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May Morning 


I lie stretched out upon the window-seat 
And doze, and read a page or two, and doze, 
And feel the air like water on me close, 
Great waves of sunny air that lip and beat 
With a small noise, monotonous and sweet, 
Against the window—and the scent of cool, 
Frail flowers by some brown and dew-drenched pool 
Possesses me from drowsy head to feet.




This is the time of all-sufficing laughter 
At idiotic things some one has done, 
And there is neither past nor vague hereafter.
And all your body stretches in the sun 
And drinks the light in like a liquid thing; 
Filled with the divine languor of late spring.


—Stephen Vincent Benét 






Motherhood:
A Transformation 


Once upon a time I was a nurse, a writer and a wife. Then one day, I had a child. I became a mother. Added to the list of things I previously was, I became a chauffeur, a cook, a dresser, a wiper of dirty faces, a cleaner of soiled diapers, a retriever of thrown socks, a finder of lost shoes, a doer of homework, an insomniac. I was a referee in toy wars, a slayer of nighttime dragons, a soother of nervous school jitters. I was a room mother, a den mother, a leader of Girl Scouts and one day, mother of the bride. I calmed tantrums and bolstered fragile egos.


With each passing day my talents grew: I became a baker of cookies, a sewer of Halloween costumes extraordinaire. I could braid hair in the time most people wash their faces. And I could smile even when I didn’t want to.


Where once my body had been my own to do with as I pleased, it now belonged to someone else. It became a breast to nourish at, a shoulder to cry on, a lap to sit and cuddle upon. My lips became the kissers of boo-boos, my hips the transporters of small, squirmy bundles. My feet were now used to walk the floor at all hours of the night, my arms became a cradle. I grew eyes in the back of my head, and my hearing became supersonic.


Once upon a time my name was Peggy. Then I became a mother and had as many aliases as a con man. I became—at various times—Mm, Mama, Ma, Mommie, Mom, Mother, MOTHER! And for a brief period of mental vexation, “Peg.”


My mind, which used to flourish with egocentric thoughts, now became filled with irrational ideations: What if she falls out of the crib? What if he chokes on his food? What if I do or say the wrong thing? How will I know I’m a good parent? How will I know I’m a bad one?


My house, once so orderly and tidy, became a disorderly jumble of toys and stuffed animals, dried peas and empty, strewn formula bottles; a carpet of clutter and chaos; a dwelling of disarray.


My heart, once only given to another, was now taken from me and filled to the brim, bursting with devotion and love.


I was a Mother. I was an icon. I’d done something no man had ever done, accomplished a feat so death defying and magical that many wouldn’t even attempt it. I became a Mother. And in so doing, I became all that I was, all that I ever wished to be.


Peggy Jaeger 


(Chicken Soup for Every Mom’s Soul) 






Mom, I love you
 because you make
 me laugh.






The Origins of 
Mother’s Day 


The earliest version of Mother’s Day was in ancient Greece where, in the springtime, people celebrated the goddess, Rhea, who was the mother of all gods. At dawn they would offer her honey cakes, fine drinks and flowers.
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Greek Honey Cake 


INGREDIENTS:


1 cup all-purpose flour 


1 [image: Il_9780757399176_0013_002] teaspoons baking 


powder 


[image: Il_9780757399176_0013_003] teaspoon salt 


[image: Il_9780757399176_0013_002] teaspoon cinnamon 


2 teaspoon orange zest 


[image: Il_9780757399176_0013_004] cup butter 


[image: Il_9780757399176_0013_004] cup white sugar 


3 eggs 


[image: Il_9780757399176_0013_003] cup milk 


1 cup chopped walnuts 


1 cup white sugar 


1 cup honey 


[image: Il_9780757399176_0013_004] cup water 


1 teaspoon lemon juice 


DIRECTIONS:


Preheat oven to 350°. Grease and flour a 9-inch cake pan.


In a bowl, combine the flour, baking powder, salt, cinnamon and orange rind. Set aside.


In another large bowl, cream together the butter and [image: Il_9780757399176_0013_004] cup sugar until light and fluffy.


One at a time, beat in the eggs and add the orange zest.


Mix in the dry ingredients, alternating with the milk, just until incorporated.


Stir in the walnuts.


Pour batter into prepared pan and bake for 40 minutes, or until a toothpick inserted into the center of the cake comes out clean. Allow to cool for 15 minutes and cut the cake into diamond shapes.


HONEY SYRUP:


In a saucepan, combine honey, 1 cup of sugar and water. Bring to a simmer and cook for 5 minutes, constantly stirring. Stir in lemon juice, bring to a boil and cook for 2 minutes.


Pour honey syrup over the cake.






The Baby Book 


When I was a little girl, I loved looking through my baby book. I would sit nestled on my mother’s lap, while she carefully turned the pages for me. She read my name out loud. She read her name, my father’s name, my grandparents’ names. She read the date and time of my birth. She let me look inside the little envelope with a lock of my baby hair in it. My favorite part of the book was at the very end. It was three pages of photographs, and I was in every single one. The photos were slipping behind the clear plastic that refused to hold them in place and the plastic on one page was torn. This did not bother me in the least. I loved to look at the pictures of my mother holding the newborn me. When one photo slid behind another, my mother would pull it out, and I laughed in excitement as the hidden treasure was revealed.


Now I am a mother with a daughter of my own. As I put together a baby book for my daughter, I keep looking back into my own book. However, my baby book no longer looks the same. When I look at the photo of my mother bathing me, I notice that she looks tired—as I feel now. When I look carefully into the background of the photos, I see that my mother’s kitchen had cluttered counters— like my kitchen has now. I see photos of my smiling, happy face in a bathtub, oblivious to the clutter and my mother’s fatigue—just as my baby smiles now.


And I notice one other change in the book. There was always a section of pages in the middle of the book that were never written in. These are the blank pages that I hear my new mother friends complain about. I hear mothers guiltily complain that they have not filled in all of the pages of the baby book yet. I hear mothers criticizing themselves, saying that it will be depressing if their child sees blank pages in her baby book. But as I look back in my baby book, I see that all of the blank pages have suddenly disappeared. Where the blank pages once lay, I now see my mother cooking me warm, nourishing meals and giving me hot baths. I see my mother reading me books and taking me sledding in the front yard. I see my mother tucking me into bed and bandaging my skinned knee. I see pages full of love.


Julie Bete 


(Chicken Soup for the Mother and Daughter Soul) 






A mother’s hugs
 are the best hugs
 there are.






Mother’s intuition can 
tell you everything with kids.
Mothers have a sixth sense.
You’re in tune with your child.
You can hear them calling 
for help.


—Jane Seymour 






Lessons on Napkins 


My mother was an excellent student and wanted to be a special education teacher. But her dreams of becoming a teacher were interrupted by an unexpected child: her own. My mother became pregnant with me during her junior year of college and left school to marry my father. Yet even though my mother left the field of education formally, she did not leave it entirely.


When I finally entered a school classroom at age five, I was excited but terrified. That first day of kindergarten, I quietly sat at my desk during snack time and opened my Miss Piggy lunch box. Inside the lunch box I found a note from my mother written on a napkin. The note said that she loved me, that she was proud of me and that I was the best kindergartner in the world! Because of that napkin note I made it through my first day of kindergarten . . . and many more school days to follow.


There have been many napkin notes since the first one. There were napkin notes in elementary school when I was struggling with math, telling me to “Hang in there, kiddo! You can do it! Don’t forget what a great writer you are!” There were napkin notes in junior high school when I was the “new girl” with frizzy hair and pimples, telling me to “Be friendly. Don’t be scared. Anyone would be lucky to have you as her friend!” In high school, when my basketball team was the first team in our school’s history to play in a state championship, there were napkin notes telling me, “There is no ‘I’ in team. You have gotten this far because you know how to share.” And there were even napkin notes sent to me in college and graduate school, far away from my mother’s physical touch. Despite the tumultuous changes of college—changing majors, changing boyfriends, changing the way I looked at the world—my one constant was my mother’s encouragement, support and teachings, echoed in years of love, commitment and napkin notes. 
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