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Lawson was the first person I had ever loved, wholeheartedly, from the moment he entered this world — until the moment he left it.

 

What I wanted to do when I “grew up” changed on a regular basis. There was an astronaut phase, a doctor phase and a lawyer phase. But what I wanted to
be
remained constant. I wanted to be a wife and a mother and to have a family of my own; a family to take to the lake, to Disney World and to spend lazy days in a hammock with.

 

When Lawson died I didn’t know if I could do that anymore. I questioned myself and God as I tried to make sense of his death. I thought I would never be able to survive the pain a mother endures when she loses a child. The risk of losing something so precious might not be worth the heartache it could potentially bring.

 

Until one day I found myself thinking what my life would have been like without Lawson. My life would have been worth living, but I wouldn’t have laughed as hard or as often. I realized how much I would have missed out on if he had not been a part of my life. All of the laughter and good times were a tribute to him. Life is about making as much joy as you possibly can out of the situations you find yourself in.

 

I used to be a Type-A Control Freak. I worried constantly, especially when things didn’t go according to my plan. But you cannot enjoy life that way. Life is loving
and
losing people. Losing Lawson taught me that nothing is forever and that every moment counts.

 

All the screaming, dirty diapers, tantrum throwing and sleepless nights are worth it. It is worth every heartache and tear we shed as mothers. It is worth every labor pain, every hemorrhoid, and every humiliating weigh-in at the doctor’s office as your weight skyrockets to numbers usually reserved for linebackers and heavy-weight champs.

 

Because every moment counts.

 

I find myself thinking of Lawson from time to time, sometimes when I least expect it. I'll give Emma a big push on the tire swing and remember spinning upside down on a hammock with him, all of our siblings drunk with laughter. I'll watch Aubrey and her best buddy, John Heston, sword fighting with sticks until one of them is bleeding and crying and I am transported through time to the Murphy's red brick patio, wiping blood off of Lawson's knee and plastering a Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtle Band-aid on his war wound.

 

Sadie cries out in the middle of the night and as I stumble through the darkness to her room, often before I can even think, “I wish I was still asleep.” I'll have the thought, “Lawson never got to do this.”

 

He is on my mind as I walk into Sadie's darkened room, and I smile as I see her. Her smile is so big and so automatic, her eyes crinkle and her pacifier falls out of her mouth revealing her gummy little mouth. I pick her up, glad to have the time to snuggle with her while the rest of the world sleeps. The inconvenience of being pulled from my warm bed is forgotten.

 

I climb into my rocking chair to feed her. She nestles against me with one hand propped up on my chest and her other arm wrapped around my side. She closes her eyes so tightly she looks as though she is faking sleep… playing possum.

 

Her face is my past and my future. I see my own baby pictures as I look at her button nose and Moon-Pie face, as round as if God drew it with a compass. I see my Grandmother in the arch of her eyebrows, “The McNeal Eyebrow” she called it. I see my older daughters and know that God didn’t break the mold when He made them. He found one so perfect, He decided to use it three times.

 

“Lawson never got to do this,” I think as a rogue tear slips down my cheek. He didn't get to see his own reflection in another person. He didn't get to look for his family in his child's face.

 

As I look at Sadie’s sleeping profile I see Blair, my sister and best friend. Her imitation so perfect I want to whisper one of our childhood secrets in her tiny ear. “Lawson would have made you laugh.” I say softly instead.

 

Sadie has my mother's lips, and as I gaze at her tiny face it makes me wonder whose voice will come out of her mouth when she starts to talk. She stops nursing, milk dribbling down a chin kissed with her Daddy’s dimple and hinting of her Pop Pete.

 

She sighs.

 

I sigh to inhale her sweet baby’s breath. I prop her on my shoulder to examine her more closely and to nuzzle the warmth of her cheeks.

 

My child.
Lawson will never get to say that.

 

Her hand swipes at my face; before I tuck it into her blanket I see her hands and fingernails are scale reproductions of her Daddy’s. I wonder about all the things she will use them for... sword fights, pushing swings, picking muscadines and plucking the stem out of a honeysuckle bloom. Will she get the chance to hold her own child?

 

Lawson didn't.

 

I groan as I rise from my chair to place her back in her crib, her head on my shoulder… her hand on my heart.

 

Every moment counts.

 

Every child that is brought into this world is a miracle and gift from God. The fact that two imperfect human beings can create another life is almost inconceivable. Especially once you have witnessed the fragility, innocence and perfection of a newborn. When you have held your own child’s helpless body, seen her open her mouth like a tiny little bird, trusting that someone will feed her because without you she cannot survive.

 

Every child that is born fills me full of hope. Hope that this world isn’t the horrible place depicted on the evening news. Hope that if something so perfect can even exist, then there is good to be found in the world.

 

Every child is another opportunity for us to get things right, to raise our children with a respect for God and people and with a zest for life. Every day brings a new opportunity to love our children, to laugh with them, cry with them and watch them grow. Every day with our children is an opportunity for us to learn from them, to hopefully replicate their easy acceptance of others and unconditional love for life. Every day there is an opportunity to let God use your children to sand off your own rough edges, making you more like them and ultimately more like Him.

 

It can be difficult to keep these things in perspective.

 

Life is semi-sweet, for sure. There is bitterness there, like medicine mixed in chocolate syrup and it must be swallowed whole along with the moments that flood your heart with pure joy. We can laugh, or we can cry. The choice is yours. But if I had
my
time again — I'd do it all the same.
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*Only applies to lactating women with a DD cup or larger.
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