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My mother never taught me how to cook.
I never had a father to teach me how to change the oil in my car.
My brother never taught me how to climb a tree.
My grandma never taught me how to bake.
No one taught me how to deal with my emotions.
Was always told to, just be done. 

After a long enough pity party, I decided that I was not done yet.
The Army taught me the basics I needed to survive, now my family asks what’s for dinner. 
My sergeants taught me how to change the old in more than 10 types of vehicles, and I am not teaching my children. 
My drill sergeants pushed me to face my fear of heights by climbing over walls, now I have to yell at my own kids to get down from the trees.
I had the grumpiest cook while I was in service tell me the way to victory is through the stomach. Now you can call me betty crooker.
Bottling and never processing my emotions caused me to have to much miss placed energy so the Army redirected that energy into being solider. 
While in service I was told that I could do more and be more. 

I am teaching my family to cook.
I am teaching my family to be self-sufficient.
I taught my kids to climb a tree.
I am teaching the family to bake, one cake at a time.
They know that emotions are okay.
My kids know to never be done. To always keep going. 

