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Intrvoeduction

Dear Mother,

When | first received the letters written by the hands and hearts of so many women, | said to
myself, “I'm not even a mother. I'm a plain oI’ mama.” | had three very small boys, but | didn’t
know what | was, the pilgrim. | wouldn’t learn to partake in “mother,” not until the voices who
gathered at this fellowship table acknowledged me as such.

Now I've given birth to my fourth son, and | learn all the more every day from these letters,
these voices of truth that have pushed me on to greatness. During my fourth labor | found out
with my swaying hips, with the way my neck held on to my bobbing head and how my eyes
stayed in their sockets, | found out how it took the full strength of humankind to not push, to
merely breathe. | found then that | didn’t have to agree with the truth for the truth to be true. |
am a mother, and a mother is amazing. Her love is a lion.

Though voices of doubt in my head said my son would never come, after intense hours of
unbelief, after the hands of my dearest ones laid on me and their strong voices said, “Yes, you
can,” and after only minutes of pushing, there on the wild-eyed table was born into music and
air my beautiful fourth-born son—

and was also born a hush to my soul,

the clarity of thumping hormones

—the lick, the purr, the pink skin crying.

The flash of ancient memory. Land of Milk and Honey.

Since then, with every passing vigilant grog of night, I've come to the truth again and again. /
can do this—four boys, plodding ahead past the voices of doubt and toward voices of truth.

| push away that woman in my imagination who tells me who I’'m supposed to be if | want to be
“good,” to be doing it right. | push away even what | think another mother’s life seems to be,
the vacuum lines in her carpet.

But here gathers, Mother, women who are for you, women confessing how little any of us know
and how precious it is to just be right where we are and who we are. When you tell me the
truth about who you are and who | am, you change lives. Your voices change lives.

I’'m a mother-turned-curator now, and I've decided to gather for you here in this place and
season the intricacies of a Mother’s Life. I'm calling us ART—and our children and our stories,
the way we word them. The rests we take, the line-breaks. The images we snap with our
phones and the ones we hold as the centerpieces for our minds. The scenes that reel. The way
food lands on the plate.



| make what my heart desires. Take the turquoise and the gold, the yarn, the word “ravel”—I
twist them until | can stand back and see more than | had before. Isn’t that what art is? Making

more of things?
What art do you make? Mother, what art do you curate?

Whatever it is, whoever you are . . . thank you, Mother. You reach to generations.

HAmber Haines

Therunamuck.com
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Brother and sister (the best of friends)
dressed wp for a night of imagination.

- Meghan Matt
@MeghanMatt


http://twitter.com/meghanmatt

Blink

Dear Mother,
*Blink*

That’s how fast it happens. I’'m sure you’ve noticed it. When you brought home your newborn,
you probably fell into some kind of rhythm and routine. Next thing you know. . .

*Blink*

Baby starts rolling over. And crawling.
*Blink*

Now he’s toddling and talking.
*Blink*

First day of first grade: he climbs onto the school bus with a cartoon-emblazoned lunchbox in
hand, turns around to wave, smiles and “catches” every kiss you blow.

*Blink*

Eighth grade: he shuffles onto the school bus jamming to an iPod and glances back, hoping you
don’t embarrass him publicly.

*Blink*

“Mom, can | have the car keys?”

*Blink*

You're shopping for extra-long twin sheets for dorm room beds.

Okay, I'm only speculating about the car keys and sheets. I'm not quite there yet—but it’s
coming. Soon. | know, because. . .

I’ve blinked.
*Blink*

Other moms warned me about the mom-blink.



“Enjoy them while they’re little,” they’d advise. “Savor every moment now, because you just
blink, and...oh, they grow up so fast!”

| appreciated the sentiment, but no one would tell me how.

How was | supposed to savor changing three-ton diapers, mopping spit-up off the kitchen floor
and chasing after my toddler only to find him splashing his hands in the toilet water?

How was | supposed to enjoy them while facing a mountain of laundry and so tired the only
way | could keep my eyes open was to prop them up with toothpicks and guzzle a jug of black
tea. How?

I’'m the mother of two teens, an 11-year-old and a 7-year-old, so | can attest to what those
moms were saying: they do grow up in the blink of an eye. But | would like to offer something
no one managed to pass on to me—an idea of how to enjoy and savor the kids while they’re
little.

| suppose it sounds like a no-brainer, but here it is: Slow down.

Does that sound obvious? Forgive me, but it took me a little while to “get it.”

| had to choose to slow down enough to look each child in the eye.

| had to remember to slow down enough to smile ... to laugh...torelax...to breathe deeply.

In the early days of parenting, | wasn’t slowing down enough to listen to what my girls were
really saying. | needed to learn to ask a follow-up question and listen a little longer.

| grew to love slowing down enough to read a story . . . slowly . .. more than once. And to play a
round of UNO or Monopoly. (That takes a while!) | love living slowly enough to sit down for a
meal at the table and give thanks.

You may already slow down enough to let your kids enjoy some free time to play
uninterrupted. You’ve seen them build an imaginary fortress or fairy land, and your schedule
may be flexible enough to just hang out with them and watch them build. Instead of dragging
them off to the umpteenth organized activity, you may be living slowly enough to take them
sledding.

No, wait a minute. If you’re already living that slowly, you know you can let your husband take
them sledding.

While you sit and sip hot tea.

And while you're sitting there sipping tea, or coffee, or chai—not because you need the
caffeine, but to enjoy the flavor and the smell and the feel of the warm mug against your hands



—you are slowing down. You're stopping—stopping to savor these moments of motherhood
that race past in a blink.

When you slow down like that, when for a few minutes you forget Mount Laundry and the blob
of spit-up on the kitchen floor, life isn’t such a blur.

Living a slower life, you can see things more clearly. You'll sit in the quiet and look out the
window—really look—at the snow angels and lumpy snowmen formed by mittened hands in
the back yard.

You can feel.

You can pray for your children—for their hearts, their souls, their just-a-blink-away futures.

And when you do this, when you slow down like this, it’s okay to go ahead and blink. You can
even shut your eyes for a few minutes and recall a look or a lisp or a laugh. You aren’t missing
anything at all.

Enjoy the peace.

Later, you'll open your eyes when the kids and your husband tumble in the back door, chunks
of snow dropping from their snowsuits and boots. They’ll beg you for hot chocolate and
popcorn. You'll look at their pink-cheek grins and chattering teeth and crazy hair smashed and
smooshed by their knit caps, and you'll sigh. This. This is what those moms meant. And thank
the Lord your life was slow enough to see it and savor it—and so was theirs.

This is how.

We all know that they grow up fast.

All the more reason to slow down.

Ann Kroeker

annkroeker.com
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The best part of baking.

- Michelle Palmer
@OneRoofAfrica


http://twitter.com/oneroofafrica
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| think back to my outlook on life before | had children, and | have to laugh. | remember
looking at other people’s children and silently judging, “My children will NEVER act that
way.” How prideful | have been! But now, suddenly responsible for the training of
another’s soul, | examine my own shortcomings, ask what faults | might pass down to
my children if | don’t grow and change, if | don’t serve as a more positive example.

Dear Mother,

We as mothers are very different, but we all share a common bond. We are a
community of women. The fight is not against each other. It is greater than that. So
instead of judging each others’ practices, we should stand in support of one another. Let
us teach our children love without judgment. Let us teach them grace and mercy.

And when we see a struggling mother, one who is struggling in her role as “mother,” let
us not be afraid to offer a prayer, a hug, or a kind word. After all, we could all use the

encouragement, and our children will be better for the example.

Love,

Christy Brockman
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Dear Mother,

There will be days that feel like Christmas morning—when you wake up and look at your sweet
child and feel so incredibly blessed and lucky. Amazed that you get to be their mom. Like
opening a new package each time.

There will be nights when you check on them while they are sleeping and you’ll want to wake
them and kiss them and tell them you’re sorry. For how the day went, for how you snapped or

didn’t have patience or pay enough attention.

There will be heartaches that will only draw you closer. There will be hard times that make the
good times shine so bright.

And there will be love. Lots and lots of love.

There will be so many times you feel like you’ve failed. But in the eyes, heart, and mind of your
child you ARE Super Mom. You are their world. And you are doing a fabulous job.

Love,

cS'(@/OMVu'e Precoyrt

adventuresinbabywearing.com
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Share the Mess and Glovy

We hope you've enjoyed this
sneak peek of Mother Letters.
If you'd like to spread the word,
you can sign up to be an affiliate,
review the book on your blog,
or connect with us on Twitter,
Facebook, Instagram and

MotherLetters.com.

For all mothers curating art that is life,
Mother Letters is your story, too.
Share the mess and glory of motherhood.

www.motherletters.com
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Amber and Seth Haines, curators of
Mother Letters, live their gritty
story in the South, have four sons,
a rock house, and rare friends.
Amber loves the funky, the
narrative, and community among
the broken, and she knows the
mess and glory of motherhood.

You can find her creative outlets,
for nonfiction, at theRunaMuck
and, for eclectic jewelry, at A
Savage Heart. Seth Haines is a
justice-lover and guitar-player who
began the Mother Letters as a gift
to Amber. He talks about the
intersection of faith and art at
sethhaines.wordpress.com.

Together Amber and Seth believe in the power of story and in the redemption of

people and marriages.

%ee!

Creatively Masterminded & Published by Squee!Books
www.squeeinc.com



http://therunamuck.com/
http://therunamuck.com/
http://www.etsy.com/shop/aSavageHeart
http://www.etsy.com/shop/aSavageHeart
http://motherletters.com
http://motherletters.com
http://sethhaines.wordpress.com/about/
http://sethhaines.wordpress.com/about/
http://www.sethhaines.wordpress.com/
http://www.sethhaines.wordpress.com/
http://wwwsqueeinc.com/
http://wwwsqueeinc.com/
http://squeeinc.com

