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To the four wonderful people 
who call me Mom:
Madison, Owen, Keenan, and Morgan.
I strive to be the “Ultimate Mom,”
touching your lives in ultimate ways.








Is something “Ultimately” important to you? 
Then we want to know about it. . . .



We hope you enjoyed The Ultimate Mom. We are planning many more books in the Ultimate series, each filled with entertaining stories, must-know facts, and captivating photos. We’re always looking for talented writers to share slice-of-life true stories, creative photographers to capture images that a story can’t tell, as well as top experts to offer their unique insights on a given topic.

For more information on submission guidelines, or to suggest a topic for an upcoming book, please visit the Ultimate website at www.ultimatehcibooks.com, or write to: Submission Guidelines, Ultimate Series, HCI Books, 3201 SW 15th St., Deerfield Beach, FL 33442.

      For more information about other books by Health Communications, Inc., please visit www.hcibooks.com. 
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Introduction

or What It Really Means to
 Be the Ultimate Mom

Motherhood. There are few words in the English language that hold so much meaning and even fewer that are so undefined. As a noun, it’s an identity that is customized by the women who possess it, and as a destination, it’s a role entered into in many different ways. It’s a life stage that even girls as young as two years old strive to obtain. We see it in the faces of ponytailed toddlers when they hold their baby dolls close to their breast and rock them gently, singing the lyrics to their favorite lullaby. As teenagers, hormonal mothers-to-be practice their skills for motherhood by babysitting. The desire to obtain the state of motherhood is so strong in some women that it triggers an internal clock that some tie to biology, but in reality it is the innate need to nurture and love unconditionally.

Entering the world of motherhood can come in many different ways. Four million women a year give birth to babies in the United States, while more than 250,000 adopt children from within the country or beyond our borders. Others marry into the role of motherhood, committing to nurture children from another marriage or foster little people who yearn for the warmth of a mother’s love. Sometimes a woman takes on the role of Mom without sharing biology or even the same home. There are plenty of aunts, friends, and caretakers who could just as fully be called Mom.

Once we enter into motherhood, the names we choose to identify our newly acquired state of mutual dependency are as numerous as the journey that takes us there: Mother, Mom, Madre, Mama, and Mommy. However, it’s not only the name we respond to that joins us to our children, but the voice that projects it. Mothers come with a sixth sense that allows them to identify with the right “mom,” even when it’s hollered in the middle of a crowded mall. Regardless of the number of other moms in the same space, we seem to know that it’s our child who’s in need.

Motherhood is a remarkable experience, and just as no two mothers are exactly alike, just as no two moms enter into the state of motherhood in the same fashion, and just as no two mommies care for their children in the same way, the experience it brings to our lives is as varied. Ironically, however, in the variety that motherhood presents to the millions of women who have been bestowed with its joys, sorrows, disappointments, fatigue, and happiness, it would be difficult to find one mother who would give up her title of Mom. It’s the one commonality of the word motherhood—the mutual feelings of love, dedication, and commitment that are shared by all moms.

I’ve been privileged during my adult life to be immersed in the world of mothers. On a personal level, God has blessed me with four beautiful children: Madison, Owen, Keenan, and Morgan. They did not enter my life in the manner that I believed they would when I dreamed of becoming a mother, but none of that matters now. I wouldn’t change a thing about the way I became a mother or the children I have in my family. You can read my own story of motherhood in “New Beginnings.” I hope it touches you the way it has touched eleven other wannabe moms that heard about my journey into motherhood and followed the path I took. They now celebrate first steps, birthdays, report cards, and all the things they once thought they would miss as childless women. I feel so fortunate that my own story of motherhood has helped others realize the dream of having a child in their lives.

Professionally, moms have become my business. I realized in the late 1990s when I was the mother of three children under twenty months old that companies and the media were not speaking to me as a consumer of goods and information. I watched ads that depicted mothers as diaper-slinging women who were unfit and adorned in oversized sweatpants, and when I got into the car, I listened to a medley of kid’s tunes on Radio Disney or sports talk on the radio. There was nothing for me—a solution-starved mom who wanted to relish my womanhood as well as my motherhood. So I did what any sane, time-starved mother of three babies would do—I wrote a book and started a radio show.

My book, Marketing to Moms: Getting Your Share of the Trillion Dollar Market, was the first to quantify the annual spending of moms—something that even the U.S. government hadn’t done. To the amazement of many, the $1.7 trillion mothers spent in 1999 was more than the gross national product of Spain, Portugal, and Australia combined. In fact, mothers are the largest consumer group in the United States, yet few companies at that time were paying attention to us. I am happy to report that after two more books on the mom market, Trillion Dollar Moms: Marketing to a New Generation of Mothers (Random House, 2005) and Mom 3.0: Marketing with Today’s Mothers by Leveraging New Media and Technology (Wyatt-McKenzie, 2008), companies today take mothers very seriously. You can see this by the products they produce to make motherhood a little bit easier to the manner in which we are depicted on television and in advertising. Say what you will about moms such as Angelina Jolie, Hillary Clinton, Sarah Palin, or even Britney Spears, these women have helped bring attention to the job of motherhood.

I entered the world of radio with the launch of Mom Talk Radio in December 1999. It was the first nationally syndicated radio show for moms. Truthfully, I didn’t know a thing about radio, but I did know that moms were searching for information and that they were in their cars more hours a day than anyone else. Today Mom Talk Radio (www.momtalkradio.com) has more than a half million listeners from South Florida to South Africa and is available on traditional radio as well as online and as a podcast via iTunes and other podcast outlets. The show offers interviews with experts, authors, and celebrity moms.

My passion for mothers has given birth to my marketing firm, BSM Media, which consults with companies such as Disney, Hewlett-Packard, Precious Moments, and Avon. We help brands develop product and marketing messaging that resonates with mothers and provides them with solutions to everyday challenges. Additionally, my love for connecting moms with information has led to the creation of BlueSuitMom.com(www.bluesuitmom.com), an award-winning website for working mothers and Newbaby.com (www.newbaby.com), a video portal for moms.

The journey of building a business based on motherhood has been one of many fulfilling milestones; however, the greatest gift has been the opportunity to meet thousands of mothers around the globe. From the Zulu moms in shack villages outside of Johannesburg, to the stroller striders along the shores of San Diego, to the hockey moms of Anchorage, to the pram pushers of Paris, I’ve met so many wonderful mothers along the way. A day doesn’t go by that I am not thankful for the stories these women have shared with me, the e-mails filled with ideas on how to solve common problems, phone calls exchanging solutions, tweets stocked with opinions and emotion, and blog posts commenting on topics from sex to supersized grocery bills. The knowledge, insights, and advice that I’ve gathered from moms I’ve met along the way are invaluable. The appreciation for what can be gathered by mothers sharing their thoughts, emotions, and stories with other mothers is what brought me to the book you now hold in your hands. The Ultimate Mom is my way of bringing moms together through stories, some happy, some sad, but all told with the uniting voice of love, devotion, and dedication to their children. You will experience firsthand the diversity of the definition of motherhood while understanding the unifying bond between mothers. There’s no better title on Earth than that of a mother and none as rewarding. Being an ultimate mom is the ultimate job.
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Celebrating 
the Bond


The Real Mother

By Tracy Line 

It took me a long time to figure out I was a mother. Oh, I knew I had kids (how could I forget? ), but me, a mother? I was more like a woman with children. You see, in my mind, a mother was so much more than I could ever be.

I’ll never forget the day I discovered I was pregnant. Staring at that little white stick with the blue line, I wondered—how could it be? I didn’t feel any different; I didn’t look any different, but suddenly, I was different. I remember pondering, What kind of mother will I be? I thought I would soon know, but I was wrong.

Nine months later, I lay in my hospital bed, staring at our little pink bundle with awe (or perhaps it was fear). I knew nothing about this little person whom I held in my arms except that it was my job to raise her. I do remember the nurse telling my husband what a nice family we had. Family? We weren’t a family. A family is two kids, a dog, and a mortgage, along with a mother who knew what she was doing. Others may have defined us as a family, but in my book we were just us, plus her.

We took our baby home and life went on. My husband and I did what all young parents do; we fumbled. We naively made our way through colic and midnight feedings and spit-up. That first year was full of ups and downs. I felt such joy and love for my girl, yet I was also overwhelmed from the responsibilities of being a working mother. My husband was there to help, but even so, I felt completely alone in my passage to motherhood. The roles of Helper and One-in-Charge were clearly established. I was the one responsible for soothing her cries, rocking her to sleep, teaching her how to share; he would help.

The problem was I didn’t always know how to do these things. Sometimes I couldn’t get my girl to stop crying or settle down to sleep, and she didn’t always share. It seemed there was a disconnection. I often watched other mothers in action and wondered how they did it. How come they had everything they needed in the diaper bag while I left mine at home? How did they get their toddler to stop running through the mall, while mine just laughed and ran faster? The first years of motherhood left me feeling inadequate. A real mother would know what to do; for me, it was hit or miss all the way.

One thing I did have down was the guilt. I’d heard other mothers say they couldn’t bear to leave their children. Me? I longed to sleep through the night or eat a meal without interruption. No one else seemed to want that. Real mothers, I thought, aren’t so selfish. They care for their babies with love and patience. I did, too, but I didn’t feel like it. Not that I didn’t love my girl; I did. I just found that being a mother could be hard; it requires giving up what you want to do what is best for your child. Was I the only one who noticed that? 

So what was a “real” mother in my book? Everything I wasn’t. Real mothers were calm and confident, much more sure of themselves than I was. They knew how to handle the unfathomable situations children put you in. Real mothers had pot roast in the oven and a house that smelled of clean laundry. They were prepared; toys and snacks in the diaper bag, tissues and wipes in the van. I had a ten-year-old sedan and a diaper bag with stale crackers and an empty tube of Desitin. Real mothers, not wannabes like me, had the knowledge, confidence, and supplies. I wasn’t in their league.

Maybe, I thought, I could learn to be one of those mothers. I turned to the experts and read book after book after book. But instead of answers, all I got was confusion. Oh, there was plenty of advice out there; the trouble was that it was all paradoxical. If I wanted to discipline my child, I should be loving and firm, but not harsh. I should be consistent yet flexible, but maintain a solid routine. No one had advice for how to fit in a shower, convince a thirteen-month-old to get dressed, or keep her away from the dog food bowl. The books weren’t helping.

Next I turned to those around me. I’d observe my friends who were mothers, hoping to pick up a tidbit or two. Yet no two were alike. Each touted an individual philosophy on everything from feedings, to naps, to discipline. One friend never raised her voice or worried about behavior; no eighteen-year-old bites, she pointed out. I had to agree that most adults were potty trained and did not go around yelling “No! By self!” Yet, as I sat one day and watched her children squirt ketchup all over each other, I decided I couldn’t just wait for eighteen.

Older ladies quickly became my friends. I’d sit on a mall bench to tie a shoe or give my child a snack and find myself chatting with a senior. But I got little advice. Mostly I learned that these years would fly by. One day I would wake up and there would be no toys on the floor or Cheerios on the table, and the house would be too quiet. I hated to hear it; not because I dreaded that time, but because it sounded really peaceful.

But those ladies were right; the years did fly by. Baby number two arrived and life got busier. Birthday parties, trips to the zoo; if I never had to go to another fast-food play land, I couldn’t be happier. We were knee-deep in toys, school papers, soccer, and Nickelodeon. Sometimes things would go smoothly, but this never lasted. Always, something like a round of the flu, a “nice” family outing, or a completely unforeseen tantrum would shake things up and I’d blow under the pressure. Or, I’d show up at church with shoes that didn’t match and toothpaste on my skirt only to run into one of those “together” mothers smiling at me. All the old feelings would resurface; I was a wannabe, never the real mother I should be.

Then came Abigail. She was our third, our change-of-heart child. This girl made me realize what a real mother I am. Did having three make me more motherly, more together? Heck, no. If anything, I am busier and more behind than ever; but I’m happy. Having a third child allowed me to give up striving for the ideal and become content with well-adjusted and crazy. Somehow in the chaos I learned to look at life differently. My vision of motherhood shifted. I discovered that being a real mother isn’t about having it all together, looking perfect, or having a serene life. It is about being there for your children and trying to do what is best for your family even when you aren’t sure what that is.

I spent the first years of motherhood in search of the perfect mother and trying to be her. Now I know that I’ll never be perfect, but I will always be a mother. I’ve been there day in and day out for my children. I’ve brushed away tears, made dinosaur birthday cakes, and stayed up late to help build a log cabin for Pioneer Day. I’ve done a few things right and many things wrong. But through it all, I have loved my children and they know it. Does anything else really matter? 

Real mothers aren’t perfect. They yell, cry, and sometimes fantasize about escaping. They don’t always show up on time, and occasionally they have toothpaste on their skirt. Yet real mothers do what they must for their children. They go without sleep to hold a sick child, spend too much money on school fund-raisers, and love their children even when they are unlovable. They do it because that’s what love is all about and someone once did it for them.

And those mothers I was in awe over long ago? They’re not perfect either. Their perfection was only a facade born out of my own insecurities. All mothers struggle from time to time, whether they admit it or not.

Mothers come in all shapes and sizes. No two are quite the same. Yet we are similar in that we all experience a multitude of emotions when it comes to our children. We are all real, and whether we admit it or not, we relish a good night’s sleep and a meal without interruption. Me? I’m still carrying that diaper bag, complete with the empty tube of Desitin and stale crackers. But now, I carry it proudly.


It’s Chestnuts

By Andrea Marcusa 

I haven’t noticed chestnuts for years. But there they are high up and pale green, swinging from the tree branches and dropping with a thunk to the sidewalk. Most land intact, their thorny exteriors protecting the treasure that lies within. “It’s chestnuts,” I say to Mike and Daniel. Mike hops off the back of the stroller while his brother twists around to watch him. He stoops over and examines the spiked sphere then looks back at me.

“Go ahead, stomp on it,” I say. Mike touches it with the toe of his sneaker. “No, harder.” He presses his heel down and the green orb exposes the white flesh inside. He looks up puzzled. “Like this,” I say. My swift step produces a shiny, reddish-brown prize. “That’s a chestnut.”

Mike bends over and seizes it. “Chestnut! It’s so shiny!” Daniel strains under his stroller harness. I unbuckle him and the two run up and down the Central Park walkway finding chestnuts to stomp on. “Big one!” says Daniel, as he holds a chestnut in his small fingers. “This one has two!” Mike says, as he stuffs them into bulging pockets. I rest my hands on the stroller beneath the chestnut trees arching high overhead and feel something lift up inside of me. It’s a thrill that I had stopped having a long time ago, an old lost treasure returned.

Before Mike and Daniel were born, on the rare day I stayed home from work, I would hear the sounds of children’s laughter from the school nearby as kids ran around on the school’s rooftop for recess. Their high-pitched voices blared above the sound of cars and the din of air conditioning below. I always found them pleasantly dissonant to the life I so diligently pursued.

One day I stayed home from work sick with a cold. At three o’clock, I went to the corner to buy orange juice. There all around me were kids coming home from school. Some wore sports uniforms, others carried knapsacks, while younger children grasped their mother’s or nanny’s hands as they traveled in a parallel world that I knew little about. So strange, I had thought. Not me, I had said as I tried to imagine myself with a child. I was busy taking hold of the adult world, solving weighty problems at meetings that swallowed up dinnertime or on 6:00 AM f lights out of LaGuardia fanning to points south, north, or west. I once colored in a map of the United States to see how many states I’d traveled to, a testament to my newfound authority and importance.

As life so inevitably teaches us, I eventually moved beyond “Not me” and gave birth to two sons, unaware of what this life experience would offer. I had heard all the quaint sayings about blessings and little miracles, but those words always had the faraway feel of my grandparents’ stories about the days before television. Sure, I knew that having children would teach me new skills, mostly the custodial ones needed to feed and care for a child, since I had entered adulthood with none. I counted on children linking me to the future and hoped my genes would have some small influence on generations to come.

I didn’t really know how much motherhood would connect me to my past. With Mike and Daniel today on the sidewalk, I am both a delighted mother, relishing my sons’ excited shrieks, and the young child I’d all but forgotten about.

Today I return to the time I spent in my neighbor’s yard, hunting for chestnuts alone because my sister had declared herself too big for them. I feel the cool, dry breeze blowing the skirt of my new cotton paisley dress that my mother had sewn from a Butterick pattern. I am the nine-year-old who woke up every day excited about events that were then brand-new.

This same enthusiasm rushes back today as I say, “I used to love to do this!” I find my own bright green sphere and roll it under the ball of my foot. This seemingly inconsequential activity carries the weighty significance that could only be conjured in a child’s mind, those soaring emotions felt pressing a buzzer on Halloween night or the ones that crash with a fall to the pavement and a skinned knee.

I kept the chestnuts for months in a shopping bag in my room. Soon, fall faded into winter and I would dump the chestnuts out of the bag under a tree for the squirrels to feast on during the freezing months. With spring’s arrival I’d wear a lighter jacket and feel in a pocket the one prize chestnut I had saved because of its glossy coat or perfect shape. Upon examination, I’d see how a few short months had aged it. My perfect specimen had withered and lay pinched and wrinkled in my hand, its coppery color faded to dull brown.

Today with Mike and Daniel, I am seeing chestnuts for the first time without knowing what comes next. I hold one in my palm while the boys place the ones that won’t fit into their pockets onto the stroller seat. We are consumed with the hunt. I marvel at the energy that propels their tiny legs up and down the walkway. I press a chestnut against my face and feel its cool slippery coat on my skin. The chestnut is larger than most with a deep reddish-brown coat. It’s impossible to place this beautiful chestnut with the others. I hold on to it while I gather the boys on our walk toward home, then slip it into my pocket, secretly hoping that this time, the chestnut and today will last forever.
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La Famiglia Pombo

By Connie K. Pombo 

“Honey, it’s time!” I gasped.

“Time for what? ” my husband responded.

I pointed to the marble floor and the puddle of “water” that I was wading in. Mark—my hubby of five years—glanced down at the vast “ocean” that lay between my feet and asked, “Did you do that on purpose? ”

There’s something about pregnancy that will always remain foreign to men. They just can’t relate to the cravings, mood swings, ever-expanding tummy, strange sensations, and the emotions that accompany being a first-time mom—especially when that first time happens to be in a foreign country like Italy!

We had just moved to the land of “la dolce vita” to teach English as a second language when we were surprised—shocked really—to find out that I was three months incinta (pregnant)!

“Call the doctor and the clinic,” I responded calmly.

Mark rushed to the phone and punched in the numbers for La Villa Sant’Andrea Clinica where I would deliver our firstborn. And then he called the doctor, who I had only seen twice during my entire pregnancy—once to confirm I was actually pregnant and the second time just two days before my water broke.

While Mark scurried around our tiny apartment to gather up items to load in the car, I took a leisurely shower. I was four days past my due date and distracted myself by trying to look presentable for my new arrival. After my shower, I put on an extra coat of “Pretty in Pink” nail polish—hoping that would somehow guarantee me a baby girl.

As I waddled into the bedroom to grab my bag of “labor equipment,” I bent over one last time—holding my tummy—and thought, This is it; there’s no turning back now!

Mark helped me down three flights of stairs and into our Fiat 127, along with a pillow to sit on for the bumpy ride along crooked back roads to the clinic.

“Are you okay? ” Mark asked, as he adjusted my pillow.

“Oh, I’m just fine! You know this is all your fault, don’t you? ” I snapped back. Mark ignored my outburst and continued to drive faster.

While I hissed, panted, and breathed slowly, Mark threaded in and out of traffic trying to race through every red light. I handed him my white pillowcase to hang out the window—the Italian signal that there was an emergency.

When we arrived at the clinic, Mark rang the intercom.

“Pronto, chi parla? (Who’s there? )” the nurse asked.

“La famiglia Pombo sta qui (The Pombo family is here),” my husband responded.

That had a “foreign” sound to it. A family? I never quite thought of us that way until now. Soon there would be three of us, and our status as a couple would change forever.

The nurse greeted us warmly and helped me into the exam room where the intern waited impatiently. He examined me and announced, “Just one centimeter!”

The doctor explained—partly in English and mostly in Italian —that I would deliver sometime the following evening.

Mark patted me gently on the back as I leaned hard into his chest. “I don’t think I can do this,” I whimpered.

“Oh sure you can . . . just nine more centimeters to go,” he added cheerfully.

That’s when I realized labor was really foreign to men.

The nurse helped me off the exam table as I waddled to the chair to put on my labor gown. In Italy, you bring your own things to the hospital, so I packed a pink one and a blue one.

I chose pink!

“Avanti, Signora Pombo (Come along, Mrs. Pombo),” said the nurse.

There weren’t any labor rooms available, so I was placed in the delivery room. In my labor bag, I had packed some earplugs just in case. I heard rumors that labor could get noisy. Strangely enough, no matter what country you are in, the birth process is the same—there is always a lot of screaming.

Although we had attended two classes of Lamaze training, this was not what I had signed up for: no labor room, no privacy, and two Italian women in labor shouting, “Aiutami! (Help me!)”

Mark reminded me of the importance of rest because I had a long twenty-four hours ahead of me. He rolled me over onto my left side, slumped down in the chair beside me, and gently rubbed my back. 

At 3:01 AM—just three hours after we arrived at the clinic—I awoke with a strange, inexplicable urge to push, like a hiccup that had gone bad. Mark was snoring peacefully until I shook him awake.

“Mark, it’s time. Get the doctor now . . . I’m going to have a baby!” I screamed.

“I know, honey, that’s why we’re here. Now go back to sleep,” he whispered.

“No, I mean now!” I shouted.

There was no amount of heeing and hawing that was going to stop this baby; no amount of panting or chanting that was going to reverse this process.

The nurse came in to examine me and said, “Buono! (Good!)”

Mark translated it for me, “You can push now, sweetheart!”

There was no holding back—from Italy with love—I was going to be a mamma, and that’s all there was to it. But it wasn’t supposed to be this way; I wanted to have a labor—not a delivery. I didn’t even get to use my well-practiced breathing techniques, and now I was pushing. The nurses wheeled me into an adjacent delivery room, just in time for the doctor to deliver an eight-pound fourounce bambino.

“Tanti auguri, Mamma! (Congratulations, Mom!),” the nurses chimed in unison.

I watched as my red-faced bundle of joy received his first bath while tears made a path down my cheeks. It wasn’t exactly what I had in mind for a first birth experience, but somehow it was just perfect.

In Italy, having a boy is considered good luck—especially for your first birth. And I had heard stories that some Italian husbands promised their wives diamond rings if they could bear them a son.

“Honey, where’s my diamond ring? ” I whispered.

Mark laid Geremia in my arms and said, “Here’s your diamond, Mrs. Pombo!” It was a moment of wonder, ecstasy, and delight. I was finally a mom.

Geremia Cristofero Pombo was born on June 30, 1981, in the same town in which my husband’s grandparents were born. I bore a son on foreign ground and lived to tell about it!

There’s nothing quite like being a first-time mom, whether it’s in a foreign country or in your own backyard. What seems foreign at first becomes natural with time. It all begins with the word Mamma.


Mom, You’re Not 
Going to Write About
 This, Are You? 

By Mimi Greenwood Knight 

My daughter recently went to her first dance. Her anxiety over the evening wasn’t that of a normal fifteen-year-old girl: What should I wear? Will my parents embarrass me when he picks me up? Will he try to kiss me good night?  No, the first words out of Haley’s mouth after the young man called were, “Mom, you’re not going to write about this, are you? ” Such is your plight when you’re the offspring of a writer, especially when your mom’s favorite topic to write about is—YOU.

While some kids might cringe to overhear their mother tell a neighbor about their latest social faux pas, my kids have to worry that their exploits will be broadcast to the world at large. To hear them tell it, every embarrassing thing that they’ve ever done or said has been publicized in magazines, anthologies, and on the Internet.

Okay, I’ll admit it’s partially true. Over the years, Molly wet her pants, Hewson mooned a church congregation, Haley picked her nose through her dance recital, and Jonah stood behind a fat man and hollered, “Don’t worry, Mom. I’m not going to ask you why he’s so fat until we get in the car,” all later chronicled for a national audience.

I try to remind them that the money I earn “narcing” on them allows me to stay at home and still be able to have some of the extras in life. They are not assuaged. The long lead time on most stories only makes matters worse. I might sell an essay today only to have it sit in a magazine’s inventory for years before it actually makes it onto the page. That means the essay I wrote about Hewson playing an entire baseball game with his “cup” upside down when he was eight didn’t make it into print until he was an eleven-year-old superjock.

The story about Molly’s preschool streaking phase was published when she was seven. Haley’s public inquiry about her grandmother’s enema bag hit the magazine racks when she was in middle school (like middle school isn’t excruciating enough), while Jonah’s cat versus duct tape escapade is sitting in an inventory right now like a ticking time bomb just waiting to devastate him one day.

In my own defense though, sometimes the little boogers are just begging to be tattled on. Like the time we had to grease Hewson’s head to get the training potty seat off. I’m going to keep that to myself? Or like the time Jonah swiped the surgical gloves in the pediatrician’s exam room and then stashed them in his underpants so she wouldn’t know he’d taken them, not realizing that she was going to check the goods during the exam and those rubber gloves would pop out of his little drawers like a jack-in-the-box. Now how do you not write about that? 

How about the time when Molly mused out of the blue at age three, “Maybe the dish ran away with the spoon because they were under where the cow was going to land,” or when Jonah offered matter-of-factly to our neighbor, “Well, hey, Miss Karen. You’re getting old. Huh? ” or any one of their self-induced haircuts, spatial experiments involving the neighbors’ cat, or creative outdoor potty adventures? 

How much self-control would it have taken to not write about this conversation I overheard when passing my boys’ room one day? 

Little brother (hollering): “Mom, I need some panties.”

Big brother: “Man, you wear panties? Girls wear panties.”

Little brother: “Well, what do you wear? ”

Big brother: “Dude, I wear undies.”

The other day, I was driving down the road with my four-year-old when he blurted out something absolutely hysterical. I laughed until I cried. When I finally caught my breath, he said, “Well, Mom? ”

“Well, what? ”

“Aren’t you going to write that down? ”

Am I that bad? You hear about the preacher’s kids or children of politicians who feel like they’re living in a fishbowl with their every move being scrutinized. I wonder how they’d feel if their foibles were exaggerated and embellished for optimum laugh potential as well.

Still, I tell my kids it could be worse. Farah Fawcett’s son had to live with a mom who posed nude for Playboy at age fifty. The worst I ever did was write a story about them eating poop. Besides, as Anne LaMott so aptly puts it, “If they didn’t want you to write about them, maybe they should have behaved themselves in the first place.”


Reflections: You’re 
a Mom . . . Always

By Marilyn Nutter 

“What’s new in your life? ” my friend Susan asked as we met in the checkout line at the supermarket. “Well,” I answered with a huge smile, “I’m going to be a grandmother!” Her response was a direct quote from two other friends who had heard my latest news: “Oh. How wonderful! You’re about to embark on the most fantastic time of your life.”
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