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			Introduction

			“How to Be the Best Christian Mom” …that’s the the book I thought I would write. So you might say the title was a shock. In fact, this book could have been called, “Motherhood, it isn’t for the weak: How to miscalculate everything, become jealous of all your friends, and never forgive yourself.”

			Years ago, a friend prophesied a Rachel anointing over my life. I had no idea what that meant. Like any prophetic word, I filed it away and carried it in my heart, wondering when it would make sense. More than a decade went by before the meaning became clear.

			Last year, I spent my warm summer days reading and rereading the Gospels—focusing on Jesus and His life. Every day I poured through the accounts of my favorite chapters in the Bible. 

			My third time through Matthew, a verse flew off the page.

			“A voice was heard in Ramah, weeping and loud lamentation, Rachel weeping for her children; she refused to be comforted, because they are no more” (Matthew 2:18).

			Confession time…I’ve read that verse a million times and never really paid attention. I wanted to get on to the good stuff…angels, shepherds, wisemen…all the exciting parts of the story. Sure, I knew Herod ordered all the babies under two years old to be killed, and there was great sadness, but I never understood who Rachel was or cared enough to look for more. 

			But on this day, I decided to dig a little deeper, and I discovered the verse fulfilled a prophecy from Jeremiah. 

			“Thus says the Lord: ‘A voice heard in Ramah, lamentation and bitter weeping. Rachel is weeping for her children; she refuses to be comforted for her children, because they are no more” (Jeremiah 31:15).

			I knew Rachel was the mother of Joseph and Benjamin, two of the twelve tribes of Israel. But why couldn’t she be comforted?

			Because the prophet saw the people of Israel being dragged into captivity, and Rachel wept the loss of promises and broken dreams. As the tribes walked into exile, they passed by her grave. Rachel’s weeping was a picture of extreme grief over the loss of a nation. Just as the verse in Matthew expresses grief over the slaughter of innocent babies, we see here the loss of what her family and nation would look like. Rachel’s children…her dreams, her future, her hopes…all gone.

			I can understand that. I had dreams, hopes and plans. Yet, just like Rachel, things changed drastically.

			REFUSING

			Like the nation in Jeremiah’s day, our children are being held captive by the lies of Satan himself. Kids wander farther away from biblical values every day, and it feels like there is nothing we can do. 

			As I read, studied, and meditated on that verse…and then prayed about it, I finally realized what the Rachel anointing means. 

			I needed to refuse to be comforted. 

			I didn’t have to fall in line and accept the world’s lies. I did not have to believe the myths the church was telling me. I had a choice. I could refuse to be comforted. Refuse to believe our kids’ futures are out of God’s control. My heavenly Father invited me to trust Him and not settle for anything less than seeing my kids come home.

			I had a choice to make…would I accept that a generation is falling away and write it off as kids being kids, or would I step into what God was calling me to do—refuse to be comforted and believe that my kids will come home? 

			I found the answer to that question right there in Jeremiah…“Thus says the Lord: ‘Keep your voice from weeping, and your eyes from tears, for there is a reward for your work, declares the Lord, and they shall come back from the land of the enemy. There is hope for your future, declares the Lord, and your children shall come back to their own country’” (Jer. 31:16–17).

			The decision was mine. I needed to lay aside every dream, every hope, every plan I had as a parent and completely surrender to the Lord to move forward. The Lord was telling me… 

			Forget your plans and trust in Mine. This road will be hard. You will have people talk about you. You will be unfriended. You will be labeled unfairly and misunderstood. You will want to quit and believe what the world says, because it will be the easier path. 

			Do not quit. 

			Keep your eyes on Me. You will feel the struggle between worldliness and godliness like never before. I am raising you up as a connector and cheerleader. Use the pain from your circumstances to unite others going through their own great loss and encourage them to keep going.

			The words in this book were hard to put on paper. I hate that I had to write them. I hate even more that you are reading them. I hate that Satan comes to steal, kill, and destroy, and that somehow, he’s managed to ambush our families.

			

			Yet…

			This is a word I love. Even though all these things have invaded our family over the last few years, yet…I am reminded daily that we serve a God who is calm in the chaos and makes beauty from ashes. He knows the end from the beginning and nothing is a surprise. Yet…the story is not over. Yet…God’s promises are true, and He will fulfill every one of them in His time. Yet…there is hope.

			My prayer is that as you read this book, you will realize you are not alone. And if you have children who are walking with the Lord, please join us in praying for our prodigals. 

			Mostly, I hope you will see this not as a story of despair but one of hope! 

			I decided early in my journey that Satan might steal things from me but joy would not be one of them. When he came after my family, he miscalculated the mama bear he picked on. 

			I hope this story will make you laugh, cry a little, but mostly lead you to pray harder and with more passion than you ever have before. 

			The countdown to the return of Christ is on. We don’t have the luxury of time. We need to believe and pray for our kids to come home to Jesus, today! Please join me in standing on the porch, watching the horizon, waiting to see them return. 

			The war is on and we will not lose. Satan will not get our kids.

			

			1. The Fairytale

			Once upon a time… 

			Aww…I love how all great fairy tales start. 

			As a little girl, I read the story of Cinderella every day. I still have the original book from my childhood on display in my home. I remember studying the colorful pages, letting my imagination tell the story long before I could read the words. Each way I imagined it, the story ended the same:

			And they lived happily ever after.

			I still love fairytales. They make me happy. I can hardly read any other type of book. That’s probably why I read books the way I do. 

			I read the first chapter, then flip to the end. I skim the words, looking for the main characters’ names. I have to know how their story ends. I need to make sure everyone pulls through. That nobody dies. That love happens. That the family is still together. I have to be certain my heart won’t get broken into a thousand pieces. 

			I fast-forward through all the suspense so I can learn the outcome. Knowing it will end well, reassures me during the middle—the place of questions, pain, uncertainty, doubt, confusion, and loneliness. I can manage the middle when I know the story ends with a happily ever after.

			

			The same is true for Bible stories I’ve read a hundred times. I do a quick memory check of all the story details to double-check the ending before I even start. I have to remind my heart that God always has a plan, and when the enemy comes against His people, God already has the victory.

			This might sound crazy to those of you who don’t have control issues, but somehow, I think I can manipulate what happens along the way if I know the outcome. Although it may speak less about my control issues and more about my heart issues.

			The story of David and Goliath is one of my favorites. A small shepherd boy, a mighty giant, a slingshot…all enough to make my heart skip a beat in suspense. Even though I know the outcome because I have the complete story, I remind myself that on that day, David didn’t know. 

			He did not know when he left to deliver food to his brothers that he would face a mighty enemy of Israel. He was not prepared in all the ways the world would expect, but in his heart, he was ready. He didn’t need to know how big the giant was because he knew how big his God was. He didn’t need to know the end of the story because leaving the outcome to the One who authors our stories was enough for him. 

			Oh, how I long to have that kind of faith. Faith big enough to believe that any Goliath that comes my way is no match for the God I serve…the same God that rescued David.

			If only life could be like that. If only we could get just a glimpse of what the end of our stories are like, so when the tough times come, we can know for certain it will all work out. 

			PASSPORT STAMPS

			Imagine if, when you became a parent, they handed you a magical passport. It would be something you could flip through to see all the places your parenting journey would take you. There would be stamps for stops for soccer games, family vacations, birthday parties, proms, and graduations. It would be a glimpse of all the fun ahead of you, and all the amazing places parenting travels lead. 

			Of course, you would get all the perfect stamps that show the perfect life and you wouldn’t have to worry about whether it would all work out because it would be right there in your book. You could flip to the end anytime you wanted to reassure yourself that the perfect ending to your perfect life was waiting. 

			Unfortunately, real life doesn’t work like that magic passport. You don’t get to know the whole story in advance. Real life gives you one day at a time and requires real time faith. Parenting struggles come every day, and you learn how to trust God through them each step of the way. 

			In living my parenting book, I was on chapter twenty-three before my faith was truly tested. Each chapter up until that point was beautiful. We filled each page with happiness, joy, and anticipation of the future. When we finally escaped the kids’ teenage years, I set the cruise control, just waiting to finish out the last lap…marriage, grandkids, and huge Christmas dinners filled with all of us. 

			But like all great road trips, life has surprises, and sometimes there is this thing called…

			The detour

			Oh, the detour! The fork in the road you never saw coming. The unplanned route. The old, bumpy, rutty road that challenges every single decision you ever made and is such a surprise you don’t have words. The moment when the pain of this earth collides with the love of heaven, leaving you to question if everything you’ve always believed is true.

			A detour is not a normal twist and turn. It’s more than that. It’s deeper than wanting your kid to attend a certain college, but they chose a different one. The detour isn’t a change in plans, it’s a change of direction—a U-turn that spins you around faster than a speeding car hitting a patch of winter’s black ice. The road that was clearly laid out before you is nowhere to be found, and you are on a different path—an unmarked trail that leads into the dark unknown.

			No one tells you about the detour. 

			Parenting books are silent on the topic, so you certainly can’t plan for it. There’s no mention of what to do if your child gets addicted to meth or goes to jail or an unexpected pregnancy happens. There are no bonus chapters at the end that cover the unexpected parts of this journey. 

			At church, babies are dedicated in front of the church where young parents promise to raise their kids in the ways of the Lord. We join with other parents who are on this same path. We declare Jeremiah 29:11—the promise of a hope and a future—over our kids and believe this verse is about their lives and how amazing things are going to turn out. 

			What no one ever mentions is that children will develop a mind of their own (you know, that free will thing). Jeremiah 29:11 is not about high school graduations. There is an actual enemy after our kids. An enemy that comes for one purpose and one purpose only…

			To steal.

			To kill.

			And to destroy.

			A real enemy, causing real pain, breaking up real families.

			You can plan on many unexpected things when you become a parent. You may discover that the straight-A student you thought you would raise, is more like a solid C student. You might find a high school tuba player sitting at your dinner table instead of the sports star you dreamed of. Or you may realize the frilly dresses you bought for your daughter have been exchanged for soccer cleats. 

			These are all normal things, and learning to watch your kids explore the things they love and become who God made them to be is so exciting, even when they choose a path different from what you envisioned. You leave room for the unexpected, but never expect the biggest change of all—the one that will knock the very breath out of you. 

			No one talks about an unexpected phone call—one that rocks your world. A conversation containing three words making zero sense…

			“Mom, I’m transgender.”

			Wait, what?

			Three words. Three words that I never would have imagined would ever be written into my family’s story suddenly took over my life. 

			What does transgender even mean? How was this going to change my family? So many unanswered questions. 

			Three words transferred me from sleeping to not sleeping, from joy to despair, from happiness to unbearable pain. Those words instilled a fear in me I had never known. A fear for the life of my child…and the very eternal life of my child. 

			That one phone call changed everything.

			In a matter of minutes, every dream I had evaporated. What I envisioned was no more. If my life were a glass vase, this call would have sent it plummeting from a ten-story building, shattering on the pavement below—glass shards scattering so far I could never hope to gather them, much less piece them back together.

			Life just stamped my passport with a stop in the LGBTQ community. Surely this was a mistake. There was no way the Lord would have me face this. Those words are meant for other families. Not ones with praying, Bible-believing parents.

			Maybe your family has heard these words too. Maybe you’ve heard, “Mom, I’m gay.” Perhaps you sat in a courtroom, listening to a judge read charges leveled against your child. Maybe you, too, are confused, scared, and wondering how God could ever use this for good. Or perhaps you have clung to Jeremiah 29:11 praying for that hope and a future, but fearing now you won’t see either. Now you wonder if that means God’s Word is untrue, questioning whether God is still good and if He can fix this?

			This is not the book I envisioned people reading about my family. I wanted to author a book about raising the perfect kids and leading a life that turned out even better than those fairy tales I read as a kid. But if I have learned anything in the years since that phone call, it is that I never really was the author of my story.

			The control I thought I had was a big lie. God is the one with the pen. He is author of our lives and our kids’ lives. The outcome is His and His alone, but in the process of writing that book, He invites us to cling to Him and trust Him. He invites us into His story…the one that does not involve plot twists because He knows the end from the beginning.

			That day, as I hung up the phone, I clearly heard these words from the Lord: “It is your job to love your child; it is My job to save him. Write the truths I tell you each day. You will need them in the days to come. You will need to share them with others. I am with you, and together we will get through this.”

			How true that was. In the days following that announcement, I wrote down every thought. Every time I was scared, I would write. Every time my breath wouldn’t come, and the tears wouldn’t stop, I’d write. Somehow, in this crazy time, the voice of the Lord became clearer than it had ever been before. 

			

			Maybe it was because before that phone call, my conversations with Him involved me telling God what I wanted for my family’s future. I was consumed with making sure we looked perfect on the outside, never stopping to ask for His plan. Communication was one-sided. I pretty much had my wish list typed up. All I needed was His signature.  

			The day my dreams shattered, the light of heaven shone brighter than ever. Looking back, I know none of the written words were mine, they all came from the Lord. He knew His words would comfort a grieving mom’s heart as she faced the Goliath coming against her family. 

			Even though I did not know if Goliath would fall, I put my trust in the same One that David the shepherd boy did all those years ago. The God of Israel. The One who knows all. The One the wind and waves obey. The Alpha and Omega. The Beginning and The End. The One who is bigger than any of the letters in the LGBTQ alphabet.

			The journal entry I often revisit feels like a prophetic declaration of the path God would lead me on as this story unfolded. Forty-eight hours after that phone call, I wrote in my journal…

			The Devil comes to kill, steal, and destroy. He is trying to steal my peace, kill my children, and destroy my future. He will not succeed. HE. WILL. NOT. SUCCEED.

			Satan might think he’s won, but this battle is just beginning. This fight isn’t against flesh and blood, but against Satan and his demons coming straight from hell. 

			Demons that call our children out from their place at God’s table and throw them into the darkness, far from the Light. 

			Yet, I believe. I believe that even though I do not understand, God has a plan and a purpose to use this. Get ready, Satan…you are in for a ride. You can go straight to hell because you LOSE…I have read the end of the book!

			This is my BATTLE CRY…LOVE GOES TO WAR!

			That journal entry was the beginning. The start of the fight for my children. A battle waged for their very souls. 

			I did not know at that point what the war would look like, but that day I decided…grace will win! And even though I have no idea how this will all work out, I know, I know, I know…God will win, and the prodigals are coming home. I do not know when. I do not know how. I wish I could tell you to turn right now to the last page of this book so you would see God’s victory. But the victory I’m believing in hasn’t been written, and yet I know that victory belongs to God, and I have faith, even when I am in the middle parts, and I just cannot see.

			While there is no real fairytale book that lets us get a glimpse of our happy endings, there is one Book that is real, and it clearly spells out how this all ends. 

			We can rest knowing God’s Word clearly states He wins in the end. Satan’s days are numbered, and they are quickly running out. Revelation 20:10 tells us, “And the devil who had deceived them was thrown into the lake of fire and sulfur where the beast and the false prophet were, and they will be tormented day and night forever and ever.”

			Read that again. Forever and ever. God wins. He will defeat the enemy once and for all, and I believe with all my heart that on that day, the front row will be reserved for mothers of prodigals where we can witness Satan defeated once and for all.

			Until then, the war has started.

			PRAYER

			Lord, I thank You for Your Word that promises one day You will wipe away every tear. We lay our children at Your feet, trusting You to work all things out for Your glory and their good. Even in the unknown, even in the hard places, I trust in You. 

			Remind me, Lord, that my happily-ever-after isn’t something for this earth, but it’s the promise that heaven is coming, and someday the pain of this world will be a distant memory. When I start to doubt and question, show me how to remain close to You. Blind my eyes from obstacles that would cause me any unbelief. Let me see Your hand every day, in all I do. 

			I lay my dreams, my hopes, and my future down at the foot of the cross. Hold me, Lord, as the unknown brings fear, and let Your perfect peace flow over me each

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					Are my works attached to this truth? 

					If kids leave, do they always return?

					If these things don’t happen, does that make God’s Word untrue?

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					moving to college and no longer attending (34 percent)

					church members seeming judgmental or hypocritical (32 percent)

					no longer feeling connected to people in their church (29 percent)

					disagreeing with the church’s stance on political or social issues (25 percent)

					and work/school responsibilities (24 percent).

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					Hell isn’t real. A loving God wouldn’t send people there.

					“Love is love,” and God wants everyone to be happy.

					Blend in instead of being set apart.

					Everything falls under grace. You can live as you wish.

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					an announcement,

					a jail sentence, 

					an alcohol problem,

					or simply changed values. 

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					finding a grocery store,

					meeting people,

					finding a church,

					getting your mail to arrive in a timely manner,

					don’t even get me started on finding new friends.

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					What are some of your favorite promises of God to declare over your family? Here are some of mine:

					Acts 16:31. Thank You, Lord, that if I believe, I and my household shall be saved.

					Luke 15:4. Thank You, Lord, that You leave the ninety-nine to go after the one.

					Isaiah 54:10. Thank You, Lord, that Your love never fails.

					James 1:5. Thank You, Lord, that you give wisdom to me when I ask.

					James 4:7. Thank You, Lord, that the Devil will flee from me when I resist.

					Deuteronomy 31:6. Thank You, Lord, that You will never forsake me or leave me.

					Psalm 50:15. Thank You, Lord, that when I call on You, you will answer.

					Hebrews 10:23. Thank You, Lord, that You are faithful.

					Thank You, Lord, for working in my prodigal’s life.

					Thank You, Lord, that my child is a man (woman) of God and that he (she) is serving (claim the result) You with his (her) life.

			

			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
		

		

		
			
			
					Please mention the book on Facebook, Instagram, TikTok, or another social media site.

			

			
					Recommend this book to your small group, book club, and workplace.

			

			
					Head over to Facebook.com/CrossRiverMedia, ‘Like’ the page and post a comment as to what you enjoyed the most.

			

			
					Pick up a copy for someone you know who would be challenged or encouraged by this message.

			

			
					Write a review on your favorite ebook platform.

			

			
					To learn about our latest releases subscribe to our newsletter at CrossRiverMedia.com.
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