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​Introduction
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When people would walk into my home daycare, they always noticed the same thing.

It wasn’t silence. It wasn’t perfection.

It was peace.

The children were happy. They played, they laughed, and yes... they listened.


Parents would often ask me, “How do you get them to behave like


that?”

The answer surprised them.

I didn’t believe in harsh punishment.

I believed in teaching. I believed in structure.

And most of all, I believed children want to do right when they understand what’s expected of them.
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​Chapter 1:

I Didn’t Know What I Was Doing
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We were living in a small garage apartment—my first husband, myself, and our daughter.

I was working first shift as a nurse aide in a local nursing home. My husband worked second shift in a factory making car parts. We worked opposite shifts so we wouldn’t have to use childcare for our daughter.

The horror stories I had heard were too much. I wasn’t sending her somewhere I didn’t fully trust.

Now I’m sure there were good childcare providers out there, but at that time, no one could care for my daughter like I could. And she was too young to even tell

​​​​me if something wasn’t right.

So daycare simply wasn’t an option.

Her father wasn’t the best caregiver when I wasn’t home either. I would put her to bed at night and leave for work early in the morning. He would come home late from second shift and wake her up around 11:30 at night to spend time with her, then put her back to bed in the early morning hours when he finally went to sleep.

When I came home after work, I would find a dark house, curtains closed, and him sleeping through the day—while our daughter was left in her crib.

No breakfast. No lunch. No diaper changes.

Nothing I said seemed to change it.

​​​​​But quitting my job wasn’t an option. We both had to work to make ends meet.

As she got older and began walking, I did what I could to help her survive the day. I placed snacks within her reach. I kept milk and juice on the bottom shelf of the fridge and taught her how to open it.

Every day at work, I worried about what was happening at home.

And every day when I got home, I went right into caring for everyone else—fixing meals, packing lunches, and keeping things moving.

But inside, something was shifting.

I started thinking... there has to be a better way.

​​​​​I brought up the idea of starting a daycare. If I could stay home, I could care for my daughter myself and still bring in income.

But my husband wasn’t interested in moving or changing anything. He was comfortable where we were.

So I made a decision.

One day while he was at work, I went house hunting with my daughter and my mom. I wasn’t just looking for a home—I was looking for a solution.

I needed a place where I could raise my daughter safely and build something that would allow me to stay home with her.

After days of searching, I finally found it.

​​​​​​​A three-bedroom, two-bath split-level home with a two-car garage on half an acre. It was affordable and it would allow me to run a daycare.

I knew in my heart that was God making a way for me.

Now I just had to convince him to move. That night, I didn’t ask permission.

When he came home, I simply said:

“I found a house today. Our daughter and I are moving. Are you coming with us or not?”

It wasn’t a question. It was a decision.

​​​​We made another appointment to see the house together that Saturday. He went. We signed the papers, gave notice at our apartment, and moved.

During those two weeks of packing, I also started preparing for what was coming next. I put out flyers and advertisements announcing my new daycare.

I set my prices based on other daycares in the area—actually slightly lower, just to get started. That was my first mistake in a long list I didn’t yet understand.

I accepted anyone. I gave discounts for siblings. I allowed flexible payments. I had no set hours, so I ended up with full-time, part-time, and drop-in children all mixed together.

​​​​​I didn’t realize I was building chaos.

Parents took advantage of what I didn’t yet know how to manage. They arrived late, left early, or stopped for errands before pickup. Some even brought fast food meals for their children, which led to other children melting down over what they didn’t have.

Parents would linger at drop-off when their children didn’t want them to leave. I didn’t know how to handle it, so I let it happen.

And I paid for it.

Every day ended the same way—my house in complete disarray, toys everywhere, puzzles broken apart, crayons scattered,

​​​​​​kitchen set pieces out of place.

Then I would clean everything—sanitize, vacuum, reset—only to do it all again the next day.

After that, I still had my own family to take care of.

I was exhausted. Completely overwhelmed.

Six months into it, I realized I was in worse shape than when I started. So I closed the daycare and went back to work.

As much as I dreaded going back and leaving my daughter in someone else’s care, I knew I was doing her no good in the stressful state I was in.

​​​​​A neighbor two houses down also ran a daycare. We had become friends, and she began watching my daughter when I returned to work.

I trusted her. I knew her. She was truly a lifesaver.

And looking back, I don’t regret those first six months—they were the beginning of everything I was about to learn.

Because I hadn’t failed. I was being prepared.
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​Chapter 2:  The Turning Point
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I didn’t know it then, but I was about to start over—completely differently.

And this time, everything would change.

When my neighbor agreed to watch my daughter while I returned to work, I didn’t think much of it at first. We were friends.

We were neighbors. I trusted her. But she had me sign a contract.

I remember thinking, Why is this necessary?

That question changed everything. She explained it to me in detail.

​​​​She was a “certified” daycare provider, which meant she received government assistance for childcare food programs. Because of that, she had strict requirements she had to follow—approved menus, documented meals, and parent signatures at pickup confirming what had been served.

Even though the children rarely ate every item on the menu, she still had to provide alternatives out of her own kitchen so they would eat.

That alone made me realize something: this wasn’t just babysitting. It was a business with real accountability.

But what she shared with me next changed the way I would eventually run my entire

​​​​​​​​​daycare.

Her contract wasn’t just about food. It was about protection.

She explained that she had surprise visits from health inspectors and had to maintain strict safety standards:


&  Water temperature regulations

&  Fire extinguishers on each level

&  Smoke detectors and carbon monoxide detectors

&  Safe sleeping arrangements for infants

&  Emergency exit plans posted

&  Parents signing children in and out daily



All things I had never even thought about at the time.

​​​​​​But beyond the legal requirements, she also had something else—a contract that protected her business and her peace.

She had clear start and end times, with fees for late pickup.

She took vacation time and sick time, and she was still paid.

She required weekly payment in advance— on Monday—so she would not be left without income if a child was absent.

She only accepted full-time children, because part-time and drop-in care disrupted structure and created chaos.

Parents were not allowed to stop by unexpectedly.

​​​​​For safety and for order, everything had to be scheduled. If a parent needed early pickup, they called ahead.

At first, it sounded strict. Almost too strict.

But then she said something I never forgot: Parents like to know what to expect—and they need to know what is expected of them.

She explained that daycare only runs smoothly when there is one set of rules. Not five families with five different expectations. One structure. One system. One standard.

And then she told me something else that shifted my thinking completely.

​​​​​​​​​The interview process wasn’t just for parents to evaluate the provider.

It was for the provider to evaluate the parents.

She encouraged me to ask questions I had never considered:


&  Previous childcare history and why it ended

&  Living situation

&  Custody arrangements or legal concerns

&  Health or behavioral concerns

&  Who was allowed to pick up the child

&  Requiring identification for anyone listed for pickup



And she added something I will never forget:

​​​​​If a
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