Success
At the early age of five, I knew I wanted to be a mommy. The best mommy, not just any mommy. At five, I stood up for my mommy who couldn't do it herself. I became her caretaker/mommy.
My mommy was mentally ill. I think she lived from fear. She didn’t know how to be kind, nurturing, caring, or loving. She kept me in dangerous situations in hiding for five years. In the back room of her church, a medical building basement, and her car's backseat floor. She made errors in her choices. Teaching me what I don't want to be or do. Check.
I live from my heart. I am successful. Check.
I loved, cared for, and raised many children. Mine, his, ours, grandchildren, foster, and abandoned. Check.
 I know I am successful when some of those children I cared for remember me and call, send cards and messages, and or visit me. They thank me for feeding them, dressing them, helping with their homework, and helping to build their hearts and goals. Then I know I am successful. Check.
I know I am truly successful when eight of my stepchildren tell me with respect and, in truth, that I am like their mom, and they love me. I am a success. Check.
I am a success when I can talk with everyone and never have to think back to what I may have said. I can do this because I always speak my truths from my heart. Being this way makes life easy and wonderful. Check.
As I type this, I realize my biggest success is; I betrayed the person I love the most. And after a time, he has forgiven me and loves me. And that is my best success. Check. 
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