DEBICATED T

Donald, my best friend
Kebey, my sweet laughrer
Tyler, mv forever song
Sean, my slly heart
Josh, my gentle giant
EJ, myy first chosen
Austing miy miracle boy
And to God Almighty,
who has—for now—Dblesed me with these
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A MOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

an long ago my hittle son Austin mn to me, jumped into my arms, and wrapped hus legs
around my waist. We rubbed noses and he whispered into my ear, ™1 love you, Mommy™

T'hen he shd down and ran to play.
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I looked outsade at miv oldest son, Tyler, on the verge of middle school, and | thoughe back.
At some point Tyler ran to me and jumped into my arms hike that for the last ome.

The very last nme.

And that’s when it hit me. We spend our children’s davs celebranng cheir firses. First soep,
first tooth, Arse words, First |]_‘|:|.' 1.rr-|u|:I|.{1.'r§:_1rI1.'|'|. first homeconung danee, first me behind
the wheel, But somehow, along the way, we miss their Lists,

There are no photographs or parties when a child takes his last nap or carches radpoles for
the last time, For the most part, it's impossible to know when a last-moment actually occurs,
Maothing signals a mother to stop and notice the last ome her littde boy runs and jumps into
her armis the way Austin—{for now—still does.

Then | wondered a bit more, and Tvler came to mind again, Would [ have held on longer
if I'd known it was the last ome? And so [ began o write, Sometimes with tears in my eves,
I chromicled the life of a child and all the last omes we might miss along the way.

In the process, my first children’s book was born.

The beavnful llustmnons in Let Me Hold You hlul.,l"rr are fun and J:ghﬂlr:lrh:tl—-.:: thai
vour children will laugh and gigele while you quietly ponder the speed of life. This is a book
for kids, a gift for graduates, a treasure for anvone who his ever loved a chald.

Mot of all, it is a labor of love from me=—a mom of six kids who knows all too well the
short time we have with our licde ones,
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Long ago vou came to me,
a muracle of firsts:

First smiles and teeth and baby steps,
a sunbeam on the burst.

But one day you will move away
and leave to me your past,

And [ wall be left thinking ot
a lifetime of your lasts . . .




The last ime that | held a bottle
to your baby hps.

The last time that | lifted you
and held you on my hip.

The last night when vou woke up crving,
g ) ying

needing w be walked,
When last you crawlédup with your blanket,
wanting to be rocked. '




The last nme when you ran to me,
still small enough to hold.
The last time that you said you'd marry
me when you grew old.
Precious, simple moments and
bright flashes from your past—
Would I have held on longer if
I'd known they were your last3




Char fast adventure to the park,
vour final midday nap,

The last tme when you wore your favorite
faded baseball cap.




1 never said good-bye to al 1

o your yesterdays long passed.
4 5o what about tomorrow— .
: will [ recognize your lasgs : 1"?527‘- e
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The last time that vou talk to me
about your hopes and dreams.
The last time that you wear a jersey

for your high school team.

I've watched you grow and barely noticed
seasons as they pass.

If I could freeze the hands of time,
I'd hold on to your lasts.




For come some bright fall morning,
you'll be going far away.

College hte will beckon
in a brilhant sort of way.

One last hug, one last good-bye,
one quick and hurried kiss,

Oine last time to understand
Just how much you’ll be missed.

Pll watch vou leave and think how fast
our time together passed.
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