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Chapter 1  

The Wedding Day 
“You know you’re in love when you don’t want to fall 

asleep because reality is finally better than your 

dreams.” -Dr. Seuss 
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It was June 2019; my husband and I were driving 

back from a friend’s wedding. It was hot. Although we 

lived in the Midwest, the summers were reminiscent of 

sunny California. It was an outside wedding—green grass 

on a freshly manicured lawn. The white decorations stood 

out beautifully from the green landscape. It was so windy 

that the chair ornaments had to be replaced before the 

ceremony started. Maybe the soft, humid wind was blowing 

well wishes for the new couple that day. 

I thought about the bride and groom that day, their 

wedding day. They were professing their love and 

commitment in front of their family and friends. 

Anticipation was in the air as the bride came down the aisle 

in an elegant white dress while her dashing groom 

anxiously awaited her at their white flower-trimmed arched 

altar.  

I wished I had brought an umbrella to shade me 

from the sun beating down during the nuptials. But soon, 

the ceremony was over, and we were in a well-air-

conditioned, stunningly decorated barn within walking 

distance from where the ceremony took place. 

My husband and I sat with his former co-workers. 

We laughed. We ate. We took a few selfies and began to 

head back home. Our children were just old enough to start 

staying at home by themselves. With happiness in the 

atmosphere and not a care in the world, we pulled away 

from the wedding venue; the road looked endless—the sun 

beating high in the sky, like a picture-perfect day.  

I let the window down to feel the sun-kissed wind 

glide across my face like a smooth, warm drink. With my 

hand dangling outside the window, I laid my head back and 
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closed my eyes. How beautiful was this day to celebrate 

love?  

I was in the moment, enjoying every second with 

my husband. As I leaned over to cozy up to Troy, my 

husband of then 14 years, I smiled. We took in all our 

moments over the last decade and a half.  

I heard a text message alert: Buzz. Buzz.  

“Somebody texted you,” my husband said. 

“I know, but they can wait,” I replied. 

When I finally checked my phone a few moments later, it 

was a text message from Yvette, my sister. It was a picture 

of a typed note: 

“Ecclesiastes 7 verse 8 says, “Better is the end of a 

thing than the beginning.” At age 38, I delivered my 

eleventh child. She was a gorgeous and beautiful daughter. 

Not only was she beautiful to look at, but she carried a 

serenest, peace, and tranquility that I had never felt with 

the other children. I suppose being older when she was 

born might have contributed to her demeanor.  

I recall how obedient she was at ages 3,4 and 5. 

Occasionally I would fall asleep. She never got in any 

trouble. She would be in the same spot that I left her. Her 

behavior was unusual for a child so young. Dara was born 

in 1983. She is the youngest of six sisters and five 

brothers.” 

Somewhere in the middle of me reading the text 

message, I realized who the author was. Before I could 

complete the last words, my eyes began to fill with tears. I 

tried to contain them. This was not a sad moment, I thought 
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to myself, “I want to enjoy this ride home”. If I don’t blink 

there is a chance these tears could retreat, and I would not 

have to express or explore the sadness I have felt. Then it 

happened, I blinked and uncontrollable tears began to 

stream down my face.  

They were coming so fast. One after the other, I 

couldn’t stop them from falling. I opened the glove box to 

see if there were any napkins to clean my face before my 

husband noticed that I was crying. Every tear that dropped 

from my cloudy red eyes seemed to be filled with a longing 

to see her face to face and hear her voice again wishing we 

had a better relationship than reality. 

Troy asked, “What’s wrong, babe? Are you okay?” 

“Yeah, I am fine. I just got a text from my sister about a 

note my mom wrote about me when I was born. I am just 

missing her right now.” I said. 

“Okay,” my husband responded. 

The car went silent. Allowing me space to collect my 

thoughts and tears. My husband had been my rock, my 

stability, and my love for the same amount of time I spent 

with my mother. 

Finally, I sat up and turned toward the landscape as 

we drove closer to home. My emotions had shifted as I ran 

through a thousand hurtful and hopeful memories all at 

once. I did not get a chance to know my mom. I spent 14 

years with her, but most of our time together was a routine 

of me trying my best to stay out of her way. The note made 

me feel like I was wanted and loved by her at some point in 

my life. It had been eight and a half (8 ½) years since my 

mom had died. 
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At age 36, I looked at this note that had touched my 

heart so profoundly and expressed a sigh of peace for the 

misunderstanding, misinterpretations, and shortcomings 

that I thought belonged to my mother.    
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