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A Special Foreword
by Jack & Mark



For us, 101 has always been a magical number. It was the number of stories in the first Chicken Soup for the Soul book, and it is the number of stories and poems we have always aimed for in our books. We love the number 101 because it signifies a beginning, not an end. After 100, we start anew with 101.


We hope that when you finish reading one of our books, it is only a beginning for you too—a new outlook on life, a renewed sense of purpose, a strengthened resolve to deal with an issue that has been bothering you. Perhaps you will pick up the phone and share one of the stories with a friend or a loved one. Perhaps you will turn to your keyboard and express yourself by writing a Chicken Soup story of your own, to share with other readers who are just like you.


This volume contains our 101 best stories and poems about mothers and their wisdom. We share this with you at a very special time for us, the fifteenth anniversary of our Chicken Soup for the Soul series. When we published our first book in 1993, we never dreamed that we had started what has become a publishing phenomenon, one of the best-selling book series in history.


We did not set out to sell more than one hundred million books, or to publish more than 150 titles. We set out to touch the heart of one person at a time, hoping that person would in turn touch another person, and so on down the line. Fifteen years later, we know that it has worked. Your letters and stories have poured in by the hundreds of thousands, affirming our life’s work, and inspiring us to continue to make a difference in your lives.


On our fifteenth anniversary, we have new energy, new resolve, and new dreams. We have recommitted to our goal of 101 stories or poems per book, we have refreshed our cover designs and our interior layout, and we have grown the Chicken Soup for the Soul team, with new friends and partners across the country in New England.


We have selected our 101 best stories and poems on mothers and their wisdom from our rich fifteen year history to share with you in this new volume. The stories that we have chosen were written by mothers and by their children. Some of them made us laugh, some made us cry. They all made us appreciate the special bond between mothers and children, the unerring wisdom about everything from the mundane to the life-changing, and the hard work that goes into being a mother every day.


We hope that you will enjoy reading these stories as much as we enjoyed selecting them for you, and that you will share them with your families and friends. We have identified the 33 Chicken Soup for the Soul books in which the stories originally appeared, in case you would like to continue reading about motherhood and families among our other books. We hope you will also enjoy the additional books about families, parenting, and women in “Our 101 Best Stories” series.


With our love, our thanks, and our respect,
~ Jack Canfield and Mark Victor Hansen
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The Power of a Mother’s Love


A Mother’s love perceives no impossibilities.


~Paddock 
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Mom’s Favorite Child


Each day of our lives we make deposits in the memory banks of our children.


~Charles R. Swindoll, The Strong Family


For weeks, both our mother and our brother had been near death with cancer. Mom and her dying son were inseparable, whether at home or as patients in the same hospital. None of us siblings resented that she turned to him so much during those final days. On a cold day in November, her four remaining sons carried her to his funeral, certain that they were fulfilling her last wish.


The long night that followed was both a horror and a blessing. My oldest sister, Marie, and I stayed with Mom in our childhood home. No matter what we did, Mom wept with grief and writhed with pain. Her cries mingled with the sounds of the icy rain blown against the windows of the old farmhouse, first in gusts, then in brief intermissions of heavy calm. Finally, around three o’clock in the morning, after telling us repeatedly that she would not see another dawn, she closed her eyes. An eerie silence settled over the house, as if death were very close to us again.


When Marie and I saw that she was not dead but was resting peacefully, we knew we should rest too. But we couldn’t sleep and started to talk.


Marie was the second child; I was the ninth and last. The two of us had never even lived in the same house, as she already had her own home when I was born. We looked and acted like members of the same clan, but we had never talked real “soul talk.” In the dim light of the room adjoining Mom’s, she and I whispered stories about our family.


Seeing my mother near death, I felt like a little girl again. I told Marie how I remembered so often the special solace of Mom’s lap. That was my retreat when I sought comfort for aching ears, or refuge from warring siblings, or just the closeness of her hug. To me she was always wonderfully soft and warm.


Marie knew the feeling. The shadows danced on the wall, a background to our animated whispers about childhood—the family struggles, the strict discipline and hard work, the inevitable fights with our siblings.


Then she made a shocking statement.


“It wasn’t really so hard for me, though, because I was always Mom’s favorite.”


I was astounded that she said the word out loud! Mom didn’t have favorites! Yet as I let myself think about it, I had to reply, “I can’t believe you said that ... I guess I always thought I was her favorite.”


Marie and I both chuckled, each believing that the other had certainly placed second. Then the truth began to unfold, as we continued to swap stories about the calm and loving woman asleep in the next room.


“I have an idea,” I told her. “When the boys get here in the morning, let’s ask them who was her favorite.”


Two of our brothers awakened us at dawn, anxious to see if Mom had made it through the night. She had, and was still dozing. Over coffee at the big family table, I asked them the unspeakable question.


“Marie and I were talking last night, and couldn’t agree on something, so we thought we’d ask you. Who do you think was Mom’s favorite child?”


Coffee mugs stalled in midair. The two men’s eyebrows arched, and their mouths fell open. They squirmed in their chairs and looked out the window as intently as if counting the raindrops. Marie and I waited.


Finally, one brother spoke. “Well, you know Mom never played favorites ....” Then, making uneasy eye contact again, he said, “But if I were honest about it, I guess I’d have to say I always thought I was her favorite.”


The second brother, grinning with relief that he didn’t have to say it out loud first, confessed that he thought he was her favorite.


For the first time in months, we all laughed, as only childhood friends can laugh when finding a hidden treasure and sharing the secret.


How did she manage to make each of us feel like the favored child? She never told us we were. She showered none of us with gifts or special privileges. She was not very physically affectionate with us, and “I love you” was not part of daily conversation. But in her quiet way, she had a gift of presence more powerful than words. My husband (knowing secretly that he was her favorite son-in-law) summed it up: “When she was with you, she was all yours, as if you were the most important person in the world. Then she would go on to the next person, all his for a while.”


In those days just before her death, my brothers and sisters and I discovered together what each of us had felt all along. Mom’s love had no limits—each child was her favorite.


~Sue Thomas Hegyvary
Chicken Soup for Every Mom’s Soul
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I Love You, Daddy


And now these three things remain: Faith, hope and love. But the greatest of these is love.


~1 Corinthians 13:13


How could any of us possibly know what is going to happen from day to day? Certainly the entire world was unprepared for what happened on the bright, autumn day of September 11, 2001. As for my world and the world of those I love most, life was forever altered on that fateful Tuesday morning.


My wife Shelley and I took separate cars to work on September 11. We usually drove in together, the two of us and our two children, Drake and Chandler, but Shelley’s office was preparing to move to the other side of the Pentagon in two days, so she would be staying late. I wasn’t very pleased about this, and I told her so the night before, but she was proud of the confidence that her supervisors had placed in her and wanted to set an example—I couldn’t argue with that.


She left for work before I did that morning. I had the kids in my car, and when I stopped at Burger King to get them some breakfast (a treat for being good while I was alone with them in the car), the attendant told me that Shelley had just been there. She stayed ahead of me the whole way into town, and I didn’t see her again until I brought the kids into the Pentagon day care. She was standing at one of the windows looking into a classroom when I saw her. I’ll never forget the moment she saw us: She was wearing navy blue chinos, a blue oxford-cloth shirt and her beautiful smile. The kids ran to her as soon as they saw her, and we took them to their respective classrooms.


After we dropped the kids off, Shelley followed me to my car where she gave me an air kiss so she wouldn’t get any lipstick on my cheek. Then I drove off to my office a few miles away. I talked to her again, at about 9:30, when she called me about the World Trade Center attacks.


Ten minutes later, my beautiful, gracious, kind, passionate wife—devoted mother to our beautiful children, a woman who loved all children and life itself—was gone.


Words can’t begin to describe the loss.


Shelley remains a part of my life and the kids’ lives in little miraculous ways. I’ve struggled to find the right way to keep her memory alive daily, and I think I’m succeeding. I’m still working on me, on going on without her physical presence next to me, but I’ve come to the point where I know she is with me, all around me, whenever I need her. She has let me know in many ways that she is watching over us, and knowing how much she loved us, I can honestly say that I’m not surprised.


At the end of September, the kids and I left Washington and moved to my parents’ house in Morgantown, West Virginia. They live in the country, their nearest neighbor about a quarter-mile away, so we had lots of sunshine and peace and quiet, just when we needed it. Chandler was twenty months old at the time, and just beginning to put two or three words together to form rudimentary sentences. One day in early October, I was standing under a tree with Chandler in my arms. Holding her, I found myself crying because the child psychologists had told me that Chandler probably was too young to retain any of her own memories of Shelley into adulthood—that Chandler’s memories of her mother would be composites, pieced together from the recollections of those who knew her mother. Reflecting on how much Shelley loved her children, the unfairness of it all overwhelmed me, and I wept quietly.


The child psychologists also told me not to hide my feelings from the kids, but to explain them, so they would know it’s okay to grieve. So I looked at Chandler with tears in my eyes and said, “Daddy’s crying because he misses Mommy.”


Chandler looked up at me with her innocent blue eyes and said: “I love you, Daddy.”


Given the simple two- or three-word sentences she had put together up until that point, I was surprised that she had put these words together so cohesively. I had never heard her say the word love before. Over the next two weeks, whenever I told Chandler that I missed Mommy, Chandler would reply with: “I love you, Daddy.”


One day in mid-October we were standing under the same tree. Again, I told Chandler that I missed Mommy. Again, Chandler said, “I love you, Daddy.”


I was suddenly curious, so I asked her, “Who taught you to say that?”


Without a moment’s hesitation, Chandler replied, “Mommy.”


Several months after September 11, one night when I was feeling particularly down, I decided to do a little housecleaning to take my mind off my sadness. I came across a piece of paper on which Shelley had typed her notes for the reading that she gave at her brother’s wedding in July 2001. The reading was from Corinthians, and as my eyes raced across the words, they came to rest on the last line: “Love never ends.”


I stand in awe of Shelley’s never-ending love for our children and for me.


~Donn Marshall
Chicken Soup for the Single Parent’s Soul
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A Mother’s Intuition


Trust your hunches. They’re usually based on facts filed away just below the conscious level.


~Dr. Joyce Brothers


An orange-sherbet sunrise heralded the day as I reached for my morning tea. Glancing at the clock I knew Amanda would soon be on her way home, tired from her night shift at the coffee shop in the city.


I went about my usual morning routine and thought how determined my daughter was to earn enough money to help put herself through college. It was a challenge for her to juggle two jobs but she managed. As I drifted from dishes to dusting I felt an unusual surge of concern for my now late-arriving daughter. I tried to keep busy, but I found myself watching out the window and listening for the familiar sound of Amanda’s car pulling into the driveway.


A wave of nausea washed over me and my heart raced for a moment. I closed my eyes and prayed for her safety, then chastised myself for being a paranoid mother. Amanda often jokingly reminded me about my smothering-mothering tendencies. I countered with the “Wait until you have children of your own” lecture. Was this one of those moments? I called Amanda’s cell phone. No answer.


Something was terribly wrong. I felt an urge to jump in my car and look for her. First, though, I called out to God for direction. I cannot say I heard an audible voice—it was more like a gentle nudge, but I truly felt God wanted me to leave the house.


My heart raced as I followed the likely route Amanda would take home. I kept pushing the redial button on my cell phone, but Amanda was not answering. I felt a sudden grip of fear and pulled over to the side of the road, wondering what to do. I remembered the countless times I had told Amanda to pray—how it was the most important step to take when fear crouched on the doorstep. So I prayed. I prayed that God would send His angels to protect my daughter.


My fear, thankfully, did not turn into panic, as I still felt compelled to drive. I drove for forty minutes but there was no sign of Amanda. Then my cell phone rang. My heart jumped to my throat. It was a female voice. The connection was so poor that I could hardly make it out: “ ... accident ... Bethel Sideroad ....” I thought it was Amanda’s voice, but I couldn’t be sure. I was about fifteen minutes away from the Bethel Sideroad, so I did my best to keep my composure and drove, praying without ceasing.


A sickening sight awaited me. An ambulance and two police cars blocked the path of oncoming traffic. I saw Amanda’s little grey car wrapped around a broken hydro pole. The whole car was crushed. I gasped in horror and knew Amanda had surely perished in such a wreck. Feeling faint, I jammed on my brakes. A policewoman approached me and I wailed in agony. I jumped out of my car, frantically screaming for Amanda. Just then, she stepped out of the ambulance. “Mom!” she called. I raced to her and clung to her with my arms and heart.


How had she survived? The paramedics kept saying it was nothing less than a miracle. The police officers, after they had calmed me down, told me they had expected to pull a body out of the car. In their estimation, no one should have survived such a horrendous accident.


Amanda had apparently fallen asleep at the wheel and as she hit the side of the road, her car had flipped twice and hit the hydro pole. The entire car was crushed—except for the driver’s seat. She was taken to the hospital for observation, but other than a few scratches and bruises, she was fine.


I still marvel at the power of prayer and the sense of urgency that flooded my mind and heart that morning. The Almighty Protector shielded my Amanda—and sent His angels to protect her, just as I had prayed.


~Glynis M. Belec
Chicken Soup for the Christian Woman’s Soul
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Birthday Girl


Faith is putting all your eggs in God’s basket, then counting your blessings before they hatch.


~Ramona C. Carroll


Several years ago, while I worked for Visiting Nurses, I made an initial home visit to a family in a poor part of the city. Misty Harper (not her real name), my new patient, was five years old. She had been born with defects of the heart, liver and kidneys. The doctors predicted she wouldn’t survive long enough to leave the hospital.


Anna Harper, a large, smiling woman, introduced herself as Misty’s grandmother. She sat me down on the well-worn, overstuffed sofa in a living room crowded with furniture. Mrs. Harper had something she wanted to show me before Misty’s assessment. She pulled out a huge scrapbook full of photos, articles and newspaper clippings. The first was a newspaper article reporting Misty’s birth, the damage to her internal organs and the sad predictions for the future. Her daughter, Misty’s mother, had been so stricken with grief that she was afraid to bring her baby home from the hospital. She believed that if Misty came home, her older three children would grow too attached to the baby and would be devastated by the loss.


“What happened?” I asked, suddenly understanding the closeness of this family.


“I took her home myself,” Mrs. Harper said. “My instincts and my faith just told me she was not going to die.”


We sat together for a while longer looking at the album. It held photographs of a sweet infant, then of a beautiful toddler growing up to be a lovely little girl.


She pointed to little newspaper clippings that filled the album. “Every year I send an announcement to the newspaper to celebrate Misty’s birthday. It’s just my way of telling everyone who cares that Misty is still with us.”


Then she opened the door to the kitchen, and I saw a happy little girl eating breakfast with her sister and two brothers. A younger version of Mrs. Harper, Misty’s mother, Coral, was spooning out more cereal. She smiled and beckoned me into the kitchen.


“My mother watches my kids every morning before school starts. In a few minutes, I go off to work.”


Not wanting to disturb them I told her I didn’t think I’d do an assessment that day. Next week I would come back. I closed the door quietly. Mrs. Harper walked me to the front door. As I was leaving she said, “Whenever a new doctor or nurse comes to our home to check Misty, I show them my album. Children are more than statistics. They are love and faith and what you put into them.”


I felt humbled. She was right. Misty was proof of that.


“She will be six next May. Be sure to check the paper,” Mrs. Harper teased.


In May I searched the announcements. There I found it.


MISTY HARPER WILL CELEBRATE HER SIXTH BIRTHDAY. THANK YOU LORD FOR ANOTHER MIRACLE YEAR.


Every May, I still look for the announcement and remember the family telling me in their own good-humored way, “Medicine doesn’t know everything.”


~Barbara Bloom
Chicken Soup for the Grandparent’s Soul
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Love Can Last Forever


I can honestly say it was the best of times and the worst of times. I was joyfully expecting my first child at the same time that my once-energetic, zestful mother was losing her battle with a brain tumor.


For ten years, my fiercely independent and courageous mother had fought, but none of the surgeries or treatments had been successful. Still, she never lost her ability to smile. But now, finally, at only fifty-five, she became totally disabled—unable to speak, walk, eat or dress on her own.


As she grew closer and closer to death, my baby grew closer and closer to life inside me. My biggest fear was that their lives would never connect. I grieved not only for the upcoming loss of my mother, but also that she and my baby would never know each other.


My fear seemed well-founded. A few weeks before my due date, Mother lapsed into a deep coma. Her doctors did not hold any hope; they told us her time was up. It was useless to put in a feeding tube, they said; she would never awaken.


We brought Mother home to her own bed in her own house, and we insisted on care to keep her comfortable. As often as I could, I sat beside her and talked to her about the baby moving inside me. I hoped that somehow deep inside, she knew.


At about the same time that my labor started, Mother opened her eyes. When they told me this at the hospital, I called her home and asked for the phone to be put to Mom’s ear.


“Mom—Mom—listen. The baby is coming! You’re going to have a new grandchild. Do you understand?”


“Yes!”


What a wonderful word! The first clear word she’d spoken in months!


When I called again an hour later, the nurse at her house told me the impossible: Mom was sitting up, her oxygen tubes removed. She was smiling.


“Mom, it’s a boy! You have a new grandson!”


“Yes! Yes! I know!”


Four words. Four beautiful words.


By the time I brought Jacob home, Mom was sitting in her chair, dressed and ready to welcome him. Tears of joy blocked my vision as I laid my son in her arms and she clucked at him. They stared at each other.


They knew.


For two more weeks, Mother clucked, smiled and held Jacob. For two weeks she spoke to my father, her children and grandchildren in complete sentences. For two miracle weeks, she gave us joy.


Then she quietly slipped back into a coma and, after visits from all her children, was finally free of the pain and confines of a body that no longer did her will.


Memories of my son’s birth will always be bittersweet for me, but it was at this time that I learned an important truth about living. For while both joy and sorrow are fleeting, and often intertwined, love has the power to overcome both. And love can last forever.


~Deb Plouse Fulton
A Second Chicken Soup for the Woman’s Soul
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The Sandals That Saved My Life


A baby is born with a need to be loved—and never outgrows it.


~Frank A. Clark


My junior high days were the darkest and the hardest time in my life. During that time, I didn’t feel like I had any friends, except for this one person. This “friend” used to tell me that we would always be “friends forever.” Friends are people who care for you and who are there for you whenever you need them. They nurture you when you’re down. I never felt that way about her.


We only had one class together, so I didn’t see her very often. She was all wrapped up in her own thing—her boyfriend, her social life, all her other friends. When I would walk the halls of junior high by myself, I would see her hand-in-hand with other people and she would just stare at me as I walked by. She never came over to talk to me except in that one class.


One rainy day, I got on the Internet and instant-messaged her. I thought it was the greatest thing in the world that we could talk on the Internet back and forth; it was so cool. We started chatting about school, boys, everything that two normal preteen girls would talk about. I brought up that I had gotten a new movie, and I wanted her to come over and watch it with me. I waited and waited for her reply, and when it came it was like daggers in my heart with unbearable pain.


She said, “Why would I want to come and watch it with you? Every time you get something new, you always have to brag about it to me and it makes me sick. You brag about everything all the time.” I apologized to her up and down, that that’s not what I meant, and I kept on apologizing.


Then she wrote back, “I am not going to sit here and fight with you about it, even though it is true,” and she signed off.


I sat in my chair for ten minutes in a daze, wondering how a person who said she was my friend could say something like that to me. I went into the living room and sat down next to my mom, then burst out crying. She comforted me and reassured me that whatever it was, everything would be okay.


When I went to bed that night, I couldn’t sleep. I felt so alone; like no one really loved me and like I was just some person that other people could just use whenever they felt like it. I felt almost invisible. I cried and cried until I finally fell asleep.


The next morning, I woke up around 8:00. My mom came into my room and said that she and my dad had doctor’s appointments and that they would be back in a couple of hours. After they left, I sat on my bed and wondered what would be a good way out of this. Then, something came to my mind.


I would kill myself and put everyone out of their misery. That way, they wouldn’t have to pretend that they like me, or that they are my friends. My social life wasn’t the only reason that I decided to do this. Other things, too, were really bothering me—my grades, for one.


I sat and thought about how I would do it. Should I shoot myself or take pills, or should I cut my wrists? I settled on pills. I put the pills on the table next to my bed while I sat and wrote my final words to my family and friends.


I was ready to pop the pills for my final minutes on Earth.


Then the phone rang.


It was my mom calling to see what my shoe size is because she had found the cutest pair of sandals at Old Navy. I said, “Oh ... yeah, okay, I wear an eleven.”


Then she went on, “What’s wrong? Are you feeling okay?”


I was like, “Yeah, Mom, I’m fine.”


Then the words that I had longed to hear from anyone came out, “I LOVE YOU, and I’ll be home in an hour.” I hung up the phone. I sat in a daze, with the pills in my hand, thinking, How could I have forgotten that someone actually does love me?


When my mom came home, she hugged me and kissed me and said that she loved me a lot. I never told her what I had been thinking about doing.


The next day my “friend” called and said, “I was only kidding about the whole thing.” I never told her about it, either. I kept it to myself. To this day, I still haven’t told anyone about what I almost did. I have never actually blamed anyone but myself.


I am so blessed that my mom’s phone call got through to me. Not only did it make me realize that I really am loved and cared about, but that suicide is never the answer. Maybe I just needed to hear the words “I love you” more often. Maybe we all do. Even when I have problems at school, my family is always there for me and I needed to remember to value that support. I know that I have to be there for them, too.


According to my definition of friendship, my mom’s the best friend I’ll ever have. My mom doesn’t know how really special she is and how much of a hero she is. Thank you, Mom, for loving me so much—and saving me—without even knowing it. You’re my forever friend.


~Mallorie Cuevas
Chicken Soup for the Preteen Soul 2
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The Mailbox


Kids spell love T-I-M-E.


~John Crudele


“You’re a wonderful mother,” I wrote on the Mother’s Day card with the picture of sunflowers, garden gloves and watering can. “You were always home for me after school, with warm cookies and milk. You led our 4-H club and worked in PTA. Best of all, now you’re my friend, sharing with me a love of beauty, puzzlement at the mysteries of men and respect for children.”


I walked out the gravel driveway to the mailbox, opened the metal door and slid in the card. As I shut the door and pulled up the red flag, I remembered another mailbox from long ago. ...


As a child I spent hours in a small playhouse in the back yard. I decked it out with curtains strung on twine, a window box planted with marigolds, and a mailbox made from a coffee can.


The can was nailed to the outside wall of the playhouse, next to the window. It was painted with green house paint and fitted with a small board inside to create a flat horizontal surface.


One languid summer day I ran into the house and found my mother mopping the kitchen floor.


“Mama,” I asked, “could you bring me some mail?”


She straightened up and held the mop in one hand, massaging the small of her back with the other. She smiled, and her eyes softened as she looked at me, her suntanned, pigtailed sprite.


“Well, yes, I think I can, after I finish this floor,” she said. “You go back to the playhouse and wait awhile. I’ll be there.”


So I ran outside, letting the screen door slam behind me. I skipped down the narrow brick path to the clothesline and under it to the playhouse beside the dwarf apple tree. I busied myself with little-girl housekeeping: washing my doll dishes, tidying the bed, sweeping the floor with the toy cornstraw broom.


Then I heard steps on the brick path.


“Mail time,” Mama called in a high voice. Then I heard the thunk of envelopes firmly striking the inside of the coffee can.


I waited to give her time to walk back to the house, then rushed out of the playhouse and reached into the can to grab my treasure. Shuffling through it, I found three envelopes, a catalog and a small package. What a haul!


I sat on the grass that sloped down to the garden to open it.


Naturally, I went for the package first. Tearing away the brown grocery sack paper, I lifted the lid from a tiny box. Wow! Two sticks of Juicy Fruit gum, a square of waxed paper wrapped around a handful of chocolate chips, raisins and miniature marshmallows, and a new Pink Pearl eraser. I munched on the snack mixture while I explored the rest of my mail.


Thumbing through the seed catalog, I enjoyed the brightly colored flower pictures. Then I spread the envelopes out in my hand. Each was addressed to “Patty, Playhouse, Back Yard, Oregon” and posted with an S & H Green Stamp. I slipped my finger under the flap of one and ripped it open. It held a flyer from a car insurance company. In the next I found an advertisement for magazine subscriptions with a hundred tiny stamps to stick onto the order form. From the last envelope I pulled a page of notepaper.


“How are you doing?” I read in my mother’s perfect printing. “It’s been beautiful weather here, though a little hot for me. I’ve been canning beans. We have a lovely, large garden, as usual. Do come visit us. You know you are always welcome. Love, Mama.”


She signed it in “writing” with swirls at the beginning of the “M” and at the end of the “a.”


That was probably forty years ago.


I thought Mama and I had become close friends only recently. But remembering the mailbox, I realized I was wrong. The mother who took the time from her mopping and canning to gather up some junk mail and trinkets to put into a package, write a personal note and deliver it all in true play-acting style was my special companion even back then. Mama was always my friend.


~Patty Duncan
Chicken Soup for the Mother’s Soul 2
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A Loving Mother


We don’t see things as they are, we see them as we are.


~Anaïs Nin


I’m a girl with bipolar disorder. That’s when your moods go up or down way too far. Sometimes with bipolar, you feel so happy that you get kind of hyperactive, bouncing off the walls and jumping for joy. Then, within minutes, bipolar can make you feel really sad or so mad that you start throwing stuff around, screaming and stomping.


With bipolar, when a person gets either really, really happy or really, really sad or mad, they have no idea why they feel that way. They can think of nothing that caused their mood to be so extreme one way or the other.


When I was seven years old, I got mad at my mom for no reason. We got into a fight over nothing, and I got so mad that I threw my glass piggy bank at her. Pretty bad, huh?


Maybe some of my anger was due to the fact that my parents had recently divorced and my mom and dad were not getting along well. My dad had been following my mom around. Then one night, he came into our house and attempted to hurt her, and she ran outside to call the police. At that point, he started to go up the stairs to find me. I was asleep and my stepdad kept him from getting to me. He ran away before the police got there, but the next day, the police arrested him for harassing our family.


That next day, I was supposed be with my dad but, of course, he didn’t show up. That’s when I knew something was wrong. My mom tried to protect me from finding out why he didn’t come. She just told me that he had done something wrong and couldn’t be with me. I cried every night because I missed him, and I became really depressed. Finally, I bugged my mom enough that she told me what had happened that night. In a way, it just made me more upset because everyone had kept the truth from me.


Around that time, I also began experiencing these extreme mood shifts. First I’d be really, really happy and then the next minute I’d be really, really mad. Then I couldn’t stop myself from crying. It was very confusing, and I felt like I had no control over my emotions anymore. When I would get into trouble, I couldn’t understand why I was behaving so badly. I would later come back to my mom and apologize to her for being so out of control, and she would always say, “It’s okay, Holly. You’re forgiven. Tomorrow will be a better day.” It was hard on her, I’m sure, but she tried to deal with it by giving me love and understanding. She somehow knew that I couldn’t help myself and suspected something more was wrong with me when one day I got so depressed that I asked her, “Why don’t you just get rid of me?” I had been so down that I didn’t even want to live anymore.


She didn’t think that my behavior was all because of what was happening between her and my dad. So, she took me to see a doctor who helps kids that have the same kind of issues that I was dealing with. It helped to know that there was someone out there who could understand me. It didn’t seem like my family was able to do that at that time.


The day I threw the piggy bank my mom realized that I had gotten so out of control of my emotions that I could be a danger to myself and others. So, she and the doctor agreed that putting me in the hospital would help keep me safe while they ran some tests. It was there that I was diagnosed with bipolar disorder. The good news was, once they knew what I had, they could find the right medication to help me balance out. While in the hospital, I also learned about bipolar and the challenges of living with this illness.


I felt so much better after I got out of the hospital. I stopped feeling so sad and then suddenly totally happy. Finally, I felt normal for the first time in a long time.


Still, when I had some bad mood swings after I got out of the hospital, I thought that Mom would want to send me back there as punishment for my actions. But my mom never wanted to punish me for doing something that I couldn’t control. She explained to me that she never wanted to be away from me, she only wanted to find the help that I needed to get better and stay better.


Sometimes I would think about how my mother could have given me away because it was so hard to deal with me when my bipolar was going on, but she is too much of a loving mother to ever do that. Instead, she was always behind me, supporting me with tons of love and patience.


When I begin to get a little out of hand, my mom watches to see if I continue the behavior. If I do, it usually means that I need to change medications because the one I’m on has stopped working. That’s part of the challenge of living with bipolar. Sometimes, body chemistry can change, causing the medications to act differently or the body just simply stops working with the medication and you have to change it.


Not long ago, I began hearing voices telling me to do stuff. I had to go into the hospital again to get off of the medication that I was on and start a new one. It was hard to face going into the hospital and going through another adjustment, but after being there for a few days and getting a new medication, the voices went away and I felt more like myself again—more balanced.


It’s been five years now since I was diagnosed with bipolar. For the most part, I am doing well, and my emotions are more in the middle now and less “way too up” or “way too down.” I can thank my mom for helping me make sure that I don’t get sick and out of control. No matter what, she’s there for me. Knowing that, I can cope with having an illness that I’ll always have to work at managing.


With her there, I can get through another day.


~Holly Howard
Chicken Soup for the Preteen Soul 2
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Mother’s Goblets


I can’t remember the last time I saw my mother. Actually, I don’t remember her at all. She died shortly before I turned three. The stories I’ve heard about her are other people’s memories, not mine. Life cheated me out of hearing her voice and feeling her touch. She remained out of focus, a shadowy figure, until the day I found her glasses. Suddenly, thirty-three years after her death, she was real as if she reached out to help me when I needed her most.


Don’t get me wrong. My life was good. My wayward father wisely left me with his in-laws who gave me pretty much everything—especially a home filled with love. Growing up, I was vaguely aware of several mysterious boxes that had something to do with my elusive mother. Since I was too young for the contents to mean anything to me, my aunt faithfully guarded her sister’s belongings for over twenty years.


Eventually, I got married and moved into my own house. My aunt, feeling her tour of duty was over, gave me the boxes. Like treasure hunters, we eagerly opened each carton. A teacup collection. Fine china. Tarnished silver. Exquisite crystal. The most beautiful glasses I’d ever seen—clear and delicate and etched with roses. We handwashed and arranged them in the china cabinet. They came out only on holidays or special occasions along with the china and silver. I proudly used them until the day the water goblets broke.


I can’t remember how it happened. An accident, I’m sure. No one’s fault really. Two water goblets simply broke. Carefully picking up the pieces, I set them way back inside the china cabinet with a promise that one day I’d have them repaired. From then on, no one could touch my mother’s glasses. Forbidden. I couldn’t risk losing any more.
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