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         You know how you feel when you see the RUNAWAY TRUCK RAMP sign on the highway? Like there must be an eighteen-wheeler barreling massively behind you, on the brakeless verge of destroying your beautiful, doomed life? You can picture the tiny, rosy-cheeked children screaming, clinging to you since you are, of course, riding in the back with them, the better to distribute string cheese and hand-holding and the occasional contorted breast, bared and stretched toward somebody’s crying face, but only if they’ve been crying for a long time. About to be crushed—all of it. But “runaway truck” also feels like a metaphor for something. For you, maybe, with your impulsive desire to careen off alone to Portugal or Applebee’s, just so you can sit for five unmolested minutes with a ham sandwich and a glass of beer. Just so you can use the bathroom one time without having a concurrent conversation about poop with the short person who has to stand with a consoling hand on your knee, looking worriedly up into your straining face. Later, it won’t be like this. You’ll see the sign, and the nearby gravelly uphill path, and you’ll think, “That’s a good idea, for the runaway trucks.” Also, you will go to the bathroom alone.

         You know how you know by heart the phone number of the Poison Control Center? Because the children, your constantly imperiled children, like to eat the ice-melting salt and suck batteries and help themselves to nice, quenching guzzles of cough medicine? One day you won’t know that number anymore.

         One day, the children will eat neither pennies nor crayons nor great, gulping handfuls of sand like they have a powerful thirst for sand, sand, only sand. They will no longer choke on lint and disks of hot dog or fall down the stairs, their heads making the exact, sickening, hollow-melon thump you knew they would make when you knew they would fall down the stairs. They will still fall out of trees and off of trampolines. They will still scrape their elbows and knees and foreheads, and you will still be called upon to tend to these injuries. And you will be happy to, because they will so rarely need you to kneel in front of them anymore, to kiss them tenderly here, and also here.

         Rest assured, though, that there will be ongoing opportunity to be certain of imminent doom and destruction. Ticks will attach their parasitic selves to the children’s scalps and groins. Rashes and fevers and mysterious illnesses will besiege everybody. You will still go on a Googling rampage of the phrase “mild sore throat slight itchiness coma death.” The kids will still barf with surprising frequency—but competently, into tidy buckets, rather than in a spraying impersonation of a vomit-filled Super Soaker on the “Drunk Frat Boy” setting.

         You know how you see germs everywhere? Every last microbe illuminated by the parental headlamp of your OCD? One day you won’t. One day you will cavalierly handle doorknobs and faucets and even, like a crazy person, the sign-in pen at the pharmacy. Plus, in a public bathroom, the children will no longer need to touch and/or lick every possible surface. Seriously.

         You know how you’re tired? So tired that you mistake talking in an exhausted monotone about your tiredness for making conversation? You won’t be tired. Or rather you will sometimes be tired, sometimes rested, like regular people are. You won’t blearily skim the passage of the novel you’re reading—where the protagonist lies down on her soft bed, between crisp, clean sheets—as your own eyes fill with tired, envious tears. You won’t daydream about rest and recumbency, lawn chairs and inflated pool rafts and white hotel comforters. You won’t look forward to your dental appointment just so you can recline alone for forty heavenly, tartar-scraping minutes. One day, you will once again go to sleep at night and wake up in the morning. You will sleep as much as you want to. You’ll actually be shocked if you don’t get to because a child is ill or can’t fall asleep, even though now you lie wedged into various cribs and cots, night after night, still as a button, while a small somebody drifts off and snaps awake gropingly and drifts off again. “How did we use to do it?” you will ask, and your husband will shake his head and grimace. You will no longer be constantly scheming to lie down, tricking the kids into another round of Sick Patient, so you can be dead on the couch while they prod you therapeutically with plastic screwdrivers and the doll’s bottle. “I’m still not better,” you mumble now, but you will be. You really will.

         One day, you’ll be sitting on the couch with your husband, reading the Sunday paper, and around the time you’re getting to the book review you’ll think to ask, “Are the kids still sleeping?” And he’ll shrug without putting down the sports section. The kids might be sleeping or they might be reading in their beds, playing with LEGOs, stroking the cat, bickering gently, resolving their differences. And you will be awake, even though you don’t have to be. I swear it on a stack of attachment-parenting books.

         Speaking of the newspaper: you will one day climb back into bed with the heavy wedge of folded sections and an unspilled mug of hot, milky coffee. You will even do the crossword puzzle—and all the puzzles you’ve been saving. It’s okay. I know about the newspaper that still arrives constantly now, either because you’re in denial about the way you recycle it unread or because you cannot recall your account password and don’t have the intelligence or emotional resilience to figure out the cancelling of your subscription. I know you still tear out the Sunday crossword and stuff it into the drawer of your bedside table with the crazy idea that you might get to it later. And you will. You’ll open the drawer one evening (to ferret out some birth control, no less) and you’ll find the archaeological evidence of your optimism: hundreds of puzzles spanning a sizable chunk of the early millennium. And you’ll lie around doing them in a kind of leisurely, ecstatic trance, eating bonbons and weeping with happiness.

         You will have time to run and bike and do yoga and floss and have sex. And sometimes you won’t, but it won’t even be the children’s fault. It’s just that you’re lazy. Or doing a crossword puzzle.

         You know your body? How it’s like a baggy, poorly curated exhibit about reproduction? You know how your weaned bosom looks like a cross between a pair of used condoms and Santa’s sack the day after Christmas? All empty and stretched out with maybe one or two lumpy, leftover presents that couldn’t be delivered? It will all get better. The bosom will never again look like a bursting, gift-filled bag of awesomeness, that’s true. But it will look less harrowed by motherhood. The breasts, they will tighten up a bit. All of it will tighten up a bit and be yours again to do with what you will. For example, your husband won’t gesture to you at a party after you’ve been nursing the baby. “What?” you mouth back now, sticking a fingernail between your teeth. “Spinach?” He shakes his head and points at your front, and you look down to see the elastic edge of your tank top, and how your left breast is hanging over it. That won’t happen anymore.

         Even though you’re older you’ll actually be less hunched! One day, whenever you arrive somewhere, you will all simply get out of the car and walk inside! You won’t be permanently bent over to deal with the car seat/seat belt/shoes/socks/sippy cups/diapers/turd on the floor. Why, you wonder now, does so much of your life take place below you? (It’s because the kids are small.) One day infants and diaper bags and hemorrhoids and boobs won’t be hanging off your person like you’re a cross between a human mobile and a Sherpa and a performance-art piece about Dante’s Inferno. The flip side is that there will be fewer cuddles. Lots still, but fewer. For example, every morning you will have to kiss your twelve-year-old good-bye not on the school walkway but in the bushes before you get there, like you’re sneaky, chaste teenagers.

         You know all those things you thought would be fun with kids but secretly kind of aren’t? Going to museums, making biscuits, watching the Peter Sellers Pink Panther movies, ice- skating, swimming, singing in the rain—how they all end in tears and pooping and everybody needing to be rocked to sleep in the sling? All those things really will be fun! You’re just doing them too soon because you’re bored of Hi Ho! Cherry-O and the diaper-smell children’s room of the library and those hair shirts of conversation about Would you stay partners with Daddy if he turned into a mosquito and was always buzzing around and stinging everybody but had his same face? One day you will watch Monty Python and The Princess Bride with the kids instead of Arthur’s Big Valentine’s Day Guilt Trip and Caillou by Mistake Draws on a Library Book, and you will hardly believe your good luck. At the dinner table you’ll talk about natural selection and socialized medicine. You’ll arrive at your campsite and the children will carry wood and play beanbag toss rather than cramming pinecones and beetles into their mouths before darting into the road to be run over by a Jeep. Your vigilance will ebb away until you actually take for granted how it feels to sit by the fire with a beer in your hand, looking unworriedly up at a sky full of stars with a lapful of big kid.

         They will still believe in fairies. Sort of.

         They will buckle their own seat belts and make themselves toast and take their dishes to the sink instead of flinging them from their high chairs to the floor like the drunk, tyrannical fathers from Irish novels. They will do most, if not all, of the important things that you worry they’ll never be able to do, ever, such as follow the pendulum of your finger with their gaze and wade in the neighbor’s inflatable pool and ride the merry-go-round. Speaking of merry-go-rounds: the years will start to fly by surreally, the seasons recurring like you’re captive on a deranged carousel of time. The dogwood will bloom, it will be Christmas, the dogwood will bloom again, the children will start middle school. This is how it will be.

         They will stop doing most of the annoying things that you worry they’ll always do: they won’t sob into their cottage cheese for no reason. They won’t announce guiltily, “Floss isn’t for eating,” or make you sing the ABCs like a lullaby, No, not like that, like this. They won’t ride the wheeled xylophone around the house like it’s a skateboard or lick spears of asparagus before leaving them, mysteriously, on the couch. They won’t talk about poop all the time. Kidding. They will still totally talk about poop all the time!

         Not to be all baby-out-with-the-bathwater, but they’re also going to stop doing some of the things you love. They will no longer imagine that the end of that “Eleanor Rigby” line is all the lonely peacocks. They won’t squint into the darkness and marvel at the moon beans or hold their breath when you pass the gravetary. They will no longer announce odd questions into the darkness of bedtime. “Mama, Mama—how do cats turn into old cats?” And you will no longer sigh and say, “Time.” But they will be funnier, and on purpose. “Is that a robin?” your daughter will ask one day, pointing to a bird hopping along the hedge. When you say, “No, robins have red breasts,” she will say, “Plural? Breasts?” and use two index fingers to pantomime a bosom. They will make you laugh all the time, they will make you think, and they will be exactly as beautiful as they are now. But with missing and giant teeth instead of those minuscule rows of seed pearls you so admire.

         You know how you secretly worry that this is it, that it’s all downhill from here? I know you do. You worry that the children will turn into hulking criminals; their scalps will turn odorless. You lie in bed now during a thunderstorm, two sleeping, moonlit faces pressed against you, fragrant scalps intoxicating you, the rain on the roof like hoofbeats, heartbeats—and the calamity of raising young children falls away because this is all you ever wanted. Now you boo-hoo noiselessly into the kids’ hair because life is so beautiful and you don’t want it to change. Enjoy it. But let me tell you—you won’t believe it, but let me tell you anyway—you will watch them sleeping still and always: the illuminated down of their cheeks, their dark puffs of lips and dear, dark wedges of eyelashes, and you will feel exactly the way you feel now.

         Only better.
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            How to Throw a Tantrum

         

         Birdy is two. She’s tired, I’m tired, and our evening is turning into a series of trifling but cumulatively consequential moments, each one toppling into the next like the very dominoes of sanity. I’m not looking to cast blame here, but who invented giving up your nap when you’re not even two yet? And who invented this frightful time of day? If I were the mom from Bewitched, I’d wiggle my nose and—poof!—one minute we’d be watching the sun just start to dip behind the trees, and the next the kids would be snoring in their beds. Instead I’m just mortal me with bodies to feed, teeth to brush, a pair of children to shepherd through day’s end like sweet-faced little overwrought lambs.

         First there’s dinner. Birdy gobbles roast chicken while five-year-old Ben and I chew our food and discuss the “real pretend snake” a classmate brought to show-and-tell. There are smiles all around, the festive clinking of spoons and sippy cups, guitar music filtering in from next door. This is great, I think to myself. Like a fool. Because the very next minute is when Birdy decides that she wants to hold both the bowl full of steamed broccoli and the bowl full of French dressing we’re dipping it into. “I hold,” she says. “I do it.” This would be fine, of course, if Birdy actually had a third arm. I love her feisty independence, but you just can’t fight the laws of physics, especially the one that says: hold the broccoli and the dip, and there will be no hands left for dipping. She puts down first one bowl and then the other, then picks both back up and wedges one under an arm, trying to figure out how to grasp a broccoli floret and plunge it into the orange gloop without spilling anything or letting go of the bowls. She’s a one-baby Laurel and Hardy act. This bowl, that bowl. That bowl, this bowl.

         I am willing to let Birdy struggle for a while—I really do understand how important this is for growth—but finally I’m compelled to offer, “What if I hold the bowl of broccoli while you dip?” I’m just guessing here, but I think her screeching response means something like “No thank you.” I’ve offended her dignity, and what follows is some obligatory stomping around, the accusatory groaning of the word Mama, and a few tears. But this is only, maybe, a three on the one-to-ten scale of toddler tantrums: Loudly dissatisfied, but distracted by sticking fist into near-empty pudding cup.

         With the dip disaster behind her, the pudding blotted from her hair with a damp paper towel, Birdy now wants to “winse,” which means standing on a chair at the kitchen sink holding measuring cups and funnels and every other available thing (including her own fleece-clad arms) under the running faucet, water spraying everywhere like our kitchen is a car wash. I say no to this now, even though I sympathize with the urge to drench, because it is bedtime and Birdy can never just “winse a wittle,” no matter what she might promise you. Again, a small fit ensues—“I dooo winse, Mama,” she insists, along with the vague but emphatic “I am”—and Birdy stampedes up the stairs in a rage. But soon enough she is distracted again, wiping her face with her shirt bottom, singing “Itty Bitty Bider” and getting ready for bed. I breathe a sigh of relief—and then remember, too late, my superstition about sighing with relief.

         Have you ever known a toddler? Then you understand how fierce and protracted a battle the simple act of toothbrushing can become. Birdy wants to do the toothpaste “by self” (it bloops out onto the floor); she wants to eat the toothpaste from the floor (she may not); she wants to clamp her teeth down on the bristles of the brush I’m maneuvering (this is annoying, and I tell her as much). She wants to suck on the washcloth I’ve used to wipe her grubby face (I let her). She wants to fish a dropped butterfly sticker out of the toilet with her hand (I don’t let her). And, by the time we’re done with the evening’s hygiene, it’s all been too much for Birdy—too much “No,” too much “Stop”—and we approach something like a six on the tantrum scale.

         I get a little snot on my shirt, in my hair, but Birdy pulls herself together. If my evening were a novel, or a Jaws movie, we might refer to this as “foreshadowing,” and there would be ominous music to terrify you about the next ruinous ambush. The real tantrum—the one you see slicing through the waves in the pointed shape of a fin—arrives a few minutes later, when we’re already pajama-clad and snuggled under the covers for bedtime stories. Laura Ingalls Wilder’s The Long Winter, to be precise. That’s when Birdy finds herself unable to pull off her own fingers. “Aagh!” she cries, tugging on them. “Want to take dese fingahs off.” She tugs some more, then she holds her hand out to me and says, reasonably, “Mama, help me, bease.”

         When I tell her that I’d like to help but can’t—I trace her palm and fingers with my own finger to show her how seamlessly put together she is—Birdy throws herself down on the mattress and screams. The technical term for what’s happening to her is “the last straw.” She stands up again, still screaming, and with the tears rivuleting down her sweet face and her mouth opened into that red cave of yelling, she looks like a Beatles fan, in footie pajamas. “Fingahs ooooooffffffff!” She’s shrieking and tugging on her hands, trying to remove her fingers like they’re gloves. (This scene feels oddly familiar. Was it in that tenth-grade film they showed us about LSD?) She bites into the comforter, tears at her own sleeve with her teeth. I don’t say, “If you pull off your fingers what will you poke into your booty?” but I consider it. Instead, I say, irrelevantly, “Would you like to read Fairy Went a-Marketing?” and Birdy stomps away. Such a bald-faced distraction will not, at this point, be dignified with a response.

         The thing about tantrums is that sometimes there is not only no way to help but also—and this is the kicker—no point to any of it. This is to be distinguished from the kind of tantrum that results from a disciplinary or safety intervention. If Birdy is about to plunge her hand into a Crock-Pot full of lentils—or if she’s jabbing a thermometer into her ear or darting out into the road or hitting Ben over the head with Pooh’s Party or spreading her cracker with ointment—and I speak sharply to her, well, the episode that follows always feels worthwhile in some way. Sure, the kicking and screaming are inconvenient, and you may have to stand in the middle of the sidewalk shrugging and smiling at the flinty passersby while your child flails a hole into the pavement with her snow boots. But righteousness is a raft you can cling to: an Important Lesson has been taught and learned, and yes, sometimes this learning is difficult and even ugly, but you really had no choice. But in “The Case of the Attached Fingers” there is no glint of a silver lining. Tiredness has simply forgone its usual, peaceful route (close eyes, fall asleep) and has instead taken a terrible, winding detour through paroxysms of fury and frustration (kick feet, bang head against crib bars). And the lesson “Fingers stay on” just isn’t a very satisfying destination.

         Meanwhile, back in bed, things have escalated. For instance, the word bloodcurdling pops into my head, and I actually picture my veins clotting up with purple lumps while Birdy rages on. And still, this whole entire time, I’m trying to read Laura Ingalls Wilder to Ben. I’m reading loudly, of course, so that Ben can hear me over the hand-wringing din of his sister. It’s all a little surreal. Because here, on the one hand, are Laura and Carrie in a different century, stumbling home through a perilous blizzard to their worried parents—these courageous, uncomplaining little girls in their petticoats and woolen tights—and there, over there on the edge of the bed, is this gigantic baby flinging herself around and pulling her own hair because of her nondetachable fingers. Birdy’s struggle is a real one, and her dear face is tragic and red and drenched. But when Ben makes eye contact with me, I raise my eyebrows and he giggles. Which is when Birdy staggers over with a pillow like some murderous yeti and presses it down over our heads. Under the pillow Ben and I are laughing and laughing: Things are so out of hand. When we come up for air, Birdy looks so sad and lost that I say, “Oh, sweetheart,” and, against her will, take her into my arms.

         I rock this person—this half-baby, half-child—and sing to her, a ballad about Spanish leather boots because those happen to be the only lyrics I can remember right now. Birdy is struggling still and crying hard, but I try to remember that sometimes, if I’m sad or despairing, Michael, my husband, might rub my back and speak soothing words to me, and even though he might not see any change on the outside—I might appear to be wholly and despairingly unaffected by his care—inside I am comforted. And just as I’m thinking this, Birdy’s body softens in my arms and her screaming morphs into raggedy breaths with only a little bit of intermittent crying when she remembers her great Woe and Sadness. After the song ends, she sits up and asks, “Could I have tissue, bease?,” so polite that tears spring to my eyes. And when I hand it to her, she blots at her own eyes and blows her nose, smiles at me, and says, “Sink you, Mama!”

         The thought that comes into my head is a cliché: it’s like a storm passing. Birdy smiles, and even though the moon is peeking in through the tops of the trees, the bedroom is flooded with sunlight. And Birdy herself has the age-old impulse, the same thing I’m doing here, to make sense of her experience by turning it into a story. “I was,” she tells us, her shoulders still heaving a little bit, “so, so sad.” And Ben and I say, at the exact same time, “We know.”

      

   


   
      
         
            How to Throw Another Tantrum

         

         If there were a Gilbert and Sullivan opera called I Wanted to Suck the Dirty Washcloth except there was only one line in it, and that line was “I wanted to suck the dirty washcloth,” and the whole ensemble sang it while they were wearing just their Hello Kitty underpants—and crying—you’d get a pretty good sense of the most recent couple of hours of my life. Because there are rules, okay? You can suck the dirty washcloth—just not after it’s already been flung into the dirty-washcloth bucket. Maybe it doesn’t make sense to you, but that’s the rule. Why do we have a dirty-washcloth bucket? Well, that’s a good question. Like any normal family, we seem to use thirty-five dozen washcloths every day, and when they were all draped over the shower rod all the time, I felt like we were living in someone’s back alley in a village in Europe. While it must be very charming to pass under a fluttering line of damp washcloths in the sunshine on your way to ogle éclairs at the patisserie, the way they were just hanging there in the electric light of my bathroom had more of a shtetl quality. Much better the washcloths should be festering in a large, white plastic bucket, as if we’re actually running some kind of MASH unit. Much cheerier.

         Birdy is newly three, and wiping her face is one of my favorite moments of the day: the way she turns it up to me like a ripe, smudged nectarine; the way I am my most tender, gentle self in this caring for her; the way I get to look at her with the kind of pure love that often, suspiciously, seems most profoundly to wash over me mere moments before the children will be asleep for twelve hours. Which is why I’m taken aback when, after I forget to offer her the washcloth (“Would you like to suck the dirty washcloth?” I think I’m supposed to ask) and drop it in the bucket instead, Birdy’s head spins around and green vomit sprays everywhere, and a voice like electronic sandpaper says, “WASHCLOTH.” Every single part of that is true, except for the green vomit. And also the head spinning around. Forget rinsing out the washcloth and giving it back to her, since this is as foolish a gesture as offering her a clean washcloth. You are obviously missing the whole entire point. Which is that “I WANTED TO SUCK THE DIRTY WASHCLOTH.” That dirty washcloth. In the buuuuucket.

         “You really wanted to!” I say, as she writhes and weeps and screams in bed. “You’re so sad and mad!” This validating of her feelings is not as effective as one might hope. Birdy cries and cries the way you do when the only thing that can soothe you is the instantaneous snapping off of consciousness, which nobody else—except maybe a cartoon bird running by with a baseball bat—can help you with. I scratch her back. I sing her a lullaby. I stroke her sweaty, miserable hair. Ben reaches over to kindly pat her while whispering, “This is kind of annoying”—twinned impulses to which I can relate. This same six-year-old Ben who, one hour ago at The Gondoliers, the nonwashcloth-themed musical comedy staged by the fifth- and sixth-graders at his school, insisted on insinuating himself into my lap with Birdy after shuffling around and around, crying and miserable about the seating options afforded him (other, empty laps, for instance, or the mat where the rest of the kids were sitting) while the gaily beribboned gondoliers sang—some as charismatic as Elton John, others as slouching and vacant as Frankenstein’s monster. Now, in bed, I say only, “Sometimes things are kind of annoying.”

         I say, “Birdy, you can lie here and cry, but the screaming is too noisy and Benny can’t sleep. If you want to keep screaming, then you have to go in the other bedroom.” And, screaming, she clambers off the bed, runs into the other room, and slams the door behind her.

         Other times, Birdy’s passions unfold differently. “Do you want some soup?” she asks me one afternoon. She’s rattling around her pretend kitchen, shaking plastic pots and wooden vegetables while I cook real beans in a real pan. “No thanks,” I say, because I’m a negative and distracted robot. “I mean, yes please,” I add. “What kind do you have today?” She scootches all the pots over to show me. “Fruit gummy, carrot, or hot dog.” “Hmm,” I say. “I’ll try a bowl of hot dog soup.” “Actually, we’re out of hot dog.” She pushes the pot of hot dogs away with her foot. “Oh. Okay. Maybe the carrot, then?” Birdy’s eyebrows pull together regretfully. “No, Mama. There’s no carrot.” Is she sneaking out at night to watch Monty Python? “Well, then, make it fruit gummy,” I say, and Birdy says, “Okay!” She extends a plastic lid with one tiny wooden banana on it, holds it out on her palm, but when I go to take it from her, she wraps her fingers around it. “Actually? It’s too hot. It’s not really warm. I didn’t really make yours yet. Here, give it to me.” And she takes her fruit gummy soup and is gone again.

         I feel about the children sometimes the way I used to feel about our tabby cat, Tiny. I used to look at him blinking slowly in the sun, or lifting his hind foot to chew at his toes with his minuscule front teeth, and I’d think Why is he even living here with us? We have so little in common. The thought was always accompanied by a cresting wave of love. “Our cat! Our dear, strange animal!” Our Birdy! Our dear, strange Birdy!

         It’s one thing; it’s another. The Popsicle dripped on my leg! My Lincoln Log house tumbled! A pen cap fell into the vent! Whaaaaa! She’s like a mood-changing specialty doll: push her button and watch her sunny smile turn to shrieking misery! Sometimes you’ll discover that the indignities have actually occurred hours or even days earlier. Does Birdy sit around flipping through the mental files of injury and injustice until something strikes her? Who knows. Usually we encourage her to ask for the help she needs without first making a pilgrimage to the Wailing Wall and setting up camp there. Usually she does. There is more or less ado about something, and then she is able to resolve her frustration. Usually.

         But on Washcloth Night, as on Attached Fingers Night, there has already been a series of incidents—I tried to hold her hand on the stairs; the Goldbug book is ripped (it was ripped when we got it two years ago); Birdy’s head stuck briefly in the neck of the shirt she was pulling off—and finally the last straw came when I wet the washcloth to wipe her face, and she wanted to do it myseeeelf. Eeeeeenh. Heeeeeeeee. EEEENHA. She’s crying still, we can hear her, and Ben is cross-legged on the bed in his striped pajamas, pale and chewing his top lip. “I think Birdy really needs you,” he says, and he’s right. I find her in my bedroom, trying to quiet her shuddering breaths. “I’m really pulling myself together, Mama,” she says, and tries to smile, and I say, “You’re fine the way you are, honey. Next time just ask for what you need so you don’t have to waste all your energy being miserable.” And she says, “Okay.” I wipe the snot from her cheeks and kiss them, and I think about what a friend once said to me, as a gentle reminder against sloppy parenting: “We hold their hearts in our hands.” And it’s true. We do.
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