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				Introduction

				As it turns out, there are many ways to be a good mother. The important thing is to do your very best, to do it with love, and to enjoy it. The personal true stories in A Cup of Comfort® Stories for Mothers celebrate the joy of motherhood and honor this most challenging, fulfilling, and venerable profession. 

	
				The Mominator

				By Andrea Harris

				As a teenager, I found a strange picture of myself in a box of stray family memories. The photo was black and white, and I was standing outside in a short dress, no shoes on, wind blowing my blond waves. I looked to be about ten years old and was wearing the expression I saved for those special occasions when someone insisted I wear a dress and then had the nerve to take my picture. I took the photo to my mom and asked when and where it was taken.

				“Let’s see,” she said. “I was probably about ten years old, and I was standing in the big field on your grandparents’ farm.”

				She laughed at the horror on my face. “Don’t look so panicked,” she told me. “It’s inevitable that you would look at least a little like me, your biological mother.”

				She was right. I was panicking. At that point in my life, I prided myself on being as different from my mother as was humanly possible. Different styles. Different speech. Different beliefs. Different woman. She always seemed worried about what other people thought, and I prided myself on not caring at all what other people thought. My father often referred to himself as our referee and told people that one day, when we finally stopped yelling at one another, we would realize just how alike we were. I hated when he said that and chalked it up to wishful thinking on his part — about both the cease-fire and the similarity between mother and daughter.

				When I was fourteen, a school screening revealed that I had scoliosis. To avoid having a metal rod put in my back, I had to wear a corrective brace twenty-three hours a day. My mother and I had long since abandoned the idea that we could shop together without anyone getting hurt, but after I was fitted for the brace, we shelved our weapons. We spent hours shopping together, trying to find loose clothing that would hide the bulky brace from the world. Everything I wore had to have an elastic waist, so normal teenage clothing like jeans was out.

				I was extremely self-conscious and even avoided hugs so that no one would feel the brace under my clothing. While other girls were worrying about how to get boys to notice them, I was worried about how to make sure boys didn’t notice me. I did like a boy at our church, though, and agonized over what to wear each Sunday, furious with my oversized, matronly clothing. My mom probably suspected why I wanted a new dress for church, but she never let on. We spent an entire Saturday going from store to store, until we finally found a dress that hid the brace and looked like something a teenager would wear.
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