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introduction


If you’ve picked up this book, chances are, you and I share two characteristics. First, we’re both moms. This common identity fills our lives with color and vibrancy. Despite the stress, being a mom is one of the primary sources of our zest, our buoyancy, our resilience. Second, we both happen to be, for one reason or another, going it alone as parents. This is not a commentary on our parenting ability or success or even an implied negative. Based on your own personal experiences with the “single” part of parenting, though, chances are, you can testify to additional pressures and complications that moms working alongside supportive husbands might never experience.


Our children, circumstances, temperaments, backgrounds, and outlooks vary as much as those of any moms. We get by with a GED or enjoy the advantages of a PhD, tread water to maintain a stable living standard or float along with relative ease.


And the reasons for our singleness vary also. We range from divorcées (with varying custody arrangements); to widows; to never-married women who have entered motherhood through pregnancy, adoption, guardianship, or foster-parenting; to single grandmothers, aunts, or sisters bearing shared or sole responsibility for children. And the list goes on.


My number one goal in this book is to relate to you as mom to mom. I’ll use observations and personal stories, both from my own childhood and from my experiences as a mother and grandmother. Since I make no attempt to provide in these meditations a composite picture of me, I feel it only fair to explain myself briefly. I’m the single adoptive mother of three grown daughters: Amanda (husband Doug), Angela (ex-husband Walter), and Khristina. Walter has custody of his and Angle’s three children: Walter Jr., Rebecca, and Tavis.


My experiences parenting three daughters, all adopted at older ages and carrying the scars of earlier trauma, will appear in snippets as they connect to the topic at hand. Even when the particulars of my anecdotes and examples don’t fit your circumstances exactly, our shared-mom factor will bind us together and touch you at a meaningful level.


I’ve provided a brief summary statement (“Take Away”) at the end of each weekday’s meditation—something to carry with you throughout your day, possibly during those otherwise-idle moments while you’re sitting in traffic or waiting to pick up a child. The Saturday material offers you an opportunity to “Wrap Up” the points you’ve read and pondered during the week: an invitation to review the five “Take Away,” a chance to “Tuck Away” an additional encouraging Scripture verse related to each of them, and a “Give Away” for each day—a suggestion for how you might pass along insights from the week to other single mothers with whom you might cross paths.


God bless you, Mom!




Mother’s love is peace. It need not be acquired; it need not be deserved.


Erich Fromm
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Enough


Do You Want to Know a Secret?


This is the day the LORD has made; let us rejoice and be glad in it.


Psalm 118:24


When I was a teenager, my mom would occasionally purchase a giant chocolate bar—the kind with the bite-size rectangular portions—for a Sunday-afternoon treat. The operative word here is a, as in a candy bar—to be savored by a family of nine. I always tried to suck slowly, but found this taste teaser exasperating.


My life as a single mom at times reminds me of that chocolate chunk. My circumstances aren’t always, or necessarily, bad, but pleasures and feel-good times can seem few and short-lived. What about you? Are you a chocoholic, someone who’d love to sit and savor (uninterrupted) a whole luscious bar? When a luxury or break comes your way, would you prefer more than “just one’?


The apostle Paul was single, and his life was anything but easy (check out 2 Corinthians 11:23-29). But Paul had, and shared, a life-changing secret: “I know what it is to be in need, and I know what it is to have plenty. I have learned the secret of being content in any and every situation” (Philippians 4:12).


As we grow in grace, we learn to appreciate the little things of life: the satisfaction of a good soak and a great book as a day winds down, the plash of a fish disturbing the surface of an otherwise placid lake, the waft of a sudden breeze on a humid afternoon, a successful shopping spree, the first crooked smile of an infant. “I can’t believe I ate the whole thing” represents far less satisfaction than the unexpected joy, following a simple pleasure, of “Life is sweet. What a great sample I just got to taste!”


My Provider, you pour out sweet moments and generous helping of your goodness every day. Help me first to notice and then to savor them. Prevent me from rating your gifts as small or large, and continue to catch me unawares with your freebie surprises. Amen.


Take Away: I am content with God’s minigraces.



Vicissitudes


God’s Word for Your Day


Do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry about itself. Each day has enough trouble of its own.


Matthew 6:34


“I need a word, Dad,” I reminded. My ninth-grade teacher had given us the assignment of coming to school each day equipped with a new word to share. I accepted the challenge with enthusiasm, and Dad never let me down. At the dinner table each evening I received an addition to my cache, complete with an impromptu definition. It’s been thirty-some years, but I still recall the first two nuggets Dad gave me to broaden my verbal horizon: facetious and geniality.


Another word came as a bonus. Dad included this gem regularly in his table prayers, and we kids figured out the definition from the context. Vicissitudes are circumstances, ups and downs, unforeseen challenges. They’re all about change, uncertainty, vulnerability, lack of control.


As a single mom your life is likely full of vicissitudes. I know mine is. Three daughters, a son-in-law, an ex-son-in-law with custody of my three grandchildren, financial concerns, fibromyalgia, a demanding profession, and the physical needs of a house older than I—all take their toll. But even when life feels like a roller-coaster ride, when we find ourselves lurching through the drama of every day, God gives us the capacity to enjoy the rolls and pitches, to close our tired eyes through the tunnels, and to land on our feet, perhaps even ready for another go-around, at the end of the ride.


Jesus doesn’t need to offer us a word for each day; one word from him is enough for a lifetime! It’s not a difficult word, either—you’ve known it most of your life, though its meaning deepens as you daily grow in wisdom: sufficient, as in “My grace is sufficient for you, for my power is made perfect in weakness” (2 Corinthians 12:9). God’s Word and his love are sufficient—more than enough to meet and overcome today’s vicissitudes.


Help me Father, to meet each vicissitude with a generous helping of your daily basking in the reality of your constants, loving presence. Amen.


Take way: With God’s help, I can overcome today’s vicissitudes.



Pedigree


“Just Regular Human”


To all who received him, to those who believed in his name, he gave the right to become children of God—children born not of natural descent, nor of human decision or a husband’s will, but born of God.


John 1:12-13


Several years ago my preadolescent adopted daughter announced with satisfaction to dinner guests that she was “half Indian.” “That’s neat,” was the polite response, “and what about the other half?” Angie had already expressed the one distinction in which she took the most pride, but if the question gave her pause, she quickly recovered, neatly packaging together every other aspect of her awakening self-image: “Just regular human, I guess.”


We humans enter the world equipped with an uncanny compulsion to niche ourselves. I, for instance, am a female, an adult, a never-married, a mom, a grandma, a working woman, an optimist, an introvert, a right-brainer and right-hander, a “have” (in comparison to many), and an American.


Only one distinction, though, sets us apart in an eternally meaningful way. We teach it to our children but then fail to remember it for ourselves: “If anybody asks you who you are, tell them you’re a child of God.” In those times when you might feel alone—and even think you deserve your isolation—remember that you’re royalty, a daughter and adopted heir of the Creator-Father of the universe. With Jesus, whatever your station or complicated state of life, you’re a bona fide, pedigreed child of the King. As such, you can afford to lift your head high as you go about your daily round of activity, just being you.


And you’re in an ideal position to pass along this assurance to other “regular humans,” like your kids. They may struggle to discover who they are, but God’s paternal commitment to them, and you, is without restraint or condition.


My Abba, you created me marvelously regular and then called me to be irregular, extraordinary, special—yet not me exclusively. Your love knows neither bounds nor boundaries. I love you, Daddy! Amen.


Take Away: I’m royalty, a daughter of the King.



Anticipated but Unexpected


Your Will Be Done


Do not conform any longer to the pattern of this world, but be transformed by the renewing of your mind. Then you will be able to test and approve what God’s will is—his good, pleasing and perfect will.


Romans 12:2


I had waited almost ten agonizing years for the adoption of a second child, and I wanted resolution. To impress God with my sincere impatience, I expressed myself emphatically: “I yearn. I crave. I need. Get it, God?” But four hard-hitting words kept walloping me: “YOUR … WILL … BE … DONE!” Ouch! I could hear the gavel reverberate with each syllable.


Then God in his good will began to do a number on me. No thanks to my own willpower, I began to mellow. I recognized that not being given another child might be “for my good” (my short definition of God’s intentions for me) rather than “for my own good” (that highly negative catchall I learned as a kid undergoing discipline). Ironically, at that very point God acted. I awoke one morning unaccountably excited, certain the awaited announcement would come soon. I was sharing my exhilaration with a coworker when the phone rang. Frustrated at so mundane an intrusion, I forced my thoughts back onto a business track. I should have known: the caller was my social worker, informing me that a nine-year-old was “waiting for me” to adopt her.


Ever since then I’ve been able to view this long-awaited adoption not as God’s reluctant concession but as his slow—yet perfectly timed—working out of his will. Despite my anticipation that day, his surprise granting of my dream was somehow unexpected. And it was for me a sure confirmation I have repeatedly grasped when misgivings might otherwise rock my shaky confidence. What “fluke” of blessing or surprise timing of events has comforted you? Can you trace God’s finger in it?


Thank you, Father, that my circumstances aren’t willy-nilly. With your help I can center myself, give up the struggle, and snuggle in the inner core of your will. Let those four wonderful words be my credo today and, at last, my swan song: Your will be done. Amen.


Take Away: Trusting in God’s will, instead of holding on to mine, brings blessings beyond imagination.



Teaching Compassion


Will the Angels Let Me Play?


Above all else, guard your heart, for it is the wellspring of life.


Proverbs 4:23


When I was two years old, I had a favorite doll. This dolly was significantly disabled (at some point her head had become detached from her body and was now missing). My love for her was solidly based on compassion.
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