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]pec]icate& to. ..

To my mom and dad who taug})t me that paising childpen
Deciuines a strong faich in God, the CélPélCit)/ to have fun,
ancl & goool sense oP humop as the)/ oFten muolo“e

thpough theip lives.

To my sister Dawn who listens when | have a Par)entéll
breakdown and neven J'uolges. You are trvul)/ one of my

best friends.

A united front is critical as children will often attempt to
divide and conquer their parents. Thanl{)/ou to my
hushand Cal for stanoling with me and creating a solid
foundation for oup kiddos to build their lives upon—we

are an ‘awesome” team.

Finally, to my son Jordan and my claughten Sarah; God
blessed me when each OF)/OU came into my life and 1
was forever change&. [ am so Pnoud to be “)/oup” mom!

[ love)/ou all for the “mary gifts”)/ou have bnought to my
liFe—thank)/ou!









The only real mistake is the one

from which we learn nothing.

};]ohn lfowell




ith so many déys in a childs life and so many

mistal(es macle as we mucl&le thpough the mur)l()/
z wateps of motherhood, it is difficult for one to
determine which dr.’*:l}l to eliminate, esloecia“)/ with soooooo
many blunders to choose from. For me, howeven, the choice

is simlole. Don’t get me wrong, | too have a m)mia& to choose

from, but one stands out as the one time I wish I had an
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epasen, a rewind, an oh—m)f—(flool—lolease—te“—me—l—olicl—not—just—sa)/—
that-out-loud. After all, “Speak when you are angry—and you will make the
best speech you'll ever regret’—lauprence J. Feter

In my o[oinion, the individual who said “sticks and stones
may broak my bones, but words will never hurt me” vas
oblivious to the phenomenal powen of words. He was probably
the deaf bu“)f lumbeping across the Pla)/grvounol wieloling a stick
and a few stones, frightening the other children, all the while
oblivious to the vicious words that they whispered behind his
back. Sim]ol)/ pu, words have the power to cut like a knife and
ultimatel)/ leave permanent sceps, and unfoptunatelj/, as women,
many of us have mastered the apt of ”word—Fencing.”

M)/ daugl'ltep Sarah was at “the top—oF—the—midc“e” op an
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eighth ghaclep; in the Michaels household, this gpade wals not a
Pinnacle for either child. E))/ eig]ntl') gpade, there is an egotistical,
conclescencling, pompous attitude that manages to permedte &
tweenager’s entire being. Howeven, for girls, between the verbal
sparping with their friends and the child body that has grown
boobs, there is an “l am now the woman of the house” attitude
that follows her home each cléy Their
tongues are wicked, and mom:s often
become targets where the)/ are “blessed”
o bodebulbss,. vedherss

| pemembep one P@mticulap l’ligl’lt as if it

wepe)/estepda)/ L tl’le memory Is seapecl into

o
my heart to sepve as a pemindep of the /
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immense power of a solitary word. | Picl(ecl Sarah up from
Ppactice and sl’le wels opnery—t]ﬁe bu”’s—e)/e on m)/ F&CG must
have been lr)linl(ing shades of neon, because target Pr)actice had
begun! e onl)/
live three miles

from town, but

the pide felt like

an etepni9/. I let Sarah vent about the atrocities of hep life for
mile one, then offered motl’lepl)/ advice in mile two, and listened
to hep bepate me until the end oF mile tl’mee when | Fina”)/ hac]
enougl'l. The \x/opcl came out oF m)/ mouth beFope I lme\x/ 1t anc]
we botl’l gasped. | sto[:)[:)ecl tl’le céap ancl told hep to Wa“( the last

300 feet to our c]oopstelo so | could cry and pray for God’s
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gui&ance on how to handle the gaping wound I knew I had
inflicted on Sarah’s tender sPiDit.

e were both hur’ting when Sarah came tpuclging thpouglﬁ
the front door The words sPoken to me often b}/ my mothep
echoed in my mind. I could hear hep tender voice sa)/ing, “Into

_your hands, oh God” and that’s where 1 found the Stnength to
deal with the aftermath. Farents make mistakes; mainy of them,
in fact. It was a sign to me that I was paising my claughtep with
God’s grace when she came to me with open apms and Fopgave
me. The incident pemains in my heart as a reminder of the
power of one little word to Pepmanentl)/ etch a mark on a
sPipit, but also the power of God’s incredible sacrifice ... his

Child for oup For’giveness.





