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Introduction


The inspirational author Marion C. Garretty said, “Mother love is the fuel that enables a normal human being to do the impossible.” Mothers do achieve the impossible, finding time to raise their children, run their households, work, volunteer, and care for spouses, pets and elderly parents. You don’t understand how hard it is until you become a mother yourself.


My fellow editors and I are all mothers, so we get it. It was with that understanding that we lovingly compiled this collection of stories from our library, to show our fellow moms of all ages how much they are appreciated and loved.


We don’t just honor mothers in this book. We include stories about grandmothers, stepmothers, mothers-in-law, and the other moms in our lives. These touching stories will sometimes make you laugh, occasionally make you tear up a little, and most importantly, they’ll make every mother feel great about the impact she has on her children.


There’s a special twist to this book, too. We’re donating the author royalties to the Boys & Girls Clubs of America. Boys & Girls Clubs are an integral part of many communities, providing a safe place for kids to learn and grow, to have ongoing relationships with caring, adult professionals, and to engage in sports and other life-enhancing programs and character development experiences. The clubs are often used for after-school care by busy moms, and they provide youth with hope, opportunity, and — best of all — a great time!


I’m sure you’ll enjoy the stories in Chapter 1 — Thanks for Being My Teacher — because that’s such an important part of what we mothers do. In “Everything I Would Need to Know” Barbara Ann Burris describes watching her mother run her own deli and catering business. Barbara resented the business when she was a teenager but she now realizes how many lessons she learned “about faith and determination, hard work, responsibility and most of all, about caring.”


In Chapter 2 — Thanks for Always Being Right — you’ll read stories that validate what we moms already know: we ARE always right! In “Party Invitation,” our own senior editor Barbara LoMonaco tells us about the time she had to turn down a day at Disneyland with her best friend because she had already accepted an invitation to another girl’s birthday party. Barbara’s mom wouldn’t let her renege on the first acceptance. Doing the right thing, however reluctantly, Barbara went to the birthday party and had a great time after all, explaining, “My mom was right… as usual.”


Prolific Chicken Soup for the Soul contributor Mimi Greenwood Knight shares her story, “Mom to the Rescue,” in Chapter 3 — Thanks for Being There. In Mimi’s case, her mother quickly cooked a special dinner at home after Mimi’s date had car trouble that caused them to miss their pre-prom dinner at a restaurant. Her mom even washed, dried, and ironed her date’s oil-stained shirt while they ate, “remedying yet another mini trauma in my life,” according to Mimi.


Have you ever wondered how you do some of the things that you do as a mother? Chapter 4 — Thanks for Your Strength — is about those superhuman feats that moms manage to perform. In “Wonder Mom,” Canadian Susan Blakeney tells us about the time her mother kept the children calm and happy during a big snowstorm that stranded them at home for a week. Their father couldn’t get home for days and the storm was so bad that soldiers ended up being deployed to clear their road. Susan’s mother was terrified the whole time but never let on to the kids, even though “she had never been so overwhelmed as a mother, or so alone.”


Chapter 5 — Thanks for the Memories — is about those special moments that become part of family lore, like Toni Becker’s story, “The Healing Power of Toilet Paper.” Toni and her ninety-two-year-old mother, who was in the final stage of cancer, decided to have one last adventure together, toilet papering the yards of Toni’s brother and sister. Toni says, “In the coming weeks, Mom and I shared many more laughs after each of us received calls from puzzled family members wondering who had done those strange things.”


There’s no doubt that we moms are role models, and our lessons persist long after we’re gone. In Chapter 6 — Thanks for Being My Role Model — Lisa Hutchison writes in “Focusing on What We Have” about how her mom’s “positive attitude” after a stroke that paralyzed her “helped me to keep going, to have faith and to remain connected to her, especially after her death.” Lisa says her mother’s example “certainly changed my life.”


Good parenting should include a lot of humor, right? And that goes for grandparenting too. Robin Rylee Harderson had me laughing out loud in “Granny’s Bible,” which is one of the many funny stories in Chapter 7 — Thanks for the Laughter. Robin’s grandmother was a font of wisdom, often “quoting” the Bible. One day when someone called Robin a brat, Granny said, “You just go right back home and tell him that the Bible says it takes one to know one.” Robin concedes that Granny’s “Bible,” suspect as it was, “always solved whatever problems had been thrown in my path.”


In Chapter 8 — Thanks for Being My Rock — you’ll meet some moms who were steadfast in their unequivocal support for their children. I’ve always been amazed by Leigh Ann Bryant’s story, “She Never Stopped Loving Me.” Leigh Ann’s mother was her rock during her trial for killing the husband her mom had warned her not to marry. Leigh Ann says, “She stayed by my side and loved me through it all. When my jurors spared me from prison, she gave me a thumbs-up and mouthed, ‘I love you.’ A smile crossed my face — I believed her. My mother loves me, no matter what.”


Our moms love us unconditionally and we love them back, in all 101 stories in this inspiring collection. We offer you these stories in the spirit of “mom solidarity.” I’m already smiling as I imagine you reading them.


~Amy Newmark


Author, Editor-in-Chief, and Publisher, Chicken Soup for the Soul
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Thanks for Being My Teacher


Whenever I am in trouble I ask my heart “What should I do?” Every single time it replies “Do what your mother would tell you to.” Mom, thanks for being my guiding light.


~Author Unknown
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The Good Parts


A mother is a person who seeing there are only four pieces of pie for five people, promptly announces she never did care for pie.


~Tenneva Jordan


When I was growing up my mother ate the most disgusting things. Dry crusts from my sandwiches, burnt toast, the soggy last few inches of pizza slices that I always left behind. She ate the dark meat, gizzards even, broccoli stems and the dust of crushed chips left in the bottom of the bag. Hers were the broken crackers, the baked potatoes with the black spots in the middle. She’d peel an apple for me and eat the skins, which was horrifying, and then when I was done, she’d eat the fruit I’d left around the core. I thought something was wrong with her.


My mother dressed ugly too. She never got herself a decent looking pair of sneakers and her sweatpants were all faded. I never understood why she dressed so badly because she always bought me really cute, trendy outfits. She still had some awful velour sweatshirts from the 1970s and I’d pray she’d never show up at my school wearing one. If she did, God forbid, she’d probably be eating a burnt pizza crust and a peach pit.


My mother was so embarrassing.


Then one morning, recently, I finally got it. After eating my daughter’s unwanted toast crusts and a plum skin for breakfast, we went shopping. I needed new shoes for a wedding we were attending that weekend. Except, once we got to the mall I realized that my feet weren’t growing. It was just a party. No one was going to be looking at my feet. But the baby? She’d nearly outgrown all of her shoes and would be in a new size soon. She needed new shoes more than I did.


I considered a new sundress, but did I really need one? No. My little one was going to be in a size 2T soon and I wouldn’t have a thing that would fit her. I decided to wait and spend the money on her.


When we got home, we had lunch. She ate the fluffy tops of the broccoli and I realized I’d learned to love the tough stems. I peeled her a peach and sucked all the flesh from the pit while she ate the good parts. I wanted a graham cracker but there were only two left, so I decided that I didn’t really like graham crackers as much as I did when I was little anyway. Neither did my mom and that’s why she always let me have the last ones in the package too.


When you’re a parent, you don’t mind giving up the good parts. I don’t need a bunch of new stuff because I have all I need. I have my daughter and her happiness and I have a mother that I finally appreciate — a mother who once gave me all the good parts in hope that one day I’d grow up to be that kind of parent too.


~Victoria Fedden
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Mom’s Christmas Stocking


Open your heart — open it wide; someone is standing outside.


~Quoted in Believe: A Christmas Treasury
by Mary Engelbreit


Our mother, June Parker, was a spiritual researcher, historian, student of life, journalist and writer. She did none of these as a profession, but as her passion. After she died, I found myself in her sunny, well-organized office looking through the files of her many newspaper articles, letters to the editor and genealogy notes, each neatly typed on her IBM Selectric typewriter.


One sheet of paper caught my eye. It was entitled “Mom’s Christmas Stocking” and here’s what it said: “Every Christmas you have always filled a stocking for Mom. I want you to continue doing so. Choose the very things I would love. Find someone to give this filled stocking to — a woman in prison, or in a rehab, or a homeless center. This is the most precious Christmas gift I could receive or you could give — sharing the love we know with someone who really needs a shot of love. And, in this way I will continue to share your Christmases and continue to be a part of my wonderful family.”


I gave copies to my sisters and brother and tucked a copy away for myself.


As our first Christmas season without Mom approached, I purchased some fun and useful items for her Christmas stocking. I bought a beautiful white stocking and wrapped each item, filling that stocking with care. I found an organization in New York City, where I live, called Women In Need (WIN) — this would be the perfect place to donate Mom’s stocking! I felt the presence of my mother with me as I walked to the center on my lunch hour. I told her how happy I was to be sharing our love in this way, knowing she was right there with me.


The women at the office of WIN were grateful and touched by my mom’s request and promised to find a special woman to receive the stocking.


The loving feeling carried me through the day and when I saw my friends that evening at my gym I shared with them what I had experienced. The following Christmas season we had a Girls’ Night and played board games, had refreshments and filled eight stockings for Women In Need.


Their enthusiasm helped me create our annual Mom’s Stocking event where we collect donations of needed items and fill upwards of 150 Christmas stockings for women living in homeless shelters in New York City. The event has grown to include filling stockings for babies and young children and gift cards for teens. Friends and their children are invited to our open house Christmas event to fill stockings, enjoy refreshments and participate in giving and sharing shots of love.


My sisters and brother live in other states, and they and their families fill Christmas stockings and deliver them to their places of choice. Our mother’s extended family also donates to our Mom’s Stocking event in various ways. All donations are welcome and all are used for this loving cause.


Each year I thank my mother for giving me the most precious Christmas gift, the opportunity to share love where truly needed.


~Daryl Wendy Strauss
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Everything I Would Need to Know


There are some things you learn best in calm, and some in storm.


~Willa Cather


My mother was the “different” mom. Rarely home, she more closely emulated the dynamic career women who would not become commonplace for another decade. The year I turned ten, Mom bought a deli and started her catering business in the back room. My friends arrived home from school to mothers in the midst of cooking dinner, eager to hear about their day. I often came home to an empty house and a dinner made by my grandmother or heated up in the oven by my sister or me.


I never liked school, but by high school I absolutely hated it. I used to fake all sorts of illnesses to get out of going. Mom had little energy left from her seven-day workweeks to argue with me. Her reputation as a caterer had grown. And impossible as it seemed, her work hours increased too, something I highly resented. Between designing wedding cakes, making entire meals and expanding deli hours to attract early commuters and last-minute evening shoppers, she was often on her feet a grueling seventeen hours a day. She simply had nothing left to deal with her willful fourteen-year-old. So she punished me the only way she could.


“I don’t know what you’re trying to avoid,” she said. “But you’re not going to stay here in bed all day if that’s what you’re thinking.”


Impatiently, she sipped a cup of coffee while I showered and dressed.


Our first stop was Temmler’s Bakery. At five-thirty in the morning, when the business district was empty and dark, the kitchen at Temmler’s was brightly lit. We arrived at the back door as the men, all dressed in white, were just winding down from hours of mixing, baking and decorating. Business was about to shift to the front end of the building where the salespeople, including Mrs. Temmler, were sliding huge silver trays filled with sweets onto shelves in preparation for the arrival of hungry business people on their way to catch the train to Chicago.


Slouched atop a stool and holding a mug of steaming coffee, Mr. Temmler brusquely directed my mother to her orders through the ocean of sugary treats and racks of aromatic bread loaves. With his thick German accent, he sounded severe. But I noticed he always pointed her toward the best assortments. We lugged the heavy trays jammed with sweet rolls, cream horns, jelly doughnuts and coffee cakes out to her station wagon. Loaves of warm, unsliced bread were carefully placed into large brown bags and gently tucked into available nooks and crannies. A few miles away at her store, Mom parked the car on the empty street. We hauled everything inside to the deli’s bakery section just beyond the front door where the appealing aromas would waken another set of early risers headed for the train.


I hated the deli business, with its unpredictable ebb and flow of demanding customers. I preferred the kitchen. At the back of the old narrow wooden building, the kitchen occupied an enormous space with twenty-foot ceilings that hoarded heat in winter but suffocated us with a thick blanket of warmth in summer. Rows of fluorescent lights suspended above the workspace cast a warm glow on the worn wooden floors and bounced light off metal prep tables. I was fascinated by the old Hobart mixer that stood nearly as tall as me. It was twice my age but its low-pitched motor whirred along reliably, mixing enormous bowls of ingredients into silken smooth cake batters. The big black pizza oven in the far corner looked like no oven I’d ever seen with its six-foot wide, one-foot high ovens stacked atop tall legs. But it effortlessly baked pies and cakes by the dozen.


My first job of the day was usually to make the doughnuts. Mom didn’t trust me with the mix, so she prepared it herself. She poured it into the conical dispenser that hung suspended over the gurgling grease pit. I glided the dispenser over the sizzling pool, pressing the lever that dropped doughnuts one by one. The smell of fresh, hot doughnuts was at first inviting but eventually disgusting as the greasy fragrance permeated my clothes and hair. I swirled blistering hot doughnuts in pans of chocolate and vanilla glaze, then dropped them into huge tubs of brightly colored jimmies or fluffy coconut before settling them onto large silver trays like those from the bakery. I handled so many scorching hot doughnuts by the time I was fourteen, I swore my fingerprints had been permanently removed.


Mom might’ve been good at talking to me about my problems and the reasons I didn’t want to go to school, but I wasn’t listening. If we talked at all, it was usually a blazing verbal battle that got nowhere fast and ended abruptly with a slap across my face for some impertinent remark.


Ultimately, she gave up talking and just worked. And I worked alongside her. I learned to clean and prepare huge shrimp and make an attractive sandwich loaf layered with crabmeat or tuna and iced like a wedding cake with cream cheese and savory decorations of olives and chives. I stood for hours carefully cutting canapés from loaves of bread and learning to decorate them neatly. I noticed her attention to detail and the way she smiled and her posture straightened when customers praised her lovely presentations and the delicious flavors of her food. I listened to her conversations with the deliverymen. She knew everyone’s name and all their stories. They looked forward to seeing her and sharing their lives with her. I saw how everyone respected and admired her. And I was proud she was my mother.


I scrubbed floors with a heavy rag mop and wiped down the equipment. I washed piles of pots and pans, and kitchen utensils. There was no electric dishwasher, only me. My back ached from standing over the old porcelain sink but I soon realized that if I hadn’t been washing dishes, the person doing all the washing up would’ve been my mother. That was why she was always late for dinner or not home in time to eat at all.


In time, I understood her tenacity and determination to fulfill this dream. I loved how she brightened when we met the deadlines that constantly loomed over her, both from a production standpoint and a financial one. And I learned what price a dream can extract when, at the end of the day, she collapsed into bed knowing the routine would begin again within a few hours. But I saw how much she valued her dream and believed it worth that price.


Before I finished high school, I understood overhead costs and marketing, scheduling and payroll. But more importantly, I learned about faith and determination, hard work, responsibility and most of all, about caring. Mom and I never really had any of the conventional mother/daughter conversations you read about. But wordlessly, over pies and cakes, canapés and sandwich loaves, she explained everything I would need to know.


~Barbara Ann Burris
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Staying Sharp at 95


Aging is not lost youth but a new stage of opportunity and strength.


~Betty Friedan


I’ve been interested in ways to boost brain power for quite some time. I’m not getting any younger and I am finding it harder to remember names — something I did effortlessly in my youth.


The people I know who continue to have sharp minds into old age have certain characteristics in common. They are all active physically as well as mentally. Case in point, my mother-in-law. My husband and I regularly talk to and visit his mother, Lillian, a woman of ninety-five. Up to the time she broke her hip six months ago, she was physically active. However, she has managed to adapt.


“Don’t you want live-in help?” my husband asked on our last visit.


“I had help when I couldn’t get around. Now I manage quite well with my walker. I need to do as many things for myself as possible,” she said.


Lillian hired a cleaning lady, has food delivered much of the time, and remains living independently in the family home, a large Victorian house. Her mind is as active as ever and she is on the mend from her injury.


“Okay,” she said, “let me see if I can stump you.” She looked down at a sheet of paper on which she’d written questions. Then she asked us questions she’d collected from her favorite quiz shows on television.


Over lunch, which we shared in her kitchen, I decided to interview her. “I know you never forget a phone number, anniversary or birthday. How do you manage it?”


“Simple,” she responded. “I write everything down and study it. If I see it, then I can remember it.” She then rattled off our phone number to prove her point.


“What keeps you young in spirit and sharp in mind and memory?” I asked her.


“For me, it’s contact with family and friends. Since I can’t get around the way I used to do, I talk on the telephone. It keeps me connected. I also sit out on the front porch and observe what’s going on in the neighborhood. I particularly like to watch and listen to children playing. Sometimes neighbors drop by and visit.”


My mother-in-law, besides being feisty and strong-willed, is very interested in people. It keeps her going. Talking to her children, grandchildren and great-grandchildren also keeps her mind active and agile, as does watching game and talk shows on TV. She feels connected to what’s happening socially and politically in the world. Human interaction is a crucial element in keeping her mind sharp and boosting her memory.


She frowned at me because I was serving the lunch we brought to her house. She stated she wanted to order in from a restaurant and treat us as guests. We would not hear of it. We like to pamper her when we visit. We shop for her. My husband does minor house repairs. We bring pictures of her great-grandchildren.


“Do you do anything special to keep your memory sharp?” I asked her.


“Every night before I go to sleep I recite the alphabet backwards.”


On a number of occasions, I’ve taken my mother-in-law to her doctor for a checkup. Lillian’s doctor has observed that genetics and lifestyle both enter into whether or not a person will eventually suffer from dementia or Alzheimer’s disease.


People suffering from high cholesterol, high blood pressure and diabetes are particularly vulnerable. Scientists have found associations among Alzheimer’s disease and high blood pressure, which can damage blood vessels in the brain. So controlling high blood pressure is also important. My mother-in-law does, in fact, take medication to control this problem. And she watches her dietary salt intake as well. Seniors also have to be careful of drug interactions, which can affect their memory and thinking.


Lillian stimulates her mind with activities such as reading books and completing crossword puzzles. She’s kept her mind active and curious in past years with such activities as reading, writing, attending lectures, and even gardening.


For those of us who are in good physical condition, walking, swimming and dancing are some of the activities that can help keep our minds sharp. My in-laws were active swimmers and square dancers for many years. They also enjoyed traveling to new places and meeting new people. All of these activities build cognitive reserve. A variety of leisure and physical activity has kept Lillian’s mind sharp over the years.


I have observed that those who are active physically, mentally and socially show the least signs of cognitive decline. This was confirmed by Lillian’s doctor, Barbara Paris, who encourages socialization and staying mentally active to keep your mind sharp. “If you don’t use it, you lose it,” Dr. Paris emphasizes, and she also says that committing to a sense of community and socialization are important. These are the very things my mother-in-law does each day.


“So why do you think you’ve lived such a long and relatively healthy life?” I asked Lillian.


She was thoughtful, running her fingers through her white hair. “Well, I believe in eating healthy foods, lots of fruits and vegetables, but not overeating. I try to be optimistic. I appreciate each day, and I keep myself as busy and active as possible. I try to find solutions for my problems as much as I can.”


This is all true. Essentially, Lillian sees the glass as half-full. She doesn’t harp on negative things. She also sees the best in other people. Her positive outlook on life, strength of character and determination to live life to its fullest and overcome all obstacles, keeps her mind sharp and sound. When there are problems, she looks for solutions. She doesn’t throw pity parties. We can all learn a great deal from people like Lillian about how to boost our brain power.


~Jacqueline Seewald


[image: image]




[image: Images]


It Doesn’t Hurt to Smile


Before you put on a frown, make absolutely sure there are no smiles available.


~Jim Beggs


The last time my eighty-three-year-old mother-in-law visited, I asked how she was feeling. It’s a valid question. She has, after all, had two knee replacements, a metal rod inserted in her femur, and a liver transplant. Pins hold her wrist together, and arthritis is settling into her bones so thoroughly she can no longer roll the dough to make her famous cinnamon crisps. She moves slowly and with precision to avoid another fall.


But she hasn’t stopped moving. In fact, she and my father-in-law attended their first Jimmy Buffet concert this summer… where they sat on the lawn. Here’s the thing about my in-laws: They never say no to an invitation or a new adventure. If they can make it work, they’re willing to try just about anything. When we need them to come stay with the kids, we have to get on their calendars far in advance.


They inspire us daily.


When asked how she was feeling, my mother-in-law responded without an ounce of self-pity: “Well, most everything hurts every day. Some days are better than others. But you know what I’ve discovered? It doesn’t hurt one bit to smile. So that’s what I’ve decided to do… smile at everyone I see. I may not be able to do all the things I used to do, but I can at least brighten someone’s day.”


It is such simple wisdom, and such a profound shift.


Moving the focus from what we don’t have, from what we’ve lost, from how we’ve been burdened, to what we can offer others is the difference between living in the dark and radiating light. And illumination, of course, makes traveling so much easier for us and for others.


The key to a life worth living, I think, is to change perspective…


From inward to outward


From giving up to giving back


From self-consciousness to global awareness


From closing our minds to opening our hearts


From “No, thanks” to “Yes, let’s!”


From judgment to acceptance


From self-importance to humility


From things to people


From indifference to love


You don’t have to cuddle babies in a faraway orphanage or underwrite the expense of a much-needed surgery. It’s not necessary to start a foundation that supports victims of domestic abuse or to ride your bike across the country while raising money for undernourished children. Of course, if you have the time and the means and are able-bodied to do those things, then by all means… Go! Do them! Ride like the wind! Start something important! Write giant checks!


But my point is this: Sometimes change arrives in a brown-papered package much smaller and less dramatic than the one with the glitter and the shiny pink bow. Sometimes change looks uncannily similar to everyday kindness and empathy. Sometimes change begins with letting a driver merge in front of you, with holding the door for a mother juggling an armful of groceries, with graciously acknowledging the curmudgeonly store cashier (even though he’s much more comfortable mumbling and frowning than accepting a word of encouragement), with tipping your server extravagantly, with giving a hungry stranger something to soothe the rumble in his belly.


In chaos theory, the butterfly effect maintains that the smallest breeze from a butterfly’s wing can change the path of a hurricane halfway across the world.


Imagine, then, the possibilities that exist within a single smile.


Mamaw knows.


~Katrina Anne Willis
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How Running Helped Me Heal


I’ve learned that finishing a marathon isn’t just an athletic achievement. It’s a state of mind; a state of mind that says anything is possible.


~John Hanc


It was a week after my mom had died, and I didn’t know how to go on with life. Instead of going to work or the grocery store, I covered myself with blankets, wishing that I, too, could disappear. I was twenty-eight years old, and my mom had been fifty-four. It felt like I had been robbed.


So when I received an e-mail from a friend about a 5K benefiting pancreatic cancer research, I ignored it. It seemed too close to the heart, as pancreatic cancer was the disease that had taken my mother away from me. But something about my friend’s words — “I can help organize the whole thing” — stuck with me. I felt obliged to agree, if only to accept her support.


Together, my friends and I walked in honor of my mom. I tried to ignore the shirts of other participants, many bearing pictures of the loved ones they had lost. They were a painful reminder that my mom was no longer there for me to vent about life’s everyday annoyances, or to see me get married or have kids.


My friends and I grabbed lunch after, and I actually enjoyed myself. But I immediately felt guilty.


In the weeks to come, I managed to reenter the world of the living. I knew my mom would have wanted it that way. She was the type who never got defeated. In fact, when she was pregnant with me, the doctors had warned her that as a diabetic she’d be risking her life to have me. “But I was going to have you, no matter what,” Mom told me. It was this very spirit that helped me get by.


Besides, keeping myself busy was preferable to driving myself crazy with things like wondering what would have happened if I had had the chance to say goodbye. It haunted me that I had gone to work on her last day instead of taking time off to see her, although I knew she wasn’t feeling well. But Mom had instilled a serious work ethic in me, discouraging me from ever taking a day off.


A year later, to my surprise, I signed up for the same 5K. It seemed like the right thing to do. I checked our team’s website daily, feeling a twinge of pride each time a donation ticked up our total.


The majority of our team walked the 5K, but several members ran the 10K. When the race ended, I noticed the runners all had one thing in common: They were beaming. They made it look so rewarding — and effortless. I wanted in.


So I enrolled in a 10K two months later. Considering I could barely run a mile, it was ambitious. But my boyfriend and I devised a training plan so I wouldn’t come in last. I followed it religiously and didn’t let anything get in my way — not even a trip to San Francisco.


Running up and down the city’s hills, I was flooded with memories. I had lived there after college and my mother had visited often. I passed Bloomingdale’s, recalling the time she and I had gotten into a screaming brawl there, much to other shoppers’ dismay. It had all started because my sister and I had a spat over the fact that I had been thirty minutes late meeting her somewhere. “Why can’t you guys just get along?” Mom had asked. I turned on her, too.


I was about to beat myself up when I remembered what Mom had once said after her diagnosis. “I don’t want you to feel guilty about anything.” Her paper-thin hands had held me tightly. She knew I could be my own worst enemy, always eager to blame myself. A weight lifted from my shoulders. I ran with a surge of energy.


In the following months, I found myself laughing with friends again without feeling the remnants of guilt. And I was able to sleep without having nightmares about my mom’s final moments. Life felt lighter.


When race day arrived, I gave it my all — not for myself, but for my mom — and for all she had taught me and continued to teach me. As I ran, whenever I felt like slowing down, I pictured her cheering me on, as she had done at all of my soccer games and recitals as a kid.


Crossing the finish line, I was filled with her love and a sense of peace. So much so that shortly thereafter I signed up for a half marathon.


~Kristin Julie Viola
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A Strike at the Ballpark


The human spirit is stronger than anything that can happen to it.


~C.C. Scott


I entered the kitchen to find my mother looking quizzically at our Nespresso machine. “What is that, an onion?”


“No Mom, it’s a coffeemaker.”


“And what are those — little onions?” she said, pointing to the little pods that went in the machine.


My mother doesn’t like technology or coffee, so it wasn’t surprising that she didn’t “get” our coffee apparatus. I thought she was just fooling around when she started calling other things in our kitchen “onions.”


It was the Fourth of July and we were going to the Mets game for my mother’s eighty-first birthday. My mother and sister had met at our house so that we could all drive together to the game.


As we drove down the highway my mother continued to act a little weird. When my husband executed a rather smooth move to exit the highway and avoid a traffic jam, she was overly effusive about his driving skills. We got to the stadium twenty minutes later, and my mother was still chatting away, saying strange things.


I didn’t know much about strokes but it occurred to me that she might be having one. I asked for directions to the medical station and started to walk my mother there without telling her where we were going.


As we took the elevator, Mom was exclaiming that we needed to see the “emperor” — which I came to realize was her word for the new Citi Field stadium. Apparently she was making the jump from baseball “stadium” to “Coliseum” to Roman “emperor,” all words with common Latin and historical roots. She kept trying to veer off course to show us the emperor while I steered her toward the paramedics.


The paramedics did their normal stroke assessment, my mother duly identified the pen they held up as a “key,” and we were rushed off in an ambulance to the stroke unit at a hospital in Queens. My mother’s language skills were rapidly deteriorating by then.


We were fortunate that we caught my mother’s stroke within the window of time allowed to administer the drug TPA. This drug, in layman’s terms, stops the stroke in its tracks, like turning off a hard drive that is starting to erase itself. But TPA is a strong anti-clotting drug and it can kill the patient too. There were some tense moments when I had to make the decision, but I knew that my mother would rather risk death than let the stroke continue doing its damage. My mother received TPA at the first hospital, survived it, and we got back in an ambulance to go to a more sophisticated stroke unit at a hospital in Manhattan.


After a stroke the brain swells from the injury and the symptoms get worse and worse. My mother went from calling things “onions” to not even knowing her own name. But despite the fact that she didn’t know her name, she said that she didn’t want to cancel the sixtieth anniversary party that she and my father had scheduled for the following week. When I pointed out that she was missing a lot of words and she wouldn’t know anyone’s name, she said, “They’ll just think I’m a little peculiar… but then they’ve always thought I was a little peculiar.”


Even at the depths of her loss, Mom retained her self-deprecating sense of humor!


When she figured out her first name and her maiden name a couple of days later, but she couldn’t recall her married name, she waved it off, saying, “That doesn’t really matter,” which seemed a bit like a commentary on her well-worn marriage. Stroke damage is a paradox. When I matter-of-factly gave my mother a form to sign in the hospital, she did it perfectly, inscribing her first, middle, and last name. I showed it to her and suggested she sign her name and then read it back to herself when she couldn’t remember it.


After a few days my mother was sent home with a diagnosis of receptive and expressive aphasia. That meant she had trouble understanding spoken and written language and also finding the right words to express herself. I made a big poster with photos of family members and their names inscribed underneath. It hadn’t been helping my relationship with my brother and sister that Mom was calling them both by my name. Everyone in the family was “Amy” for the first few days.


We got my mother into a language therapy rehab program that she would attend several days a week. When they were testing her capabilities, and discovered that she couldn’t pronounce R’s, I intervened and explained that she was from Boston, where they “pahked cahs” instead of parking cars. God forbid they wasted precious insurance-paid visits on trying to reinstate an “R” sound that my mother never had!


My sister signed on to drive my mother to therapy and help her with her nightly homework. For the next few months, my mother diligently went to speech therapy and spent hours on her homework each night, relearning words, especially those tricky pronouns and units of time. She still has trouble with masculine and feminine pronouns, units of time, and understanding spoken letters and numbers but she regained almost all her other words or found substitutes.


Aphasia lasts forever, and even now, three years later, my mother cycles through a few pronouns before she lights on the right one, especially when she is tired. She still attends an aphasia support group. This is her new life, but she feels fortunate. She knows how lucky she was to have the stroke in front of us, so that we could get her medical help right away. If she had been home alone or asleep while having the stroke, there’s no telling how bad the damage would have been.


Right from the start, my mother bravely informed store clerks and other people she met that she had a “strike” and thus had trouble finding her words. She called it a strike instead of a stroke, which seemed appropriate, since it was like her brain was on strike when it came to language.


I’ve been so impressed with the way my mother has handled this dramatic change in her senior years. Her fortitude, her lack of embarrassment, and her can-do attitude have been inspiring. In fact, just two weeks after the stroke, my mother and sister were back at Citi Field for another Mets game. Mom was a little anxious about going to the same place where she had the stroke but she decided to face her fear head-on.


That first day back at the stadium, or “emperor,” my mother discovered the cure for her anxiety — the gigantic margaritas they sell at Citi Field. She bought one and sipped it for the entire game. And she has had a margarita at every Mets game since. Mom has found workarounds for the words that she has permanently lost and she has found a workaround for watching the Mets without having a stroke, or strike as it were, despite the Mets’ ups and downs!


~Amy Newmark
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Standing Out


Courage is being afraid but going on anyhow.


~Dan Rather


I always knew my mom was different from other moms. It wasn’t just her appearance — her petite frame, black hair, and dark almond eyes contrasted sharply with the statuesque blondes who accompanied the other kids to school. Her speech was peppered with extra syllables, and sometimes words would come out in the wrong order. It didn’t bother me that she was different — after all, I looked different from my friends, too!


On the outside, our house looked like every other house in the neighborhood. But inside, beautiful dolls dressed in colorful kimonos posed in their glass cases. Our refrigerator and cupboards held foods other kids had never seen. I never thought about the significance of these items. They were just a part of my life.


At lunchtime, other kids asked to trade the cookies and candies in their lunches for the rice crackers I brought. And they asked me to show them how to fold squares of paper into little toys like cats, baskets, and birds the way my mom had taught me. If there was any malice directed toward us, my siblings and I were sheltered from it by our wonderful teachers and the other adults in our lives.


The only thing that bothered me was not having relatives nearby. Other kids went to visit their cousins, and talked about their aunts and uncles. My relatives lived on the other side of the world. I knew I had cousins, but I saw them only in pictures. When Mom talked to her sisters on the phone, she used a language that sounded mysterious and fun. At Christmastime, we got beautiful cards embellished with strange looking characters.


It wasn’t until I enrolled in a Japanese language class in college that I realized how great an adjustment my mother had made when she followed her husband to his homeland. Until then, Japan was an exotic faraway place, where people spoke differently and ate food that we couldn’t find in most Midwest restaurants. Thanks to the international students on campus, I learned more about the customs and culture. In the class I managed to learn several words and phrases, but there were few opportunities to use them once I began my teaching career.


Later on, I became a mom myself. My children inherited my dark hair and eyes, but they were not the only children of Asian descent. By now there were others — children adopted by Caucasian couples, as well as children of immigrants. They, too, were taught to celebrate their differences. When my older daughter was a toddler, my mother and I took her to visit our relatives in Japan. I loved visiting my relatives, but it was frustrating not being able to communicate with them. On shopping trips, my cousins, even though they were younger, watched over me as they would a small child, knowing I couldn’t read the street signs or make purchases on my own. Again, I was different. Now I looked like everyone else, but I stood out because I couldn’t understand. Was this how Mom felt when she first came to America?


Now that I’m retired from full-time teaching, I have more time to pursue some of my earlier goals. One goal is to learn to speak Japanese fluently. The single year of instruction during my undergraduate years was not enough to carry on a conversation with my aunts and cousins when they came to visit. I want to get to know these relatives. I want to learn about their likes and dislikes, to know about their daily lives, and share stories about our families.


They say it’s more difficult to learn a new language after you become an adult, and since I’ve been an adult for many years, I’d say it’s true. But I’m enjoying this new venture. Four days a week, I sit in a classroom with people less than half my age. Four nights a week, I pore over the exercises and diligently complete the worksheets. It may be more difficult for me to retain the new vocabulary, but I have the time now to do the work and practice. I’m doing this for me, not for a grade. But even more, I’m enjoying the connection to my culture. Every night when I finish my homework, I call my “personal tutor” to check my grammar. She’s glad I took on this task. It must have been difficult for her, having to be the interpreter for every visit to Japan, and for each time a relative came to visit. If I become fluent, I can share the burden. But even more, we’re building a precious connection to the land she loved and left.


I still think my mom is different. She is different in that she had the courage to leave behind everything she knew and go to a new place and build a new life. She had the intelligence to learn how to assimilate into this unknown society and raise three children, teaching them by example the importance of hard work, perseverance, and respect for others.


I hope I’m different too, and that my kids and grandkids appreciate the difference.


~Patricia Gordon
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The Girl with the Golden Curls


Just like the butterfly, I too will awaken in my own time.


~Deborah Chaskin


“But I don’t want to take care of Grandma!” I said. I was seventeen, and it was the first day of summer vacation. I was looking forward to the best summer I’d ever have. In September, I’d start my senior year, and after graduation I’d have to get a job. This was the last summer I’d ever be completely free, and now my mother was trying to steal my last summer by forcing me to take care of my grandmother. My grandmother lived two hundred miles away. If I went to stay with her, I’d be cut off from all my friends.


My grandmother was eighty years old and had diabetes. She was in bad condition, and it was only a matter of time before her foot would be amputated. She also needed an insulin shot every morning. I would have to learn to give her a shot, cook all her meals, do all the housework and laundry, and take her to her weekly doctor appointment. It wasn’t fair!

OEBPS/images/ch09.jpg







OEBPS/images/title.jpg
(Phicken Soup
— the‘S,OllL

or Mom,
f'witﬁ [ove

101 Stories about
Why We Love
Our Mothers

Amy Newmark

Chicken Soup for the Soul Publishing, LLc
Cos Cob, CT







OEBPS/images/swish.jpg






OEBPS/images/ch04.jpg
Lo

q

JUtly
CA 7

it |






OEBPS/images/ch05.jpg
Lo

q

JUtly
CA 7

it |






OEBPS/images/ch02.jpg
Lo

q

JUtly
CA 7

it |






OEBPS/images/ch03.jpg
Lo

q

JUtly
CA 7

it |






OEBPS/images/ch08.jpg





OEBPS/images/ch06.jpg
Seio
ol






OEBPS/images/ch07.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781611592610.jpg
(Vhicken Soup

OUR FAVORITE

STORIES FOR MOMS
FROM OUR

BESTSELLING

101 Stories
about Why \’
We Love Our
Mothers

Amy Newmark

All royalties from this book go to
the Boys & Girls Clubs of America!





OEBPS/images/ch01.jpg





OEBPS/images/common1.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0xiv-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/common.jpg
gh [CREI! (\S)c)rg'g
wris Sotil





OEBPS/images/f0015-01.jpg
or Mom,
fwitli [ove





