and “To THAT Family,” Long and Lawler magnificently weave humor and heart throughout their sincere and poignant testimonies to motherhood. They even address specific mom experiences in letters like “To the Mom of the Autistic Child.” As seasoned bloggers who have written numerous viral posts for the Huffington Post, Scary Mommy, and other publications, Long and Lawler join forces to utilize their undoubted writing talent and their personal experiences of motherhood to encourage every mom, no matter the circumstance.

         One of my favorite letters in the book is “To the Mom on the Sidelines at the Water Park.” This letter explores how one mom, Lawler, chooses to stay on the sidelines and refuses to put on a swimsuit because in her mind, her body isn’t good enough. She’s embarrassed, frustrated, and feels inadequate. As she is standing there watching her little one play in the splash area, another mother catches her eye. Lawler is struck by the sheer joy beaming from this mom’s face as she splashes around—uninhibited by the swimsuit she wears on her unchiseled body—with her kids and others all around. I love how Lawler goes on to describe her feelings in that moment:

         “I admired her and felt ashamed and stupid for sitting on the sidelines, covered up while my husband played with our kids. So I jumped up and ran into the water sprinklers to play with my kids. And as my clothing became soaked, I laughed at how silly I was for not wearing my bathing suit. I even said this to the mom at the water park. She smiled and said, ‘It’s okay. I understand.’ We shared a knowing look, the look women share when we really understand one another. And I felt at peace, for the moment, with my body.”

         I love her transparency. She took words right out of my mind and heart that I have been too afraid to admit. That is precisely why I believe this book is a tremendous blessing for any mom who has been feeling “less than” or too afraid to admit she has been struggling for a long time.

         Sweet Mama, we NEED this. We need honest conversation. We need to know that we aren’t alone. We need to hear other mothers say they have been there, too, and they got through it.

         Reading A Letter for Every Mother is like having a cup of coffee with a friend. It will perk you up and make you smile, but it will also move you to tears and give you the reassurance and encouragement you so desperately need to receive. Long and Lawler have created something extra special with A Letter for Every Mother. As a wife and mother of four little boys, and a blogger myself, I know that life can be super crazy at times. I loved reading these letters at the end of a hectic day—when I thought for sure that I had blown it—and finding that another mom had been there, too. Reader, you are certainly in for a treat with this book. So dive in, open your heart, and know that you are a valued part of the tribe on this amazing journey through motherhood.
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         Come, Be in Our Tribe
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         With arms wide open, I open my door. The lights are on. Come, be in my tribe.

         New mom, exhausted from an infant who doesn’t sleep and needing rest, come, knock on my door. I can hold her while you sleep; it’s nice and quiet in my guest room. I promise: This does get better, even though it feels like it never will. I’ve been there. I want to help you. Come, be in my tribe.

         Working mom, with the career of your dreams, I know you sometimes feel rushed to get the kids after work. Let me pick them up for you and when you’re finished with the meeting, swing by and get them. Come, be in my tribe.

         Your youngest child is headed off to college in another month. Let’s talk about your experiences. How did you do it? Sometimes, the days seem so long. Can you help me figure this all out? I need your advice. Please. Come, be in my tribe.

         Stay-at-home mom, I know you mostly love being at home, but, sometimes, I think you crave a minute alone. I can take them to the park while you finally drink your cup of coffee, in peace. Really, I’m going to the park anyway. Come, be in my tribe.

         Coworker with no kids of her own, I know it’s loud and messy here, but I really love it when you stop over. I can make you a pumpkin spiced latte and we can talk about the books you’ve been reading. Come, be in my tribe.

         Your maternity leave is over, so stop in if you can on your way to work. I will have chocolate and tissues waiting here for you, tied together with a turquoise bow. This day will be hard, but chocolate always makes me feel better. Come, be in my tribe.

         Neighbor, sweet neighbor, I love how you enjoy my kids and how you look at me knowingly, with the soft smile of a grandmother. You tell me how quickly it all goes and I partially know, because my small children are growing so fast. I need your wisdom. Come, be in my tribe.

         Former student, not a mom and maybe never a mom—the choice is all yours. My daughter loves to climb into your lap with her book. I think I can help you with papers and stories and life. And maybe you could help me remember that while I’m a mother and a wife, I was a teacher first. Come, be in my tribe.

         Single mom, raising your kids and being on duty 24/7, I can take your son with mine for ice cream after baseball practice since your daughter has dance at the same time. Would that help? Come, be in my tribe.

         Mom of two, whose husband is deployed, come and eat dinner with my family. It’s the least we can do for your family’s service. I’m really not much of a cook, but we could order a pizza and cut some fresh lettuce from my garden for a salad. Come, be in my tribe.

         Women. Mothers. Friends. Sisters. Aunts. Grandmothers. Nieces. Cousins. It can be hard to find your tribe with true friends who surround you. But maybe it doesn’t have to be hard? Let’s come together. Let’s be good to one another. It’s really that simple. Reach out to one another. Come, start your tribe. Come, join my tribe. Come, be in my tribe.

      

   


   
      
         For the Mom Starting Over

         
            [image: ]

         

         As we embrace a new year and a new season, what is one of the first things we do? We think of all the things we want to change or improve in our lives. We review and scrutinize all of the previous years’ (or seasons’) mistakes and shortcomings, sometimes embarrassed or pretending they didn’t even happen, and try to see them from our own perspective, rather than what is reality.

         Nevertheless, it’s a time when almost all of us revisit, review, and often criticize the choices we’ve made, where we have been, or maybe the places we have not yet traveled. This can be both a constructive and a demeaning ritual that we find ourselves practicing as each year draws to a close and a new year is blossoming right before us.

         As mothers, we find ourselves thinking, I wish I had more patience. Why do I lose my temper so often? I wish I would have spent more time with my children. Why didn’t I follow through with the outings and trips I had planned for our family? I wish I wouldn’t have said no so often and tried to listen a little more closely. Why have I not set a better example for my children in practicing what I preach?

         I wish, I wish, I wish…Why, why, why…We can keep beating ourselves up with these same questions as we play them over and over again in our heads or simply try to block them out and convince ourselves that we rock; we’re the best mothers ever and make no mistakes. But the truth of the matter is, it doesn’t change…any of it. Our past is nothing more than a story. Once we fully realize this, it loses its power over us. Accept it, learn from it, and move on. Trust me, it will be the best thing for both you and your children. There are far better things ahead than any we leave behind.

         As we move into a new season, I’ve listed twelve aspirations to aim for as we continue to grow throughout the new year. If you are anything like me, you will fail miserably, possibly several times, at the tasks below, but pray to God you come out of it a better parent. One awesome thing we do have on our side is that every second of every day is a chance for us to start again. There are just days we choose to give up, give in, throw in the towel, choose to believe it’s a bad day versus some bad moments. Instead, we need to pick ourselves up, dust ourselves off, and try again…right then, right there.

         After all, this is a new year. A new season. A new start. With endless possibilities.

         
	Forgive yourself, forgive your children for their mistakes, and forgive your partner for his mistakes. After examining and making peace with them, move on. We can’t start the next chapter of our lives while we keep rereading the last one.

            	Think twice before letting “No” jump out of your mouth. The past cannot be changed, forgotten, edited, or erased…it simply must be accepted. So many of those “No’s” could easily have been a “Yes” if we would have only stopped and taken an extra two minutes.

            	Take a deep breath and slowly count to three. Remember, patience is a virtue. Patience is a virtue. I’m so grateful for the saying that every saint has a past and every sinner has a future. Thank You, God. There is still hope for me.

            	Remember, actions speak louder than words. Be the example of this.

            	Let your kids know you’re human. They need to know that Mommy isn’t a superhero…well, not all the time, anyway. Mommy makes mistakes. Mommy messes up. Mommy does things and says things that she wishes she hadn’t. But Mommy also learns from her mistakes. She tries harder the next time. She doesn’t give up. Mommy cries; she hurts and she has feelings, just like everybody else. It’s important for your children to know this. So show them, or maybe on occasion reveal to them, this side of Mommy. Trust me, they will love you even more for it.

            	Let loose and be a kid, with your kid, every once in a while. You might have more fun than you think.

            	The dishes are stacked, the laundry is piled up, and dinner needs cooking, I understand that these tasks can’t wait forever, although I think it’s a wise decision to let them temporarily take a backseat at times, depending on the day and the attention your children need. But why not include your children in your chores? Even if it’s just for a couple of minutes, let them dry a dish, put a bowl away, help “throw” the clothes into the washer, or, my kids’ favorite: “push the button.” And all children love to help stir and pour in, to be the assistant chef. But most of all, they just want to feel important and feel included.

            	You can never have too many dance parties, you can never check on your children too many times throughout the night (no matter how old they are), you can never laugh too often, and you can never love too hard. Let yourself overdo some of these overdoable things. Once the moment is gone, it’s gone.

            	When you start your day off exhausted, not showered (again), unorganized, and feeling like you’re going to crumble to pieces, take five minutes to pull yourself together. Lock yourself in the bathroom, hide in the closet, stay an extra five minutes in the car (alone). Take some deep breaths. Regroup as best you can. And if you’re like me, thinking to yourself that you’re already running late to work and don’t have those long, extra five minutes, then make sure to take them as soon as you can, when time allows. You’ll be amazed by all that can be accomplished in five minutes after having a baby!

            	Each one of us has something in life that keeps us going, that keeps us looking forward to another day. Remember who your “somethings” are. Tell them that. Show them that. Then repeat again and again and again.

            	Say “I love you” until you think you’ve worn it out (which I hope for you will be never). A child can never be told that you love them too often. But don’t forget to not only tell them this, but to also show them. Reread #4 and realize how critical it is that these go hand in hand.

            	Be good to you. Love yourself enough to take a small amount of time out of each day to breathe, to just “be.” Trust me, you deserve it more than you think. And you know what? You might just be a better parent for it tomorrow.

         

Look at this new season as a rebirth. Create the version of you that you want to be. You have a blank page before you. So write a good one.

      

   


   
      
         To the Mother-to-Be Who Hates Pregnancy
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         Day after day, week after week, month after month. And yes, pound after pound. This journey continues.

         It seems that as soon as I’m able to clear one hurdle, a new one surfaces. It is safe to say that I have made it out of the dreadful series of several months of headaches that would spike and turn into migraines, leaving me trying to function on a daily basis while not being able to hold my head up.

         And yes, I should be thanking my lucky stars that I am not spending my days thinking that I need to have a garbage can or a bathroom within arm’s reach.

         However, the baby is now lying upon my sciatic nerve, which, at times, leaves me paralyzed in pain.

         My breathing is heavier, as I have put on a decent amount of weight and the baby is pressing up against my lungs. There are days when I feel at least a decade older than I actually am.

         I look at myself in the mirror and at times all I see is everything big and out of place that shouldn’t be. Pregnancy is a growing process, and it seems that every other inch of me is trying to keep up with this continual development.

         The daily concerned comments of, “Oh, you poor thing. You look terrible. Just exhausted. How are you even feeling?” Or one of my favorites that I receive in public: “Oh, my, look at you! You must be due any day now, right?” And I prepare myself for the jaw-dropping look I’ll get when I tell them how much time I actually have left.

         Selfishly, I miss my once-toned, muscular, fit body that now has officially turned to fatigued, soft rolls, and thickness…everywhere.

         I laugh, I pee. I sneeze, I pee. I cough, I pee. Yes, it’s just what I do.

         I will be delivering at the very end of the summer. Need I say more?

         As I never know which personality or mood is going to spring up from hour to hour, I mercilessly beg that this roller-coaster ride will fast-forward to a safe and healthy end. But as reality overtakes me, I am brought back to the fact that I have four months to clamber on.

         My feet drag some days. On others, I find that they stomp, as only a two-year-old would do. And to keep pushing through my evenings past dinnertime, seems as if I am trying to finish the last leg of a marathon.

         I find myself laughing and crying at the same time, and, on occasion, I’m not even really sure why.

         Sleep. Such a beautiful word. Unfortunately, one that I can’t use positively in my vocabulary. I learned after my first pregnancy that I had entered a matter of decades of this being a luxury of the past. If I’m not up with one of the other children crying for Mommy, I’m up to pee every other hour. Sadly, going to the bathroom twenty times a day has become nothing less than a chore.

         But then…struggle after struggle, day after day, hour after hour, what is the one, or should I say several, saving graces that get me through all of this?

         I catch myself smiling as I feel her kick and spin at the most unexpected times, and I’m once again reminded that life is inside me. For this being my fourth go at being pregnant, the novelty has yet to wear off.

         I get to see my children ever so gently place their hands around my stomach while they kiss, touch, and talk to this new tiny person that will soon be joining us.

         To see how much they already love her certainly may be one of my favorite parts of this entire experience.

         I think of the captivating, life-changing, pivotal moment when they will lay her on my chest. To think I get to experience this most empowering ecstasy again…of my bringing a life into this world, is simply incredible.

         I think of listening to the sounds when my baby will eat, of holding her close while she nurses. To call it bonding time is a colossal understatement. The irreproducible sounds of her taking the tiniest gulps of nourishment while being soothed and pleased is purely endearing, to say the least.

         I think of holding and snuggling my baby as she lies on my chest, curled into my neck, while she takes the most delicate, tiny breaths into my ear. Again, a sound that could make a mother’s heart beat right through her chest; a sound so precious and distinct, it’s as if God’s breath is still apparent upon this heavenly sent angel.

         I think of the time her eyes will lock with mine, as soon as she will be able to clearly focus them, and to see, for the first time…the person in this world who would walk to the ends of the earth for her. The moment she actually meets and discovers Mommy.

         I think of the time she will outstretch her delicate hand to wrap her tiny fingers around my own.

         I think of the time she will cry for me, and although my body and mind will be physically and mentally drained, I will rush to her because it will already be instinct to answer her call.

         I think of getting the comments about glowing and beaming with pride, looking past the wrinkles, gray hair, and bags under my eyes that will surely be visible. And how my never-ending love for this new, perfect little person will outshine everything. All of these hardships are only temporary, and although at times they seem never-ending, they amount to such a short lapse of time compared to the decades, God willing, that I will get to spend with her and watch her grow.

         I think that no matter how tough of a pregnancy I have endured, and no matter what remarks I have irritably stated at the end of never going through this again, it is a matter of days after delivering that my body yearns for this experience all over again.

         Each day brings a new humbling yet exalting experience.

         How is it possible that I am distressed and delighted at the very same time? How is it that as I find myself ready to crumble and feel so heavily burdened, I am snapped back to reality and understand the blessing that has been bestowed upon me?

         The answer is simple: I am experiencing one of life’s greatest miracles. I was chosen out of the other billions of women on this earth to be this little girl’s mother.

      

   


   
      
         To My Fellow Struggling Mothers
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         There are days when everyone needs and wants to be held and there isn’t a second I can find to myself. At all times, one of the children in the group is either unhappy, throwing a tantrum, crying, or shrieking. And I think, Please, go play. Mommy needs a break. Just two minutes to myself. I can’t hold you right now. My arms are about to break.

         I know some day I will want each moment back that I took for granted—and be begging for the opportunity to chase one of my children down, to have them let me hold them at all.
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