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Wanted: Mom Friends


Are we not like two volumes of one book?


~Marceline Desbordes-Valmore


For me, the early days of motherhood were isolating. I had quit a rewarding job to become a stay-at-home mom, and while I loved being with my six-month-old son, what I missed most was adult conversation. Every day, I pounced on my husband, Dwayne, the moment he came home from work, anxious to hear news from the outside world. We both knew I needed to make “mom friends.” But how?


Although I often took Ethan with me on errands, shopping at the grocery store didn’t exactly provide a chance to make a new friend. Ethan was content to smile at the other customers and look at the brightly colored displays, but I wasn’t. “We need to find something better to do,” I told him.


Surprisingly, the solution was just a few miles away.


“I want to pick up a few things at the library. Let’s all go,” Dwayne said on one of his days off. He didn’t need to ask twice. I loved to read, but hadn’t had much time or energy since Ethan was born. Perhaps a good book would lift my spirits.


After choosing a novel, I decided to venture past the adult department. The children’s area looked inviting, and with Ethan in the stroller I felt qualified to take a closer look. A decorated wall displayed schedules of activities for children of all ages, even babies. I picked up one and noted an upcoming playgroup for babies and toddlers. I doubted I would know anyone there, but it had to beat sitting at home.


The next week I gathered my courage, and Ethan and I headed to the library. “We’re going to go play, and we’ll have a great time,” I said to him, partly to convince myself. “Da, da, da,” he babbled in agreement.


The library’s community room was filled with a play kitchen, a small ball pit, lots of toys for babies and toddlers, and half a dozen moms and their children, none of whom looked familiar. Uh oh.


“Welcome to playgroup. I’m Misty, the playgroup coordinator,” said a smiling woman about my age. “How old is your baby? What’s his name?” she asked, her friendliness instantly putting me at ease. Misty introduced me to the other moms, and we began chatting about our children’s milestones, their favorite baby foods, and their sleep schedules while the babies and toddlers played around us. I left the playgroup feeling energized and excited about these potential new friendships.


After that first playgroup, Ethan and I rarely missed a date. As he grew, I added “Tot Time” and preschool “Story Time” activities to our schedule. And when his younger sister and brother were born, our calendar filled up even more. Together we’ve learned about gardening, met small animals from the local zoo, played math and alphabet games, and most importantly, we’ve all made new friends.


I’m grateful for the moms I’ve met at the library. We share similar backgrounds and interests, and with children in the same age group, we can offer each other a sympathetic ear and advice. To help pass the time when our children were younger, we met at a different park each week during the summer so they could play and we could chat. Nowadays, my friends and I get together for dinner or shopping without the kids so we can enjoy each other’s uninterrupted company. And we still attend lots of library activities with our children.


I’m still amazed how one small act of bravery made such a huge difference in my level of happiness. Go ahead and strike up a conversation with the mom at the next park bench. Seek out other moms at your church or your child’s school and start your own playgroup or book club. And don’t forget to check for activities at your local library. You just may meet some lifelong friends.


~Melissa Zifzal
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From Gym Friend to Real Friend


Why not go out on a limb? Isn’t that where the fruit is?


~Frank Scully


I have been going to the gym for years, hoping to keep my body strong and my bones straight. My mother had severe osteoporosis and I was determined to do all I could to prevent that from happening to me. So I worked out — hard.


On this particular day, I was pressing through my twentieth pushup with a metal weight perched on the middle of my back, feeling every muscle complain, when I heard a woman’s voice say, “I don’t like this.” At least I wasn’t the only one who found working out at the gym trying. When I finished, I looked up and saw a familiar face, a woman who had been going to the gym regularly like me. She was doing sumo squats. We complained to each other about how hard the exercises were today. Our trainer ignored us, as usual.


She finished her workout and left while I was just at the beginning of mine. Our trainings frequently overlapped so we had the chance to talk while we sweated. We were always glad to see each other as gym friends but had never made an attempt to get together outside of the gym.


Later that week, as she was leaving and I was coming in, I said on a whim, “Would you like to meet for lunch some day?”


She seemed pleasantly surprised.


“Sure,” she said.


We made a date for the following Friday after our workouts. She would do some errands and come back for me after I was done.


“Great!” I said, and we went our separate ways.


As the date drew closer, though, I wondered what we would talk about.


On the day we were supposed to get together, our trainer handed me a note. It was an apology. My gym friend was called in to work and wouldn’t be able to meet me. I thanked him for the message, stuffed it in my purse, and went on with my training. But it made me a little edgy. Had I been too pushy? We had never really chatted about anything substantial. Would it be embarrassing for both of us? Had she thought about our meeting and decided it was a bad idea after all?


When we met again she was the one to bring up our getting together. So we made another date. This time she stayed on the treadmill while I exercised and waited for me. We left together and went to a local restaurant in the same shopping center. It was an unusually warm winter day so we ordered and brought our plates outside.


As we settled down we looked at each other across the table and before we knew it we were halfway through our meals and deep into conversation. We learned more about each other as we ate our salads than we had discovered in all the years during our workouts. We found that we had similar philosophies and interests. We talked about family and travels and whatever else popped into our minds. Almost two hours passed before we decided we had better move on.


We had parked our cars side by side without even knowing it.


“I decided,” she said, “that I only want to be friends with someone who speaks to my heart.”


Then she smiled warmly and I knew she meant me. And I knew that I now had a girlfriend who would be part of my life in and outside of the gym.


~Ferida Wolff
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Wild Bouquet of Friends


A friend is one of the nicest things you can have, and one of the best things you can be.


~Douglas Pagels


Michelle dropped into my life just when I needed her. Like manna from heaven. Five of my seven closest friends had moved in the past year. I just knew if I stood on the end of my drive, waving goodbye to a sweetheart sister one more time, my heart would break.


Enter Michelle. I met her at church, and she was a master at making friends. Her husband had been in the Navy. And his civilian job brought many transfers, too. Moving was a way of life for her, and she rose to the challenge.


“Want to come over for lunch today?” Michelle asked.


We were scraping glue from eight-foot tables. Day one of Vacation Bible School and the craft room had gone wild.


“Today?” I asked.


I barely knew Michelle. She’d been around church for a while, but our paths hadn’t crossed. Until VBS.


“Sure,” she said. “I’ll make pizza. The kids can play.”


Michelle had three young sons and a daughter. I had three young sons, too. Sounded like a good fit. But I was tired and the morning had been full.


“C’mon” she said, as if tapping my thoughts. “I’ll make you an iced tea. I have a nice porch and we can sit.”


Sold.


My sons and I went to Michelle’s that day, and it took about ten minutes for us to feel like we’d all been friends for a hundred years. Michelle had that way about her. And by the time the boys and I loaded into our van and headed home, I felt as though I’d been given a sweet gift. Michelle eased some of the hurt of those relocated friendships.


And I didn’t even have to try to find her.


The next day at Bible school, Michelle was waiting by the door. “I need to get groceries tonight,” she said. “Want to come?”


I thought of my cupboards at home. Mother Hubbard for sure. But I’d never gone for groceries with a friend. Seemed like a solo task to me. “Together?” I asked.


“Of course,” she said. “Another friend is going to go, too. But there’s plenty of room in the Land Rover.”


I agreed. And when Michelle picked me up that evening, I was surprised. Her other friend was much younger. Single. I wondered where Michelle had met her and what we’d have in common. I expected a thirty-something mama, like me.


But the evening was a delight.


It was fun to meet someone new and to hear about a life that was so different from mine.


And such was life with Michelle. As I got to know her better, I got to know many others, too. Michelle was different from anyone I’d ever met. And she had a lot of friends. Older friends. Friends in their twenties. Single. Married. Friends with no children. Friends with a half-dozen kids. I’d always played things safe, choosing friends who were just like me, but Michelle reached far. She had friends who were working through divorces and addictions. She was a friend even to some who were hard to befriend.


And I was in awe of her. She’d more than filled a void in my life. And I learned from watching her love.


Then came a sad day. The day she told me she was going to move.


“It’s a transfer,” she said. “But it will be good for my family. I know we’ll meet others who could use a new friend.”


But what about me? I wondered. Another friend. Moving away. Maybe it wasn’t worth it, getting so deep into someone’s life. Who would take her place? Who would be my friend?


The weeks rolled by and Michelle’s home became a maze of cardboard boxes. I helped her pack her life, and it felt as though I were packing my own heart. Then came moving day. Once again I stood on the end of the drive. Michelle’s children waved like wild and mine waved back hard. I kicked a few pebbles with the tip of my shoe as her white truck became smaller and disappeared.


Gone. Another friend.


The next few days were hard and quiet. Michelle was a pursuer. An inviter. An initiator. With her gone, the phone seemed quiet. I missed her smile. Her warmth. The way her kitchen was a haven for women of all walks of life.


Then one afternoon my boys and I were playing outside. Their laughter rose above the high squeal of the swings. But I didn’t feel like laughing. I was lonely for a friend.


And that’s when I saw the young mother.


She was walking down the sidewalk, newborn babe strapped to her chest. Her bright red ponytail bobbed high on her head. Two young boys ran in front of her, darting off the sidewalk and back on. She was young. Very young.


I pushed gently on my little son’s back. His swing flew high. The mother was just about in front of our house. I pushed again. My little guy cheered. The little parade moved closer, this mother so much younger than me.


And I thought of Michelle.


“C’mon, guys,” I said. I pulled on the chains and gently stopped their swings. “There’s a mama and some boys coming down the block. Let’s go over and say hello.”


My sons raced forward, filled with the anticipation of a new friend. I moved forward, too, recognizing that desire in my own heart.


“Hi,” I said when we reached the sidewalk. “Nice day for a walk.”


That young mother and I chatted in the afternoon sun, and in time, she became one of my very close friends. But my friendships didn’t stop there. I began to stretch out. Look beyond my own age, life stage, and circumstance. Before too long I had older friends. Friends without children. Single friends. Friends whose lives were very different from mine.


And the blessing was sweet.


I still miss Michelle. But I know she’s reaching others, spreading joy, providing a shoulder, loving and teaching others how to love. And I sometimes wish she hadn’t moved.


But this special lady left me with the very best parting gift — the ability to see the beauty in a wild bouquet of friends.


~Shawnelle Eliasen
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Friends of Susan Society


Remember, you don’t need a certain number of friends, just a number of friends you can be certain of.


~Author Unknown


When Susan — my best friend of thirty years — died, three of her friends and I got together with her daughter to organize a memorial service in her honor. For a week, we turned our grief into lists — lists of things to do, food and whatnot to buy, people to call and e-mail.


The memorial turned out even better than we had hoped, complete with Susan’s favorite foods and a slide show that reflected all aspects of her life, from childhood to adulthood, from family to work. After the crowd departed, and her daughter went home, the four organizers sat down for a recap and chat.


Although we all knew Susan, and had met each other on several social occasions, none of us were close. Still reeling from the void in my life that Susan’s death had caused, I came up with a suggestion. “Let’s keep in touch. Maybe we can go for dinner in a couple of weeks. Sort of a Friends of Susan Society.” The three women nodded.


Work kept me busy during the week, keeping my mind off my grief. Evenings and weekends were much harder. Sunday mornings in particular, when Susan and I used to go out for breakfast and a walk, now stretched long and bleak. One of the women and I e-mailed a couple of times, but the other two were busy with family and travel. Several months passed before one of the busier women suggested meeting for dinner.


I arrived at the restaurant first and waited for the others, a little nervous. Slightly younger, and the only one still working, I was also much lower down on the educational pecking order than they had been, a substitute teacher rather than a principal or high-level school board position.


I felt as if I were back in grade school, trying to make friends with kids in my class I knew by sight but had never really talked to. I wiped my palms on my pants, took a deep breath, and pasted a smile on my face.


I needn’t have worried. We had a delightful evening and they never made me feel anything other than included. Many of our conversations began, “Remember when Susan did…?” Or, “Let me tell you a funny story about Susan.” Or, “I was thinking about Susan the other day and…” We traded stories about Susan’s inability to organize anything, her love of travel and hiking, her culinary experiments, the way you knew she was really angry when her voice got very soft. It was almost as if she were there with us, laughing in the background.


At the end of the evening, we promised to get together again, but one woman was off to Europe for two months, a second took care of her grandkids three days a week, a third had a retired husband and daughter with serious health issues.


By the time I got home the glow of the evening had dulled. Something felt off. For the next two days I thought about it — nice women, nice evening, nice conversation — what could be wrong? But I still couldn’t shake the feeling that all the “nice” in the world didn’t quite add up.


I needed to talk to someone, so I called a friend who knew about the evening.


“How did it go?” Mavis asked.


“Okay.”


“Just okay? You were looking forward to having dinner with these women. I know you were hoping to make some new friends. What happened?”


I tried to untangle my thoughts. “It was a really nice dinner. We traded Susan stories and talked a bit about what we were doing, but…” Still not sure, I hesitated.


“But what?”


“But it was still all about Susan,” I blurted out. “I wanted to make new friends, but these were… they were old friends, but they were Susan’s old friends, not mine. Apart from all having known Susan, we don’t really have any interests in common. I guess I was looking for an instant Susan clone to take over being my best friend. Dumb, I know.”


“Not dumb. It’s tough to lose a best friend. Wanting to turn people who knew her into your friends is simply a way of keeping her alive, if only by proxy.”


I sighed. “Too bad it doesn’t work.”


“What are you going to do?”


I took a moment to think. “I do need to make more friends, but it should be about me, not Susan. There’s a teacher I know slightly at work who seems very nice. Maybe it’s time to try yoga again. I’m sure I could meet a couple of people there.” I paused as more ideas came to my head. “And the women in my book club. There’s no reason we couldn’t do things outside book club nights. Like go to a movie or out for coffee.”


Mavis laughed. “Sounds like the Friends of Susan Society will need a new name — the Friends of Harriet Society. Just move slowly. Friendships take time and effort to build but…”


“…the right ones are worth the effort,” I completed. “Mavis?”


“Yes?”


“Thanks for being my friend.”


~Harriet Cooper
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Time to Say Goodbye


No person is your friend who demands your silence, or denies your right to grow.


~Alice Walker


I’d just returned from our regular monthly lunch date. As usual, my friend and I had exchanged the latest news, relished the gossip about other friends’ breakups, and laughed until our make-up ran. But driving home, I began to feel as I had the last several times.


It started like a wisp, a feather across my mind, and quickly heightened. What irked me so much?


I went to my journal. It always gave me answers.


Warming up, I started writing about the basics to help get me started — the phone call for a day that fit both our schedules, the big discussion the night before. “What do you feel like? Chinese? Italian? Decadent Deli?” Giggling, we chose Decadent — two kids skipping healthy diet school.


Then I described the restaurant. Arriving first, I had time to look around. The booth was roomy, upholstery past its prime. On the table sat the perennial bowl of sour pickles, with little pieces of garlic bobbing in the brine. The plastic-covered menu, three feet tall, promised anything your heart desired. Smiling hello, the gravel-voiced waitress asked if I were alone. From her collar hung a giant wilting cloth gardenia.


Continuing to write, I felt a small nervousness, an excitement that always told me I was getting closer to the truth.


As I studied the menu, my friend rushed in, breathless and flushed. We screamed and hugged. She slid into the booth opposite me and immediately started talking.


“The traffic! This idiot in front of me for six miles! Couldn’t make up his mind. Where did he learn to drive, Jupiter? Kept weaving in and out, the jerk!”


I wondered why she didn’t pass him or take another route.


She kept talking, interrupted only by the waitress taking our orders for overstuffed pastrami sandwiches and diet sodas.


I kept writing, trusting the moving pen. Reliving our visit, I found, as always, the answers coming.


She lived, I saw, in a state of chronic indignation. Everything — from the curl of the napkins to the highway driver to how others raised children — was cause for her righteous anger.


As she talked, the frown between her eyebrows deepened, and her lips moved like a sped-up cartoon. Her outrage was punctuated by hand motions that alternately clutched the air and flattened in open-palmed incredulity at humankind’s folly.


She jumped from one thing to another with quirky logic: shopping on the Internet revealed the stupidity of retailers. Restaurant pasta less than al dente was a sin punishable by leaving the waiter two quarters. The supermarket checkers’ sluggishness proved the regression of human evolution and threatened our entire civilization.


After almost an hour, she wound down, sandwich untouched. Now, I thought, I could talk, finally sharing meaningful bits of my life and the news about mutual friends. That was when I knew she would listen and nod in understanding. And we’d laugh with full abandon like we used to.


But instead our conversation reminded her to deplore something else. And she was off again, eyes popping, voice strident in irate virtue.


In the past, sometimes I’d sympathized with her constant diatribes and even joined in. But then I’d come home with a headache, and, despite my lunch indulgence, not at all nourished. Today, I now saw, was no different.


When it was time to leave, we kissed and promised to call.


As I kept writing, the picture grew clearer. I’d really known for a long time but didn’t want to admit it. She’d been a friend so many years, and we used to have such fun. But the truths scribbled out in my journal couldn’t be denied.


It was time to say goodbye.


~Noelle Sterne
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Riding the Road to Friendship


When I see an adult on a bicycle, I do not despair for the future of the human race.


~H.G. Wells


I was a Northern newcomer to a Southern adult community. I knew no one and was feeling very out of place and lonesome. I wanted desperately to make new friends.


Day after day, I saw groups of cyclers riding throughout the community and beyond the gates. Dressed in black Spandex riding shorts, brightly colored biking shirts, gloves and helmets, they appeared to be having a great time together. I looked longingly at them as they rode in pace lines of eight to twelve riders.


I knew how to ride a bike, but couldn’t imagine myself ever accomplishing the level of riding I saw. I read an article in the community newspaper inviting those interested in biking to join a beginner’s cycling group. It is not like me to join something where I know no one, but I pushed myself to attend an organizational meeting. I immediately began chatting with two women and we committed to our first group ride taking place later in the week.


Twelve men and women ventured out on our first eight-mile ride. We slowly pedaled in a long line through the quiet streets of our community. We began to meet three times a week, and steadily increased our distance and speed. Stopping for refreshments became the norm and we soon adopted our mantra, “We bike for food.” As we sat chatting over coffee, strong friendships began to form. Many of us found we had other interests in common and began exploring them together.


Now, comfortable with several members of the cycling club, I decided to attend a few of their social events, a luncheon, a fifties party, and a holiday gathering. There, I met more folks. Men from the cycling group brought their wives to the social events and wives brought their non-cycling partners. Out of these gatherings grew a small dinner group and again my circle expanded. More opportunities for new friendships opened up when our club members planned a few overnight cycling trips in conjunction with other clubs from various parts of the state.


All of these new friendships were made possible by taking that first step outside my comfort zone. I now ride fifty to 100 miles a week, have improved my health, and have more friends than I ever imagined. Taking that first step and trying something new opened up a whole new world of fun and friendships for me.


~Mary Grant Dempsey
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The Marriage Class


Success in marriage does not come merely through finding the right mate, but through being the right mate.


~Barnett R. Brickner


“We’re starting a new class that will improve your marriage,” Pastor Bob announced from the pulpit one Sunday. “The sign-up sheet is coming around.”


My husband Eric shot me a hopeful look. A look that clearly said, “We’re not doing that, right?”


My return glance said, “Don’t you think we should? It would be good for us.”


His hand found mine. “I thought you were happy,” he whispered.


I squeezed his fingers and said, “I am. But I want to take this class.”


“But we’re already so busy. Do you think we have time in our schedule for one more thing?” Eric was right about that. We had five children, the youngest one just five months old, and our time was already stretched extremely thin. But still, something told me to join this class.


I shrugged. “I just want to do this.”


Eric nodded and when the sign-up sheet came around, he wrote our names on it.


The first night of the class, each couple had to stand up in front of the others and share a little bit about themselves. Because our church is large and holds two services each Sunday, I had never met many of the other people in the class.


One couple stood up to share about themselves. “We had a baby last October,” the wife said. Eric smiled at me. Our own little Nathan was the same age.


Another couple shared the ages and genders of their children, and they matched up perfectly with our other kids. Major play date potential there.


And several couples shared that they were on their second marriages, just like Eric and me. Each spouse had brought children from their first marriage into the new family and they were in the process of blending everybody together, just like we were.


At the break time, Eric and I found ourselves chatting with one of those blended couples. They are a “yours, mine, and ours” family just like Eric and me. As we talked, I felt a connection with the wife and asked if she’d like to get together some time. She smiled and looked relieved that I’d asked.


“That sounds like fun,” she said. “Especially since we have so much in common.”


In the car on the way home from church, I told Eric how glad I was that we had joined the class.


“Am I that bad of a husband?” he said with a grin. “Are we on the rocks already?”


I laughed and patted his hand. “No, you’re a great husband — terrific, in fact. But the truth is that I’ve been lonely since I moved here.”


Eric’s eyebrows shot up. “Lonely? We have five kids and you are always saying you never have a moment to yourself. ‘I can’t even go to the bathroom by myself,’ ” he whined, imitating me.


“Not that kind of lonely,” I said. “Like lonely for girlfriends, people I have things in common with.” When Eric and I had married, I moved two hundred miles away from my hometown. This meant leaving my family, my teaching job, and all of my friends. And while I know it was the right decision, I often missed those people. Especially my mom.


Eric squeezed my hand. “I know moving was hard on you. And you’re right, this class might be the perfect chance to make some new friends.”


I began to list all of the women I had found interesting. People I’d like to get to know better. Like the lady who had a baby the same age as mine, and the women who were in blended families. These ladies were second wives — a tough gig — and they were probably stepmoms too, a challenge in its own right. I had so much in common with these ladies and in that moment, I knew why something had prompted me to take the marriage class.


It wasn’t for my marriage. Not really. It was more to meet these women who had similar life experiences to mine. To make friends with them and support each other. To have someone to meet for coffee. Maybe provide a listening ear. Or even a shoulder to cry on.


I hadn’t taken the time to make new friends in my new town. And that was a big mistake. But I plan to fix it very soon.


Every Sunday night, when my marriage class meets, I’ll not only be growing closer to my husband. I’ll be growing closer to some new girlfriends.


~Diane Stark
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Out of the Labyrinth


A single rose can be my garden… a single friend, my world.


~Leo Buscaglia


When we moved to Canada, I left behind a lifetime of friends and the eternal Texas summer. My definition of winter was the weeks between Thanksgiving and New Year’s. After we packed up the plastic evergreen garlands and twinkling lights on January 2nd I just assumed it was summer again.


Then I moved to Montreal, where winter lasts between four and five months of the year. During the first real winter of my life, staring out my living room window at the snow at the end of March, I felt like I was on the surface of the moon, far away from everyone I loved. I was a new mom in a new city. I didn’t know many people, and I didn’t have any friends except for my husband, who was at work, and my baby, who’d just learned to crawl.


One day, tired of being shut in, I decided to visit a yarn shop. I thought a hobby would give me something to enjoy and offer a way to meet new people. Knitting seemed like a good choice in a place where winter lasted so much of the year.


I Googled directions, got ready, bundled up my daughter, and headed outside. It took me a while to find the place the first time. I eventually found the right street, but then passed by the yarn shop on the corner. Just as I might have passed by it a second time, I noticed an appliqué quilt in a corner window that said “Ariadne Knits.”


Inside, a woman sat knitting on a canvas sofa. As it turns out, her name was Molly Ann, not Ariadne. After I came in that first time, stomped the snow off my boots, and took them off by the door, Molly Ann immediately invited me to sit down on her sofa while she made me a cup of warm tea. It felt like I’d stumbled into her living room instead of a shop. The radio was playing The Beatles. The space was bright and cheery. My daughter had fallen asleep during our walk from the metro to the store.


I was so grateful to sit quietly and drink some tea. Molly Ann was easy to talk to, like a good therapist or minister or girlfriend. We just started chatting. I asked about the shop’s name. She told me that Ariadne is a woman from Greek mythology who gave a hero named Theseus a ball of yarn before he entered the labyrinth of a monster called the Minotaur. That way, Theseus could unwind the yarn as he went in and follow the strand back out after he slew the Minotaur.


The whole afternoon passed by. Molly Ann held my daughter for a few minutes, led me through a maze of shelves stacked with skeins, and helped me pick out yarn for a little baby cardigan.


“Do you really think I can knit a sweater?” I asked doubtfully as I followed her back to the cozy sitting area. The task sounded impossibly difficult.


“Sure you can,” she told me. She offered to help me if I ran into any trouble.


I came back the next day, apologizing as she untangled the yarn.


“No worries,” Molly Ann said, quickly fixing my mistake. She told me, in her honest straightforward style, that my daughter and I could come back at any time and stay as long as we liked.


I started going to the shop regularly once or twice a week. The snow melted. Spring came, then summer. My daughter learned how to walk and began saying her first words. Molly Ann always looked happy to see us come through the shop door. She kept a basket of toys next to the sofa and put the sharp needles out of reach.


Gradually, Molly Ann and I became friends. We got together outside the shop. We shared stories. We got to know each other. She watched over my daughter when my husband and I looked like we needed a night out. When I got pregnant a second time, Molly Ann let my toddler spend a few afternoons at the shop while I went to my doctor’s appointments.


Just after I delivered my second baby, Molly Ann decided, after a lot of soul searching and thoughtful deliberation, to close Ariadne. The yarn shop was taking up too much of her time, and she just realized that she’d be happier doing something different with her life. She wanted knitting to be a pleasure, not a job. She held a sale and a closing party.


As we left the store that final night, I felt a wave of nostalgia. Yet even though the appliqué quilt was taken down from the window, I have Molly Ann as a friend for all seasons. We’ve helped each other untangle the strands in our lives and escape from our personal labyrinths. Sometimes, I’ve discovered, even after you’ve faced the monster inside, it takes another person to help you see your way back to the sunlight.


At overwhelming and vulnerable moments as a young mother in a strange new city, when I felt lonely and homesick and trapped, Molly Ann kept me from unraveling. She became my girlfriend and she knew just what to do. She made me a warm cup of tea and sat down to listen.


~Mitali Ruths
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Leave the Door Open


The better part of one’s life consists of his friendships.


~Abraham Lincoln


Watching my parents walk to their car after helping me move into my dorm room, I was already feeling homesick. Most people don’t leave home and go away for school at the age of fourteen, but there I was, out in the parking lot, waving goodbye to my mom and dad as tears started flowing down my cheeks.


My mom stopped and rushed over to give me one more hug, but she and I both knew there wasn’t anything more she could do for me. It was too late to change my mind and go to my local high school closer to home. Too late to gather up all my things and jump into the comfort of my parents’ car (and arms). It had been my decision to go to this school that my dad had once attended, and there was no turning back.


Boarding school is often thought of either as a place for delinquent children or an expensive, preppy, all-girls or all-boys school akin to The Facts of Life television show. My high school was called a prep school, but it provided nothing like Blair, Natalie, Tootie and Jo’s experience. It was a small religious school. We didn’t wear uniforms and while my dormitory floor was all-girls, the school was co-ed. We also had a much younger version of Mrs. Garrett.


I quickly walked back into my dorm room, making sure all my tears were dried first. While fourteen years old is young enough to need a mom’s shoulder to cry on, it’s definitely too old to let anyone witness it.


My roommate wasn’t in our room at the time. Earlier I had seen her with a group of girls already fitting in and making friends, whereas I was very quiet and didn’t know a soul. I couldn’t imagine going up to a group of girls and asking if I could join them. The excitement that filled the air on move-in day only meant heartache for me, as I longed to be included but was too shy to go into the hall and mingle.


Having no clue what I was supposed to do next, I felt alone on a floor filled with freshman girls. I pulled out my desk chair and sat down. Grabbing a pen and paper, I really had no intention of writing anything, but I honestly couldn’t think of anything else to do.


Feeling the tears about to make an unwelcome appearance again, I was glad my desk faced the wall — gray and bleak though it was. I could hear giggling girls trotting back and forth down the hall past my room. It took all my might not to close the door, knowing that doing so would eliminate all chances of making a friend.


Just then two heads peeked into my doorway — my roommate, Becky, followed by a bubbly girl named Holly who said, “All the girls are going downstairs into the Student Union. Want to come?” I sprang up faster than I thought physically possible. Feeling an overwhelming sense of relief, I said, “Sure,” and quickly joined my new friends. As Holly, Becky, and I walked down the hall, recruiting more girls to head to the basement lounge with us, I immediately knew I was going to be okay. Maybe more than okay.


For four hours I found myself talking and listening, telling stories and laughing with this group that had expanded to about twenty-five girls and boys. We were embarking on a four-year journey together that would equal what most people first experience in their college years. Not only did we share rooms, bathrooms, and three meals a day, we also shared clothes, shoes, late night talks, and the occasional fun of sneaking out after “lights out.”


Living together beginning at age fourteen made us quickly become more than just new friends. Growing up together, we became a family. I’m eagerly anticipating a family reunion of sorts this summer at our twenty-year high school reunion. My “new” friends have since become my old friends and without a doubt will remain my forever girlfriends.


~Deanne Haines
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My Group
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A Cup of Friendship


It is not so much our friends’ help that helps us, as the confidence of their help.


~Epicurus


The morning started with a bustle of lunches, shoe searches, backpack stuffing, and a swift run to two different bus stops. It was the first time both kids were in school every day, although the younger one only until 12:17 p.m. It was also the first school year of my pseudo single motherhood.


How does a person become a “pseudo” single parent? My husband had taken a job in a different state, two and a half hours from our home, in June of that year. It was unclear if this was going to be a long-term or short-term assignment. We decided as a couple that until it became more clear where this job was going, he would live away during the workweek and return on the weekends. Thus far, it had been a very long summer of entertaining and transporting our ten-year-old daughter and five-year-old son. The kids missed their dad during the week. They became annoyed with their nagging mother. It was not easy for my husband being away, but being the only parent five days a week was not exactly a walk in the park for me either. It was a challenging time for all of us.


The saving grace was that September was finally here. School was back in session. I would have from 8:30 a.m. until the kindergarten bus dropped my son off at 12:17 p.m. all to myself. Dizzy from the possibilities, and fully aware that general upkeep of the house needed to be factored in, I was pleased to have some “me time,” such a rare and valuable commodity.


The second Tuesday of the school year, my friend Julie, whom I had met in a mother’s group a few years prior, invited me to meet her for coffee. Julie had a regular standing coffee date with a group of women at a local coffee house. I had a list a mile long of things I needed to get done, but Julie said I would enjoy the break and the company. Since I was a free woman until 12:17 p.m., I agreed to meet for a quick cup of coffee. I figured it would be nice to talk with adults for a while, and the chance of them asking me to help them do math homework was pretty slim.


I arrived at the coffee house, parked, ordered my coffee, and joined the partially formed group of women at a large table. Julie said, “I think you have met some of these gals before.” Then introduced me to everyone with a quick biography.


What she did not mention was that this hour and a half every Tuesday was going to make a huge difference in my life. She never mentioned that each of these women seated around this table was going to touch my heart and become someone I couldn’t imagine not knowing or caring about. Coffee time is playfully described as “group therapy” by all of us. As a group, we have solved many of life’s problems. We have recommended doctors, plumbers, babysitters, and countless other services to each other. We have laughed at the silliness of kids, spouses, boyfriends, parents, and pets. We have cried, in public mind you, over heartbreak and other life events. We have also laughed so obnoxiously loud that the rest of the patrons in the coffee house have gone silent and stared.


Not since I was in college have I had such a wonderfully supportive group of friends. Somehow, after I got married, got a job, and had kids, in the hectic shuffle of juggling everything, I lost sight of the value of having girl friends. There was a void in my life that I was not fully aware of until I made time to connect with other women like me, over a cup of coffee. It is always good to know that Tuesday coffee is just a few days away to help get some input and perspective on life’s challenges.


The sincerity and honesty of my coffee ladies make them different from any female friends I have ever known. As a younger person, I was never secure enough to speak my mind. But through living and learning, I have found that true friendship is not based solely on good times, laughter, and making everyone feel good. True friendship is having someone to cry with, listen without judgment, offer wisdom, or just empathize when times get tough. It makes the good times even more joyful.


Sharing all of this over a simple cup of coffee is more precious than gold.


~Allison Potter
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Girls Rule


Being a woman is a terribly difficult task, since it consists principally in dealing with men.


~Joseph Conrad


I said no. No way. I didn’t want to join. Why would I? It was a car club, for heaven sakes. And I had no interest in cars. As long as I could put the key in the ignition and the car would take me where I wanted to go, I was fine. I didn’t want to know any more. My husband and my son, on the other hand, love cars. Corvettes, to be exact. They know how everything works and what every part is called. They read articles about Corvettes and they talk about cars all of the time. They had heard about a Corvette Club in our area and they wanted to join. That’s fine… but leave me out of it. I had no interest.


My husband and our son did join the local club and went to meetings. They had a great time. I did not join or go with them. Why should I? But my husband could be very persuasive. He told me that he had met some very nice people and he asked that I come to one meeting with him just to check it out. We all know that marriage is about compromise, so I agreed to go. Besides, it meant I didn’t have to cook dinner that night.


The room was full of people — both men and women. I was prepared to be bored, but much to my surprise, these people were not talking about cars. They were talking about the arrangements for going wine tasting in two weeks. Now, that got my attention. Yes, we would be taking our cars. But we’d be using those cars to get to the winery and go wine tasting. We signed up to go. And we had such a fun time.


The next thing they talked about was a brunch run to a wonderful restaurant right at the beach. When the sign-up sheet came around I grabbed the pen out of my husband’s hand and signed our names in big bold letters. Wow, this car club thing was much better than I had anticipated! It was a very social club and we didn’t spend much time talking about cars at all.


Time went on and we did more and more things with the Corvette Club. I became quite active in the club, even taking a board position, and became very close to a small group of women within the club. We did lots of things together outside of club events and had a wonderful time. We gave each other nicknames — I was Blue Barb. My friend was Red Barb. Not really difficult to understand… our names are Barbara and she has a red car. You can now figure out how I got my name. The nicknames of the other girls were just as silly.


Red Barb called me one day. The club was having elections and all of the board positions were open and needed to be filled. She asked if I would run for president. Me? President? Of a car club? Really? She had to be kidding… but she was serious. I thought about it and decided that it wasn’t such a bad idea after all. But I needed my girlfriends around me. I started with Red Barb. If she would be my vice president then I would agree to be president. I contacted my other close Corvette Club friends and “persuaded” them to each run for a board position. I told them we would have fun together. We were a complete slate of officers filling every board position. We ran. And we were all elected! We were now the board of the Corvette Club.


The day my board and I were installed as officers of the club went down in Corvette Club history. Not only was a woman now in charge of the club, but each and every board position was filled by a woman. At the installation meeting, my daughter-in-law brought jeweled crowns to present to me and to all of my new board members. We wore them proudly as we glittered in the sun!


The changes we brought about were not at all subtle. After all, we were an all-female board in charge of a car club. My first official duty was to make a motion that we change the focus of the Corvette Club away from cars and make it into a Shopping Club. Some of the longtime members were not amused. Old fuddy-duddies! We didn’t really make that change official, but we had fun pretending that we were serious. We pulled way back on the number of car shows and car museums we went to and started going to many more wineries, to nice restaurants, and even to high tea presented at a nearby hotel. We dressed up for some of our runs too — something a male president would never have stood for. The things we did became more girly, but one thing remained the same. We always drove in our Corvettes wherever we went — and wow, did they look beautiful. So did we!


My girlfriends and I worked hard together and worked well together. Our friendships grew and became stronger. And I went from not wanting anything to do with the club to becoming president. Who could have predicted that? I held the office of president for three years. And all of my girlfriends kept their positions too. We had such fun working together. We planned many activities — day runs for wine tasting, brunch, or dinner, museum trips to keep the guys happy, even overnight runs that have taken us completely across the United States and back. We have seen a lot of this amazing and diverse country. And the car club I had no interest in brought me a great group of girlfriends. Plus, everyone must have liked having a woman president in a male-dominated hobby because when it came time to elect a new board, the next president was a woman too!


~Barbara LoMonaco
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The Swill Gang


Friendship is a treasured gift, and every time I talk with you I feel as if I’m getting richer and richer.


~Author Unknown


The phone rang one Friday night when, as a single parent of four, I had just settled into my green rocker for another night of TV watching. It was a woman named Sunny calling from Valdosta, Georgia.


“I just read something you wrote in Single Parent Magazine and I have to talk to you. I’m a single parent too and sometimes I just don’t know if I can make it on my own. I thought it would help to talk to someone else who’s raising children alone.”


We talked for an hour and Sunny continued to call every couple of weeks. We commiserated with each other because that year, 1989, was the worst year of my life.
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