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would like to, first of all, dedicate this book to my dear husband.

Without him, I would have no content for a book of this nature.
Thank you for being a godly husband and a loving father for our family.

Secondly, I want to dedicate this book to my mother, who raised me
with her love, and Christian mothers everywhere. May you be encouraged
that no matter where you are in mothering, be it grandmother, mother,
mother-in-law, or foster mother, or wherever God has placed you, may
this verse from John 13 be the theme of your life as a mother regarding
the many things asked of us daily: “If ye know these things, happy are ye if
ye do them” (John 13:17).

And may you claim the promise that God gave to Jacob and Israel
in Isaiah 44 for your family as you press on in your high calling of
motherhood “For I will pour water upon him that is thirsty, and floods
upon the dry ground: I will pour my spirit upon thy seed, and my blessing
upon thine offspring: And they shall spring up as among the grass, as willows
by the water courses” (Isaiah 44:384).

And most of all, I dedicate this book to Jesus, the One “who was, and
is, and is to come.”
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t's not easy being a mother. From the very first days of having the
Itiny reality that “I just may become a mom!” to the following weeks
of exhaustion and nausea, we begin a journey that will likely continue
till we die. A journey that at times seems almost surreal. There are days
of exaltation and richness when we know that nothing, not even being
a royal princess in dazzling splendor, could compare to having a tiny
living parcel placed in your arms for the very first time. There are days
of fatigue (a young mother’s worst enemy?) when we feel our obscure
mission is certainly more than humanly possible.

How shall we walk this path of fulfillment, faith, and failures? I believe
God did not mean for us to walk it alone. He gave me a supportive
husband. He blessed me with parents to honor (and babysit!). He
gave me His Spirit to whisper wisdom and hope. And He gave me
dear friends who understand exactly what it’s like to have these little
independent hearts of mine running around outside my body. Isn't that
why we gravitate to each other and pull these very books off the shelf?
We so long for kindred spirits to give us inspiration in the lonely times
and to compel us to reach higher and try harder for this noble cause
with eternal consequences.

Being part of a large baptismal class in our conservative Mennonite
church was my introduction to a group of young ladies among whom
were familiar school friends and intriguing new faces. Loura was among
those unknowns, and I still thank God we found each other. We shared
our baby steps in Christ, the highs and lows of courtship, to now being
thirty-somethings with eleven children combined. In Loura, I found
the sister I never had. She still amazes me at her ability to draw even
the shyest person out of her shell and make friends faster than I can get
up the nerve to say, “Hello.” As you read, you will find a friend who is
willing to open herself with you and share real life.

May you be encouraged as you parent a generation who needs to

know the pure truth more than any time in history. No mother is
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perfect. No one has it all together. However, together as mothers may
we help each other to be dedicated to our calling. So relax with a cup
of coffee and enjoy these stories like we take in life—one day, one story,

at a time.
—Grace Martin
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chapter one
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Athimes in life we need reminders. Reminders of why we are here.
eminders of God. Reminders to help us focus. Reminders to keep
us in check.

Our family received a reminder from God. It happened February 24,
2015, at 5:02 pm.

To explain, it actually started a few days before.

As I waited for my labor to start, I felt this nagging feeling that
something just wasn’t right. I kept having labor off and on, very unusual
for me, but it just wouldnt progress. Finally, I decided to go to my
midwife. She confirmed that the baby was breech. And no, I wasn’t
progressing yet. But my due date was still a week away.

All through my pregnancy I had dealt with fear. Sometimes it would
overwhelm me at night. The thought of having to go through labor was
so frightening this time. I would pray through it and berate myself: 7his
is your sixth baby! Why are you so afraid?! 1 had this very real fear that my
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baby would not live. All through my false labor, I would pray (beg and
plead actually) for the life of my unborn child.

This fear shot through me when I heard that the baby was turned
wrong. After unsuccessfully trying to turn the baby, my midwife
encouraged me that a breech birth was possible. After a few fear-filled
questions from me, I was on my way back home.

And I was so scared...

Rational thinking aside, I called my husband. How I wanted Aim to
do the delivery this time! He encouraged me to listen to the midwife.
Wait and let things take care of themselves.

To make a rather long and complicated story short, I could not relax.
I continued having contractions fairly close the rest of that day. My
stomach churned in fear. I would pray, but I found no peace. Whar is
wrong with you? 1 thought. Just rest in Jesus.

But I couldn’t. I barely slept that night. Between contractions and
worry and fear, I tossed all night. By morning, I had made a decision.
Right or wrong, I wanted to at least do an ultrasound. During my night
of tossing and crying and praying for the life of my child, I had somehow
decided that an ultrasound might put an end to my fears.

My husband concluded that, yes, if that would help, he agrees.

At this part of the story, I still have to stop and marvel. We called to a
doctor familiar with my midwife, and they wanted me to come right in.
By the time we arrived, they were waiting on me. My room was reserved
and ready. (Was it a slow morning in the ward, or was God paving
the way?) They immediately hooked me up to monitor the baby, and
we were relieved to hear that steady thump, thump, thump. They also
confirmed that I was in labor.

In a half hour the doctor arrived. A large dark-skinned man with a
booming voice, he immediately put me at ease. Using the ultrasound
machine, he bluntly explained what he saw. To make matters even better
for us, he was instructing a student doctor and so explained everything
in detail as he went.

“Here is the backbone, the bottom, the head. Yes, the baby is breech.
And not only breech, but abnormal breech.” As he talked he used
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motions to explain what he meant. Not only was my baby breech, it was
sitting on one foot with the other foot up and to the side. The reason
the midwife could not turn the baby was because it was stuck. My fluid
was also very low, with only a small amount around the baby’s head. The
doctor concluded with this statement: “Even if we stood this mother on
her head, this baby would not turn. And it will not descend because the
foot is caught.”

The only option was a C-section. And even though C-sections had
always scared me before, I almost cried with relief. After days of turmoil,
the situation was no longer in my hands. I also felt affirmed that I wasnt
just being afraid. God was working thus far, and had actually been
guiding me. He was saving the life of my child.

We would only realize later how true that statement was.

As I lay waiting for my turn in the OR, I listened to the steady beating
of my baby’s heart. For the first time in days, I felt excitement. We would
meet our baby today, if God allowed. I harbored only a moment or two
of regret that it would not be a natural birth; that’s how greatly I was
relieved to have my fears confirmed. I even told my husband, “At least
now I know I wasn’t crazy!” He confirmed that I had said numerous
times that something doesn’t feel right. ..

To go into all the details of the next few hours would take so many
words, but at 5:02 pm we welcomed baby Emma Faith Nolt into our
world. It was then that we realized what a miracle she was. Her cord
was around her neck three times, but greater than that was the knot the
doctor found in her cord.

The doctors and nurses marveled together as they worked on our new
little one. I heard the doctor exclaim, “This one wasnt going to come
out the right way alive.”

I listened to her feeble cries and cried myself. My baby was here. She
was alive! And even though my desire was to have a calm, natural birth,
I was never so relieved to be strapped to a bed in the operating room.

After one brief little kiss and a glance at my baby, they whisked her
away. She wasn't breathing quite right and needed to be on oxygen. I

didn’t realize until later, when I was back in my room, that they had
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