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Maybe the fact that he is still 
nursing is what tricks my mind into 
seeing him, even now, as the same 
fragile, silky-skinned newborn who 
was first laid in my arms. Then again, 
maybe it is an experience common to 
all mothers. There are many things, in 
pregnancy and beyond, that cannot 
be truly shared or communicated 
properly, even with husbands, even 
with other mothers. Those moments 
are God's gift to mothers, I think - 
moments of inexpressible sweetness, 
moments that allow me to say 
t r u w l y ,  even in the middle of the 
worst day ever: I wouldn't trade a 
moment of this. Not for anything. 

Welcome to the club, Mother. 
Love, 
Kate . 

a t e  Basi and her husband, Christian, 
a teaching couple in Columbia, Mo., 
are now the parents of three children. 


