










[image: Image]









A FIRESIDE BOOK



Published by Simon & Schuster




New York London Toronto Sydney Singapore












[image: Image]

FIRESIDE

Rockefeller Center

1230 Avenue of the Americas

New York, NY 10020

Visit us on the World Wide Web:

http://www.SimonSays.com

Copyright © 2001 by Jones Broadcast Programming, Inc., and Delilah

All rights reserved, including the right of reproduction in whole or in part in any form.

FIRESIDE and colophon are registered trademarks of Simon & Schuster Inc.

ISBN-10: 0-7432-1331-9
ISBN-13: 978-0-7432-1331-8






Acknowledgments

T here are so many people I want to thank for helping to take this book from dream to reality: Tami Mutal and Jean Lange, who collected, sorted, and organized our listeners’ letters; Dave Newton, who had to deal with my occasional tirades as we worked through each poem, each letter, each story together; our editor, Nicole Diamond, who sought us out and proposed that I write a book, and had the dedication and tenacity to see it through.

I also want to thank Ken Spitzer and Mike McVay, who took me from unemployment (after I was fired from my twelfth station) into national radio; and Edie Hilliard, Jim LaMarca, and the people at Jones Broadcast Programming, who bought the show from Ken and Mike and grew our network from twelve stations to over two hundred.

There are two people I owe so much to: my wonderful husband, Doug, and my producer, friend, and confidant, Janey. Without Doug’s love and support I would not be able to have this wonderful career in radio and I would not have been able to set the baby down long enough to type a single page of this book. His commitment to me and the kids allows me to do so many things. And without Janey and our assistant producer, Peter Ward, there would be no radio show, since, in reality, they do most of the work and I get all the glory.

Finally I want to thank God. Because of His grace, His mercy, and His undying love, I am here today. I have been blessed beyond measure. 










To my Doug

and our kids,

Sonny, Manny, Tangi, TJ,

Shaylah, and Zachariah —

with all my love 








To everything there is a season,

And a time to every purpose under heaven:

A time to be born, and a time to die;

A time to plant, and a time to pull up what is planted;

A time to kill, and a time to heal;

A time to break down, and a time to build up;

A time to weep, and a time to laugh;

A time to mourn, and a time to dance;

A time to cast away stones, and a time to

   gather stones together;

A time to embrace, and a time to refrain from embracing;

A time to get, and a time to lose;

A time to keep; and a time to cast away;

A time to rend, and a time to sew;

A time to keep silence, and a time to speak;

A time to love, and a time to hate;

A time of war, and a time of peace.

ECCLESIASTES 3:1–8






Introduction

Icome from a long line of gift givers. My grandpa Mac is in his eighties. He has a pacemaker and he weighs less than one of my young teenagers, but you can’t leave his house empty handed. When someone stops by to visit, whether it’s family or a casual friend he met at his cancer support group, they leave laden with gifts. He’ll go to the pantry and pull down a bag of dried beans he raised before his health failed him, or fill a sack with sweet corn in the summer—he still keeps a small garden plot next to the house. When I was growing up he and Grandma kept a huge garden, an orchard, and a few head of cattle. 

At least six species of berries grew on their little farm. When you drove away after a visit your backseat and your trunk were filled to the brim with crunchy apples, sweet peas, huge heads of cabbage, snap beans, tender sweet carrots, and a few steaks from the deep freeze. If Grandpa had gone fishing early that day, you’d leave with a fresh salmon or a trout packed in a Styrofoam cooler on the seat next to you.

My father’s family was much the same. They gardened, fished, and dug clams almost every day. When Grandpa Luke wasn’t out on the water he was working in his wood shop; he was a master craftsman. He turned out glorious handmade myrtle-wood bowls, platters, and candleholders.

While he worked amidst the curled wood shavings, my grandmother was in the house crocheting. Granted, her color schemes left something to be desired, but us grandkids always had a new hat to wear on the always chilly Oregon beach, a new comforter to throw on our beds. My family wasn’t rich, but they always had something to give to others.

As I got older I discovered I didn’t enjoy the carful of corn nearly as much as the time spent with Grandma Mac in the garden while she picked it. I rarely wore Grandma Luke’s orange-and-lime-green stocking caps, but I loved to watch her fingers fly as she made them. I discovered it wasn’t the gift nearly as much as the time that went into it that really mattered. 

Over the years, I have received some wonderful gifts: extravagant bouquets of yellow roses, cut crystal bowls, lead-glass clocks. I’ve won awards and plaques and gift certificates to exquisite restaurants. But the most precious gifts I’ve been given are less tangible—the gifts of time I’ve been granted by God, time spent with those I love.

And they haven’t all been pleasant times. The lessons I have learned from times of struggle, times of confusion, and times of pain have all been gifts that have helped me to become who I am.

The times I’ve spent alone have helped me to appreciate the true gifts of marriage, family, friendship, and motherhood. Time spent with my children, my grandparents, my mother, my brothers and sisters, my husband, and my friends is far sweeter as a result. Even time spent with a complete stranger, connecting in some small way, is a beautiful gift worth treasuring.

When I was in my twenties I was driven by ambition. I felt a need to prove myself to my strict, demanding father and to others whose approval was vital to me. I wanted to succeed, and I worked hard at my job. But in the difficult and capricious world I chose, it matters little how hard you work or how good you are at what you do. The average stay of an “air personality” at any one radio station can be as brief as eighteen months. In other words, you get fired a lot, and I was no exception. In fact, I’ve contributed generously to that statistic.

It took years, and more than a few mistakes, before I really, truly realized the value of time and how important it is to spend it wisely, to invest it. I began to understand that the things we most treasure are not necessarily thingsat all. I heard a man named Mike McKorkle speak one day, and the gist of his talk was this: In the end, there will be only two questions God will ask you. What did you do with me? And what did you do with the people I put in your life? He’ll want to know if you loved them. Did you care for them? Did you spend time with them? These questions still burn in my heart.

So, my house is usually something of a disaster. I would much rather invest time watching my infant son learn to pull himself up into the kitchen drawers than organize them. I would rather watch my daughter create wonderful works of art for our refrigerator than hang the collection that’s been stored in my attic forever.

I love spending time with my husband, talking about everything and nothing. Sometimes, when the kids are in school and we can find a baby-sitter for the two younger ones, we go out on a date for lunch or walk along the beach near our home. I value these gifts of time far more than the little gold earrings he gave me for Christmas.

I love spending time with my sister and her family. I’d rather spend an afternoon in her cozy backyard having a picnic than going to a movie or a Broadway play . . . well, maybe I could go to the picnic and then to the play!

The sad thing about these gifts of time is, we often don’t recognize them for what they are until the moment is past. We don’t savor the moment, the hour, the week until years later, when it might be too late to acknowledge the gift.

I have a friend who is also in radio. She got a phone call one night from a lonely young woman who had been kicked out of her parents’ home some years past. The woman said something profound: “If I had known it was my last night at home, I would have enjoyed it more.” How often do you feel that way?

If I had known it was my last time talking with my brother on the phone, just before his plane crashed, would I have enjoyed the conversation more? Would I have said something that needed saying? If I had known how fast my children would grow, would I have enjoyed the hours watching them sleep more? Would I have spent more time walking with them through the woods looking for imaginary wild animals, and less time ordering them to clean their rooms?

Time is, at its core, a gift of love. Every night on the radio, I encourage my listeners: “Love someone.” One of the easiest ways to show someone how much you love them is to give them your time. The time we spend with others, the small moments we share in our busy lives, are the most precious gifts we can give or receive.

But even more important, you must know that time is always passing. When you fully understand this, you’ll never let a moment of it get away from you without making sure you’re caught in the act of giving love to someone. It can’t wait until tomorrow.

This book is my gift of time and love to you. I hope it will help you to become more alert and watchful, to recognize the gifts you are given as they arrive, moment by moment, and to use them, savor them now, today. The more watchful you are, the more alive you’ll be, and the more vivid and sweet will be the memories you’ll have, to keep.

When you see an opportunity to share your time with others—your parents, your children, or the stranger you run into on the street—I hope you’ll embrace it passionately, giving your time freely and enjoying it to the fullest. My hope is that this book will inspire you to worry less, perhaps work less, organize less, and spend more time connecting with the people in your life, giving of yourself and showing them your love.

If you knew this were your last day, what would you do?
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Ihave to wonder. Did Eve give any thought to us, her daughters of decades to come, when she decided that foolish apple was something she just had to have? With a garden full of pineapples and pomegranates and papayas and passion fruit, why did she go for that which was forbidden? The Bible reports that after she heard that delectable crunch, tasted the sweet fruit, felt the juice running down her chin, there were, shall we say, a few unpleasantnesses. One of my least favorites of these is this: “To the woman He said, ‘I will greatly multiply your pain in childbirth, in pain you will bring forth children.’ ”

I have heard people say that if childbirth’s pain were not erased from our memories, there would never be brothers or sisters, just “only children.” If we women could remember the sensations of labor and delivery, we’d sleep alone and wear chastity belts for the rest of our natural lives. Victoria’s Secret would go out of business. I wouldn’t have a job playing sappy, romantic, sexy love songs on the radio.

I believe Bill Cosby understood the process well when he suggested men imagine what a woman goes through in childbirth this way: “Take your lower lip . . . and pull it up over your head.”

Some things get easier—even better—as we age. Like sewing or cooking, crocheting or gardening. But certainly not childbirth. At twenty-four I modeled . . . right into my fifth month of pregnancy. I worked in the yard and in the garden until a week before my son was born. I took long walks and swam every other day.

At thirty-four I got a little more tired, but still I managed to sand and refinish our hardwood floors in my eighth month, and I took my son camping in the woods, too.

I noticed a few varicose veins on my legs when I was carrying my daughter, but still felt sexy enough to pose for pregnancy pictures in a gauzy white maternity shirt. And little else.

I delivered Shaylah at eleven-fifteen at night. I was released from the hospital less than ten hours later to go home and snuggle. I was up and dressed for church the following day. Like I said, that was at thirty-four.

At thirty-nine I wanted to sleep. And eat. And sleep some more. And eat some more. That’s all I wanted to do. I was as big in my fifth month as I had been when I delivered the other two . . . looking at me, you would have thought I was carrying a twenty-pound baby. The once-few varicose veins on my legs now looked like an L.A. freeway map. Complications developed and I had to stay in bed the last five weeks. Which wasn’t so bad, since all I wanted to do was eat and sleep.

Nursing a baby at my fortieth birthday party was something I had absolutely never dreamed of doing. My goddaughter—my best friend’s little girl—came to my party. With her boyfriend. Wearing a promise ring. She’s off to college and I’m nursing a baby.

But even with the hemorrhoids, L.A. freeway veins, sagging breasts, stretch marks, fat stomach, and flabby bum I’ve developed as a result of childbirth, I have only one regret: I didn’t experience the honor of the horror of birth with the three kids we’ve adopted.

Still, when I get to heaven I am definitely having a talk with Eve about that fruit thing.
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When I was four years old my family lived in a rented farmhouse in the Oregon countryside. Our landlords, the Mikuleckys, had a collection of old cars and trucks and farm equipment standing around, rusting in the wet Northwest weather.

There was an antique Model A Ford sitting halfway between their house and ours. It was off-limits to us kids. Their son planned to restore it one day and didn’t want us climbing in and out of it, doing further damage to the already dilapidated automobile.

It was late at night, or at least it seemed late to a four-year-old, and I was fresh out of a hot bath. My mom came to tuck me into bed, and I reached for Kissy Baby, my one and only doll.

She wasn’t there on my bed. She was not in the little cradle my father had made. She was not in the bathroom, nor was she on the couch. She was nowhere to be found. I couldn’t sleep without Kissy in bed with me. I sobbed hysterically as my folks frantically searched for my precious doll.

Suddenly I remembered where I had last seen Kissy—in the backseat of the old Ford. The old rusting Model A. The off-limits car. Now I had a dilemma. Did I confess that I had broken the rules and gone into that car, and risk a spanking? Or did I try to make it through the night without my baby doll? There was no question, really. The thought of my blue-eyed baby out in the cold night air, alone where bugs and mice might be attacking her sagging stuffing, was enough to make me confess.

Muttering, my mother found a flashlight and set off into the night to find Kissy. In a matter of minutes the doll was back in my arms, and tearfully I fell asleep.

Kissy wasn’t much to look at. Her head, arms, and legs were made of plastic. Her cloth body was little more than a pillow. Most of her once-blond locks had been pulled out because I used them as a handle. When she was new she had a music box buried in her stuffing, with a little wind-up key on the back. When she was wound, her head and arms moved with the lullaby. But after a few months of hugging and holding and dragging through the mud, she needed a few repairs. Mom performed surgery after I had fallen asleep, making an entire new body for her and removing the broken music box.

For years I had but one prayer: “Please, God, make Kissy a real baby, not just a doll.” I would kiss her good night, close my eyes, pray hard, and when I woke up the next morning I’d check for signs of life. And I hadn’t even heard of Pinocchio. Every night I prayed, and every morning I’d wake to find her eyes as glassy blue as the night before.

When I was four my mother got pregnant, and when DeAnna was born, with bright blue eyes, I thought for a while that God might have answered my prayers. But after a few weeks she started to fuss and whine, and after a few months she was only happy if she was being held by Momma, and I knew she wasn’t the real baby I had asked to be mine.

And then I got older, and my best friend at school became more important than Kissy Baby. After a while Kissy stopped sleeping in bed next to me, ended up on the floor and finally in the closet. I got older and a million other things became more important, and finally I forgot Kissy altogether. But my desire to be a mom was something I never lost.

When I was twenty-one I met the man who would become my son’s father, and we were married a year later. My heart’s desire was to have a child. He was not nearly so enthusiastic; he already had two children and wasn’t as involved in their lives as he had hoped to be. Our marriage was strained from day one. He couldn’t see where having another child would make things better. I was young and naïve. I thought if we had a child he would want to parent the baby as much as I did. Or maybe I was so set on getting what I wanted that I didn’t really take his feelings into consideration much at all. I simply wanted to have a baby to love and to raise.

Shortly after our son was born, I was a single parent. But I had no regrets then, nor do I now. Sonny was the best thing that ever happened in my life. It was because of him that I found my faith in God above, and it was because of him my life turned around. From the very moment of conception I was in love, completely and totally, with the baby growing in my belly.

I told my friend Robin, “This child is going to be special. He is going to be a leader of men.” She thought I was crazy. Funny . . . faith and religion were the furthest things from my mind back then, but I knew in my soul and in my spirit that God had a special plan for Sonny’s life. When he was born I looked into his deep, black eyes and I saw his future.

To this day I have never met anyone with a heart as pure or a nature as sweet as my firstborn’s. I don’t know what he will become, but I do believe that my prophecy many years ago will come true. He is going to help to change the world by his goodness.

After Sonny was born I longed to have more children, but for years I was a single parent, just the two of us together. When I met Doug we talked a lot about our plans and hopes; we both knew we wanted a big family. We knew we wanted to adopt children together, but we also hoped to have a biological child.

We were married less than a year when God blessed us and I became pregnant. I was ecstatic, but all the while I had a horrible fear, a secret fear I could barely admit to myself, let alone anyone else. I was afraid I wouldn’t love another child as deeply or as completely as I did my first. He was my heart, my soul. How could I possibly love another child as intensely as I did Sonny? But when I gave birth to Shaylah and held her to my breast, I began once again to fall in love. It took a few more weeks with her than with Sonny, but I was relieved to realize there is plenty of room in a mother’s heart for more than one child.

Her golden blond hair felt like heaven against my cheek, her bright blue eyes met mine with wonderment and love. She is a brilliant little girl. She was talking and singing by the time she was only a year old. When she says, “I love you, Mommabear,” I feel as if I have already arrived in Paradise.

When Shay was only a month old, my mother came to visit. When she arrived she brought some things with her that she had packed up from our attic at home. I opened one musty-smelling box to find an old scrapbook, my pom-poms, my diary, and Kissy Baby. She was wearing the little paisley dress Mom had made for her when we lived on the farm, and her eyes were still just as blue. Holding her worn cotton body in my hands, I remembered the prayers I had uttered thirty years before: “Please, God, make her real.” I looked up from the ancient doll in my hands to my blond, blue-eyed baby lying in her bassinet, and I realized my prayers had finally been answered.
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None of us is born without risk. And life is never trouble free, any more than it’s joy free. I can offer plenty of proof. My friends—my listeners—share their lives with me and one another every night. I couldn’t leave them out of this book, any more than I could keep them off the air. They surround me, like a family.

One of them, Sharon, knows a lot about what society thinks of as the perfectly natural, even routine act of becoming a mother, but she knows more than most of us do about the risks. When her Kaytee Michelle was born, two years ago, everything seemed to happen like clockwork. Sharon and her husband were ecstatic.

[image: Image]

When she was born I had so many plans for her, so many things I wanted to do for this beautiful baby girl who depends on me for absolutely everything.

Then, when she was three months old she got bacterial meningitis and suffered two strokes on the left side of her brain. This left her blind, and she was diagnosed with cerebral palsy. She also lost her ability to suck and has to be fed through a tube in her stomach. She can no longer hold her own head up.

I went through so many emotions, and I still do. I think the hardest things we have to deal with, other than her not being able to see, are the simple little things, normal things we do every day and take for granted. These are all the things that my beautiful baby has lost. 

One night during her crisis, we were sleeping in the waiting room of the hospital pediatric ICU and we were awakened and told that Kaytee would not make it through the night. The rest of our family was called. My baby brother arrived. His wife had given birth to a baby boy a week before me. He hugged me with all his might and said, “Is there anything I can do?”

I told him, “Hold your baby so very close and don’t let him go regardless of what happens . . . he can be taken from you so soon.” I want to share that same advice with you. Cherish every second.

There was a day just recently that I was so overwhelmed with stress and grief I couldn’t stand it. I was sitting here thinking how much easier it would be if I just walked away, ended this game that was dealt to me . . . and then I looked over at Kaytee and she gave me the biggest smile! She hadn’t smiled in a year until that moment. That smile said to me, Thanks, Mommy, you’re doing a great job!I know now that I’ll have bad days and good days, but just looking back on that smile holds me together.

We spent a long time in the hospital with Kaytee—she spent four weeks on life support and stayed there to recover for three more months. We spent that time thinking about how our hopes for our little girl getting the most out of life were shattered. But through the grace of God and powerful prayers, we’ve come to realize that though Kaytee faces many challenges, not everything has been taken from us, nor have we been crushed. We were so selfish about what we had lost that we were too blind to what we got to keep. Each time I hold my baby, or sing to her, or give her a bath . . . or tell her how much I love her . . . I remember how lucky I am. We got to experience joy twice in a lifetime—Kaytee being born, and Kaytee living on.
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On a Thursday I went to the clinic for my ultrasound. Shaylah went with me, of course . . . she went to almost all my appointments with the midwife. She was full of questions, fascinated with the baby growing in my belly. Shaylah had all but decided this was going to be her baby.

The technician turned the computer screen so Shaylah and I could both have a great view of the little miracle. In a matter of seconds we could see the baby’s head and face, all of its tiny, delicate features. I couldn’t help but cry as the baby kicked and moved, more than a growing lump in my belly . . . an actual little person I would be holding in my arms in just a few months.

When Sonny was in my womb I didn’t get to watch the full ultrasound. I was given only a small photo that I really couldn’t make out. When I was pregnant with Shaylah the midwifery program did ultrasounds only in emergencies. So this was my first real experience seeing a baby before I gave birth.

At one point the baby’s hand shot forward past its little face, and it seemed to be waving. Shaylah waved and squealed, “Hi, baby! I’m your big sister!”

I started to cry and tried to wipe the tears from my face. Shaylah said, “Momma-bear, your face is wet with happy!”

[image: Image]

It was my third pregnancy, my third birthing experience. I thought I was completely prepared. I had packed my bags weeks before, realizing that since labor had arrived early with my other two children, the likelihood was pretty good it would take me by surprise this time around as well.

My firstborn ended up being a C-section, but my second childbirth was a beautiful, all-natural experience that made me appreciate life in a new and miraculous way.

I talked with Doug and my midwives to develop our birthing plan. We wanted to have our two girls in the room with us—Shaylah was four, and our foster daughter, Tangi, was twelve.

I packed scented candles and some of my favorite CDs to listen to while I labored. We bought frozen fruit bars that I would eat during the process, and we had nonalcoholic cham-pagne chilling in the back of our fridge, ready for the big celebration.

But in the words of Robert Burns, “The best laid plans o’ mice and men . . .” Sometimes God steps in and takes over, and your plans go flying out the door. So it was with my birthing plan. It went flying out the door, and so did I.

I had prayed for a quick and easy labor, forgetting just how faithful God can sometimes be about answering our prayers. Wednesday, April 14, I went to the midwives’ for my checkup. My blood pressure had been running high for a few weeks, so they were closely monitoring me. When I arrived it was high once again, and they decided that since I was already full-term, they would induce me.

They sent me over to the hospital, where the midwife gave me a dose of gel to get me going. After watching me for about two hours, they sent me home and told me to return at eight the next morning for a second dose.

Doug took me home, and we even stopped along the way for Thai food. We got home about nine and I was so tired I went straight to bed. At about eleven I woke up feeling some contractions, but nothing too serious. About an hour later my friend Janey started to time them; they were coming about five minutes apart. So I got up, trimmed my bangs—I haven’t a clue what inspired that—woke Doug from his nap, and called my friend DJ, and asked her to bring the girls to the hospital to join us.

Doug didn’t think there was any rush, since I was feeling fine when I woke him at twelve-thirty. But within a few minutes, my chipper disposition disappeared. Our departure could be described as an only slightly restrained stampede.

I don’t know how—my eyes were closed—but Doug got us across town to the hospital by one. “Chipper” was definitely a thing of the past; I was now a screaming, out-of-control woman in labor. So much for candles and soothing music. So much for deep-breathing exercises and the family circle.

The nurses and midwife barely had time to rush me down the hall on a gurney and into the delivery room before Zachariah made his grand entrance—at 1:23 A.M.

Perhaps my birthing plan didn’t unfold quite the way I had envisioned it. Zacky arrived not in dignity but in an unceremonious gush. Instead of candlelight and pan flutes, we had fluorescents and screams. But the result, my tiny, beautiful baby boy, turned the confusion and disorder of this destroyed delivery room to perfection itself.

Now it was the panic of our unceremonious dash to the hospital that faded away in the magical glow of that moment. No candlelight, no man-made music could have created this atmosphere of pure joy. 
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I hold Zacky to my breast and feel his warm breath on my flesh. His new skin is so tender and soft, softer than anything I have ever touched in the world. I’m sure it was only a few weeks ago that I held my first son this way and felt his rhythmic breathing. When I close my eyes and hold Zack’s tiny hands in mine, they become his big brother’s hands . . . hands I held as we strolled along the beach . . . hands I held as I walked him to his first day in school. Hands that caught baseballs I tossed. Hands that played in dough and clay. Hands that solemnly clasped as he recited his prayers on bended knee next to a race-car bed.

With Zack’s head tucked under my chin, I cradle his tiny feet in my hand. A few weeks ago the nurse put ink on his newborn feet and made perfect little footprints on his birth certificate and in his baby book. They are so small that his baby booties fall off, and I have to wrap him in a receiving blanket so they won’t get cold.

I hear the clump of large feet on our bare floors. Sonny strides in, with the same spring he’s had since he learned to walk. I am sure it was just a few weeks ago that he was learning to crawl, then to walk, and then to run. I can still see the bumps and bruises he got racing haphazardly across the living room, tripping and falling, only to push himself up and try again. Perhaps I am wrong, perhaps it wasn’t yesterday. I bought him new shoes for soccer last week—men’s size thirteen.

Zack begins to stir and fuss and I know he’s hungry again. As I cradle him in my arms and nurse him, I realize it wasn’t yesterday but yesteryear that my firstborn was dependent upon me for his nourishment as well. Today he is becoming a man. My heart swells with pride as I watch the wonderful person he is becoming, but it also aches with sorrow to know he is no longer the little boy who once clung so tightly to Mom.

Because I have stood watching at the window of my children’s lives I know how quickly the years fly away. I cradle Zacky just a little closer, trying to freeze this moment forever in time.
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A CHILD’S BIRTH

You learn a lot about living when a child is born.


You learn that pain can overwhelm and overtake and you wonder

how your own mother survived. 


You clench your fists and tear the sheets

as life, entering life, tears your flesh.


And the moment you hold that tiny miracle,

your heart rips open in a way you never knew before.


Your flesh will heal in time.

You lie bleeding, not your flesh so much as your soul.


You know that every minute of every hour of every day you will be consumed with love.

And fear is the unwelcome guest that will ride upon love’s

   new wings.


You touch your now-empty belly and mourn the life you

   once had all to yourself.

You hold this life, naked flesh to naked flesh.

Nurse them to your breast,

rejoice that you can still provide what they need to

   survive . . .


You close your eyes and clutch their tiny fingers as they

   form to yours.

And in your heart you know 


that one day they will not be yours to hold

and you feel the tearing of your soul go even deeper . . .


And again you wonder how your own mother survived.

How her sanity remained when her child was no more . . .


You learn a lot about living when a child is born . . .

Delilah
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