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Patrick,

Before you were old enough to remember, you were already teaching me who I was going to become. You were born on July 26, 1996—just in time, on my dad’s birthday. It felt meaningful then, and it still does now. My dad is no longer with us, but he is part of the reason I wanted to draft this book. “Bampie,” as the kids called him, was Patrick’s best friend. They did so much together, side by side, creating memories that shaped our family in ways that still live in our hearts. The bond they shared was something truly special, and we miss him deeply. We miss you, Dad, and we cannot wait to see you again.

You were six weeks old when I slept on the floor of your room, listening to your breathing in the dark, learning what was hunger, what was comfort, and what was simply you settling into the world. I did not have a manual. I had love, instinct, and the kind of determination that shows up when someone’s whole life rests in your hands.

I was a single mom, and I know people sometimes call it a label. For me, it was a hard and holy life at once. There were days I felt brave, and days I felt unsure. There were nights I cried quietly, and mornings I got up anyway. I did not always make the best choices, and I wish I could go back and change some things. But I never stopped loving you. Not for one second.
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This is not a book about getting everything right.

It is a book about paying attention—about the small moments that shape a life, sometimes without announcing themselves. It is about learning alongside a child, often in real time, without feeling fully prepared.

I did not sit down to write this because I had answers to share. I wrote it because I had memories I did not want to lose.

Raising Patrick was never a straight line. It was a series of moments—some joyful, some exhausting, some funny, some painful—that slowly shaped both of us. I was learning how to be a mother while he was learning how to be a person. Neither of us did it perfectly.

I was a single mom, and that reality lived in everything: the choices, the pressure, the love, the worry, the pride. There were days I felt confident, and days I questioned myself so deeply I could barely hear my own voice. There were moments I wish I could redo, and others I wish I could relive. Through it all, love was the constant—even when it did not look polished or put together.

As you read, you will not find advice attractively packaged or lessons tied up with a bow. What you will find are real moments that carried meaning over time. This is a story about childhood, motherhood, and becoming—told with honesty, gratitude, and a mother’s heart.

Most of all, it is for Patrick.



The Beginning of Everything

When Patrick was little, I learned quickly that silence was never a good sign.

That awareness did not come from a book or a warning. It came from watching him—first as a newborn, then as a toddler, and later as a little boy whose curiosity always seemed one step ahead of me.

When Patrick was six weeks old, I slept on the floor of his room.

I do not remember making a formal decision about it. I just did. Some nights he slept better knowing I was there, and some nights I slept. When Patrick was six weeks old, he had RSV. It was the kind of diagnosis that changes how you breathe as a parent. The doctors explained it, reassured me, and sent us home, but once you have been told your baby has trouble breathing, reassurance does not erase fear. It follows you home and settles into the quiet.

That was why I slept on the floor of his room.

I needed to hear him. Not just check on him but really hear him breathe. Even when he was right next to me in the bassinet, I could not trust distance. I remember bringing him home from the hospital and placing the base of the baby monitor inside the bassinet with him, while I tucked the other part under my ear. He was inches away, but it still did not feel close enough. Listening became my way of staying alert, of staying ready.

My mom tried
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