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Introduction


M-O-T-H-E-R


“M” is for the million things she gave me, 


“O” means only that she’s growing old, 


“T” is for the tears she shed to save me, 


“H” is for her heart of purest gold; 


“E” is for her eyes, with love-light shining, 


“R” means right, and right she’ll always be, Put them all together, they spell “MOTHER,” A word that means the world to me.


Howard Johnson 


How many times have you wanted to tell your mother how you really felt about her, like Howard Johnson does in his ode above? Granted, not all of us are poet laureates, but it’s not necessary to be one to show your mother how much you care for her. A simple hug or kiss would thrill your mother to no end, guaranteed.


That’s what the contributors to this very special book have done. Through their inspiring, moving, and often funny stories, poems, and cartoons, they all pay tribute to their mothers, and their contributions to this very special tribute book speak volumes about their love and admiration for the special person each calls “Mom.”


We invite you to share in their memories and to rekindle the memories in your own life. And if you’re still finding it hard to come up with the right words to tell your mom how much you love her, there’s a solution: hand her this book, give her that hug or kiss, and simply say, “Thanks, Mom.”






1 
SPECIAL MOMENTS


We do not know the true value of our moments until they have undergone the test of memory.


George Duhamel 






Cappuccino Tacos and Bubble Pie


Give love and unconditional acceptance to those you encounter, and notice what happens.


Wayne Dyer


When the lavender-scented bubbles reached the crest of the tub, I turned off the faucet.


“I’m going to take a bath,” I hollered to my husband. “Can you watch Peyton for a few minutes?”


“Sure. I’ll try,” answered a distant voice.


I sank into the tub, took a deep breath, and started to let the bombardments of life melt away. And then the bathroom door creaked open.


The blue eyes of my three-year-old daughter peeked into my private haven.


“Mommy, can I come in?” Peyton whispered, her voice tentative and polite. She stood like a soldier, awaiting orders.


“Oh, okay, just for a minute,” I grumbled, and she scurried into the room, beaming.


“Is it hot?” she inquired, casually dipping her finger into the water to gauge the temperature.


“Yes. It’s hot, very hot,” I said, hoping to discourage her invasion of my bath. “Mommy likes it that way.”


“Oh,” she sighed, disappointed. She was crestfallen the water was not in her temperature range, but knew that there was a remedy. “Can I get in with you?”


I growled and furrowed my brow, teasing her. “Okay, okay,” I said, adding cold water from the tap. She shimmied out of her pajamas and practically dove in.


“I’m going to make you cappuccino tacos and bubble pie,” Peyton announced as she spread a handful of bubbles onto a washcloth.


“Sounds delicious. Those are my favorites,” I answered with only my head above the tepid water.


“Do you want milk or juice?” she asked.


“Will you make me a milkshake?”


“Oh, yes,” my little chef replied. “Do you want vanilla or chocolate?”


“Chocolate.”


“Do you want whipped cream and sprinkles?”


“Of course. That’s the only way to have a milkshake, right?”


“Yep,” she agreed as she added a dollop of whipped-cream bubbles and pretend sprinkles, sprinkles of love.


Peyton’s encroachment on my bathtime has become a ritual in our home over the years. And to be honest, at first I really missed my solo dip—when I could read a magazine and let the stress of the day dissolve into the scalding water sans distraction. But life has taught me not to fritter away these precious moments of motherhood.


When she was five, Peyton was diagnosed with a brain tumor. She spent a month in the hospital and I routinely would climb into her metal-frame bed, sharing cafeteria-issue milkshakes with her—longing for a lukewarm bath, a frothy bubble pie, and the sweet taste of more time.


These days, Peyton’s foamy milkshakes top my list of favorites. When she serves up her creative bubble-concoctions, she always reminds me to give thanks. So we bow our heads together and pray.


I am thankful for so much more than these frothy bath-time concoctions.


Celeste T. Palermo 






Best Friends


Golden sunlight streams through the little window.


Our heads are bowed so close together


that the same ray of sunshine highlights our hair.


We whisper, then giggle.


The two of us act so much like young schoolgirls


that no one would ever guess


we are mother and daughter


simply painting each other’s toenails.


Jennifer Lynn Clay 






Tea for Two


Every problem has a gift for you in its hands.


Richard Bach


My sequined purple princess costume remained in its tissue paper wrappings on the top shelf of my bedroom closet, as I perched in my pink flannel pajamas on the window seat, peering out the bay window at the neighborhood witches, ghosts, and cowboys scurrying by.


On October 31, 1944, we didn’t expect any knocks at our front door, festooned not with the jack-o’-lantern cutout I had made in my first-grade classroom the week before, but with a stark black-and-white quarantine sign that shouted, “Contagious Disease, Chicken Pox!”


Daddy had taken my unaffected older sister and little brother to Grandma’s house for a party earlier that evening, leaving Mama and me home alone. I had finished reading all the stories in the newest edition of Children’s Activities, tired of cutting out paper dolls from the old Sears catalog, and longed to be outside. Mama had promised me a special treat, but I couldn’t imagine what could replace the thrill of joining the troops of children wandering door- to-door in the autumn twilight with their rapidly filling pillow slips. No Hershey bars, candied apples, or popcorn balls for me this year, I knew. I don’t care, I told myself, because though the itching had ceased, I had yet to regain my appetite anyway.


I heard Mama turn on the radio in the kitchen, and then heard her call to me, “Time to get dressed!”


Glancing down at my pajamas, I wondered what she could mean, but scooted off my seat and trudged to the kitchen. On the back of one of the chrome dinette chairs hung Mama’s fur chubby, a kind of short jacket that represented the essence of elegance to me those days. I used to love to watch Mama get dressed for special evenings, in her chiffon dresses always topped by the chubby.


“Put it on,” she said, pointing to the jacket. “We are going to play tea party, and I am going to be the hostess, while you will be my guest.” She draped a string of pearls around my neck, as I shrugged into the jacket. I noticed that the table had been set with her best Blue Willow cups and saucers, and that an empty platter had been placed next to the toaster.


Though I could not venture all the way out, Mama opened the door a crack so I could at least knock on the outside, right below the Quarantine sign. “Oh, Miss Terri, it’s so good of you to call this evening. It’s tea time,” she announced. “And even though you are my guest, I’m going to ask you to make the meal, since you have such a special touch with cinnamon toast.”


I’d seen the bakery truck make its delivery earlier, and had wondered what had been left on our doorstep. Now Mama opened the bread box and pulled out a loaf of sliced raisin bread. She placed the sugar bowl, the butter dish, and the red tin of cinnamon on the counter, and lifted the chubby from my shoulders. Then she opened her Searchlight Recipe Book to page forty-four, handed me the yellow plastic measuring spoon set, and said, “Let’s see how you do reading that recipe.”


I was the best reader in my class, so I stumbled only on “substitute” and “proportion” as I read aloud the instructions.


“Cinnamon Toast: Spread freshly toasted bread with butter or butter substitute. Spread generously with sugar and cinnamon which have been blended in the proportion of one teaspoon cinnamon to a half of cup sugar.”


While I watched the raisin bread brown in our two-sided toaster, Mama put her tea kettle on to boil, and told me a story about the birds on the Blue Willow china. She said that an angry Chinese father had been trying to catch his daughter who was running away with a boyfriend. Before he could catch them, they had been transformed into birds and flew away together. I rubbed my finger across the birds on the saucer. “When you grow up, your father won’t chase away your boyfriends,” she said with a little laugh. “And now that you’re learning to cook, it won’t be too much longer before you are grown up for every day, not just for Halloween.” I smiled. It was true. I was learning to cook.


Though I hadn’t been hungry all day long, the smell of the cinnamon sugar seemed to reawaken my appetite, and I ate my entire slice and half of Mama’s, and even managed a swallow or two of my milk tea. When my sister returned later that evening with the candied apples that Grandma had sent, I accepted one, but insisted I wasn’t really hungry, since I had cooked and eaten a meal earlier.


Mama’s prediction came true, too, as I became engaged just a dozen years later. And at my wedding shower in 1955, she presented me with a black leatherette bound Searchlight Recipe Book. I turn the yellowed pages today to page forty-four, and again recall the delicious aroma of cinnamon toast as I remember the year that trick or treat became tea for two.


Terri Elders 






Faster than a Speeding Bullet


Trust yourself, you know more than you think you do.


Benjamin Spock


I was walking down our street the other day when I saw a little boy dressed in Superman pajamas toddling to the curb with his grandmother. The cape attached to his shoulders flapped in the wind like a cheap sheet. But he didn’t care. With official Superman clothes hanging—and I do mean hanging—from his body, I knew the boy believed, without hesitation, that he could bend steel.


My two oldest boys, Ford, six, and Owen, four, spent a full year in Superman pajamas. I had to buy several sets just to keep up with the laundry. On Halloween, I begged them to pick different costumes. “Halloween is about pretending to be something you’re not,” I had said. “You’re Superman every day; why not give Bert and Ernie a try?” It never worked. Ford was so convinced of his Superman-like traits, he styled his hair with one curl of bangs hanging in the front.


Today, Ford and Owen are what we call “closet” Superman lovers. They’d rather be caught watching Blue’s Clues than have a neighbor see them running down the driveway in their dress-up pajamas. But that doesn’t mean they don’t still covet Superman underwear. They’re just a little more discreet. (Back in the day, Ford used to wear his red underwear on the outside of his pants, just to get a more genuine Superman effect. And I took him to the grocery store like that.)


A few years ago, when I washed Superman capes every single night, I thought the phase would never end. My ultimate fear was that Ford and Owen would one day wear blue tights and a red cape to high school. I began to worry that the alter-ego thing was messing with their heads. My husband and I set rules about how much time they could spend as Superman . . . until I gave that idea more thought. (Imagine a thirty-year-old sitting in his office, legs covered in shiny blue tights and propped on the desk, telling his secretary, “Jane, hold my calls; I’ve got ten more minutes as Superman.”)


Just when I believed that we’d have to change Owen’s name to Clark and Ford’s to Kal-El (Superman’s Kryptonian name)—which was, coincidentally, the same time that the boys’ pants became too short and their knees grew knobby—I brought home Superman toothbrushes, and Ford and Owen told me they wanted Batman.


Excuse me?


And just like that, a piece of their childhood was gone.


I folded Ford’s and Owen’s old Superman shirts and tucked them away in their new baby brother’s drawer. The familiar yellow emblems on the front were cracked and faded. There were holes in the armpits. I sat down on the floor and laughed. I could still so plainly see Ford and Owen running through the front yard, capes horizontal with the ground, on their way to save the day, or the dog, whichever. I cried holding one of the soft cotton shirts to my chest. When my husband came into the room, he said, “My gosh, you’ll be a mess when they go off to college some day.”


Everyone said this would happen. Old ladies at the mall used to hang over the stroller and tell me, “They grow up so fast, just you wait!” My mom said, “Before you know it, they’ll be all grown up.” Ford and Owen aren’t there yet, but for the first time I’m beginning to see what everyone tried to tell me: time goes by faster than . . . well, faster than a speeding bullet. It seemed like just yesterday that I lived with two little Supermen. Eventually, today will seem like yesterday, too.


After our third son was born this January, the doctor said to me, “Well, I guess you know what to do with this one.” And I do: I’ll start him on Superman early, I’ll take more pictures, I’ll worry less, and I’ll enjoy more. Because I know one day—far too soon—I’ll bring home a Superman toothbrush, and it will be the wrong one.


Sarah Smiley 






One More Moment


Only moments ago loud, panting gasps and a crescendo of moans crowded the air itself out of the room. But now there was only calm. Hush. Tranquility. Even my racing heart grew still. I swiped a forearm across my damp brow, reluctant to shift my eyes—for even a second—from the bundle I was cradling.


Already, the pain and exhaustion are a distant memory. I was too busy marveling at the miracle of new life to concern myself with the midwife’s final ministrations. Like Alice through the looking glass, I had stepped into another world. A world of wonder. A world of possibility.


With a curious fingertip, I traced her ear, as delicate as a seashell, then her wisp of a brow, and trailed lazily lower to her ducky-down cheek. I loosened the swaddling to inspect translucent nails and rosebud toes and to count them. One at a time.


I smoothed her cotton-ball head, and sipped at her puckered lips, content to simply watch her breathe. In and out, in and out, in and out. The tiny movement of her chest was barely perceptible. My breath caught when she opened her eyes and gazed into mine for a long, sacred moment. Satisfied, I hoped, with what they’ve seen, they feathered closed again.


I gathered her closer, rag-doll limp, surprising myself at the sudden, fierce rush of proprietorship and protectiveness I felt when the nurse reached to take her from my arms. No, just a bit longer. I nestled her closer, under my chin, near my heart.


I stroked a loose fold in her skin, knowing she would grow into it as surely as I was to fill my new calling. Even so, doubt wagged its head and I wondered, Am I ready for this unexplored role and the job description that comes with it? Can I give this baby the important and best parts of myself?


I squeezed my eyes against the threat of tears. There’s been more than one birth here this day, I finally realized. And then, reluctantly, I leaned over the bed to hand this precious first grandbaby back into the impatient, outstretched arms of my daughter.


Carol McAdoo Rehme 






In Concert with Mom


Music is well said to be the speech of angels.


Thomas Carlyle


When my oldest son was in high school, he planned to attend a Christian contemporary concert with the youth group from our church. To my amazement, Aaron invited me to go along; he knew I enjoyed the music of one of the performers. I readily accepted; however, by the time the date of the concert arrived, I had questions about going. My youngest son, who has Down syndrome and progressive heart disease, had been ill, and I was concerned about him. My husband encouraged me to attend the concert, assuring me he was quite capable of taking care of our youngest. I wavered.


Finally, it hit me. Aaron was sixteen years old. How many opportunities would I have to do something fun with him before he went away to college? And how many youth actually invited their mothers to attend a concert with them that was clearly geared for teens? The decision was made. I would not miss this opportunity.


At the concert, I sat with Aaron and his girlfriend in the third row, stuffing cotton in my ears to block out the loud, ear-splitting amplified music of the first performer. I stood when the kids stood, clapped when they clapped, and never let anyone know how nervous I was to feel the floor vibrate beneath my feet. Aaron and his friends were amused at my enthusiasm.


By the time we left the concert, I was certain my hearing was damaged forever. My ears were ringing and sounds seemed muffled, but it quickly passed. So did my son’s teenage years. In no time he was in college and away from home. I missed him more than I could say. On days when I was especially lonely for his ready smile and his teasing manner, I would think back to the concert we attended and be thankful once again that I didn’t pass up an opportunity to spend time with my son.


Aaron is now grown and has a family of his own, but we are still very close. Some days he calls just to chat and tell me about his day. I drop everything and enjoy the moment, knowing these times too shall pass.


We sometimes reminisce on that concert of years ago when my teenage son and I made a lifetime memory. Aaron always laughs about the fact that his mom was the “only” person in the whole youth group to get an autograph from the performer.


Louise Tucker Jones 






With All My Love


The tricycle tipped my three-year-old granddaughter onto the sidewalk before I could buffer her fall. Emily lay there for a moment, calculating her chances of survival. Figuring the odds were in her favor, she sat up with a smile that quickly turned into tears when she saw the blood on her knee. I scooped her up, cooing words of comfort as I carried her into the house to mend her hurt.


With much reassuring and the universally accepted Grandma cookie bribe, she let me wash and put ointment on her scrape. We searched through the band-aid box until Emily found a neon pink one to wear as a badge on her boo-boo.


I kissed her cheek. “All better now, sweetie?”


“No, Gamma, you hafta say the Mommy words,” she said. I quickly ran a list of Mommy words through my mind: Please? Thank you? I love you? “You know, Gamma. Mommy says them to make me all better.” Emily took a deep breath and recited, “A little kiss, a little hug, I give you these, with all my love.”


My heart swirled and remembered. It was the same little ditty that I had said to my children, my mother to me, and her mother to her. My grandmother had died when my mother was eight. There had been no silverware, no china, no jewelry to inherit, nothing to hold but her dear memories. When she became a mother herself, she passed on the gentle love of her mother and the remembered comfort of the “Mommy words” that made all bad things go away and only the good remain. Hearing it now, I realized that though I had never met my grandmother, I did know her. We were mothers—we were connected at the heart


“Don’t cry, Gamma. I be all better.”


Emily and I kissed and hugged, and said the Mommy words to each other. I heard my grandmother’s, my mother’s, my daughter’s, my granddaughter’s, and my own voice blending through time. It was as though my grandmother had written her legacy of love on the hearts of four generations of mothers and then signed it; A little kiss, a little hug, I give you these, with all my love.


Cynthia Hamond 
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“How long did you intern with Grandma before you became a full-fledged Mom?”


Reprinted by permission of Patrick Hardin. © 2000 Patrick Hardin.






The Autumn Leaves of Summer


We must accept finite disappointment, but never lose infinite hope.


Martin Luther King Jr.


Trouble began brewing right at the start of summer vacation, precisely when my grandmother gave Mom that hideous bolt of fabric. My mother couldn’t sew a stitch, and my grandmother spent the bulk of her retirement in a fruitless effort to reverse this quirk of fate. While my grandmother could turn a flour sack into a party frock in an afternoon, and fashion a lace-trimmed hanky out of the scraps, the most my mother could do with the same flour sack is turn it into a decorative trash can liner—maybe.


Though creating a fashion statement consistently eluded Mom’s skill, it never once escaped her desire. From that ugly bolt of fabric scattered with autumn leaves sprang the grandiose idea that Mom would whip up matching summer tops for my three sisters and me.


Undaunted by the absence of talent, Mom once again forged ahead with boundless enthusiasm. Her energy grew in direct proportion to my paranoia as I imagined us venturing down the street in leafy looking halter-tops, pitching apples at passersby like the grumpy trees in the Wizard of Oz.


So I suggested a tablecloth might be just the perfect idea. “Mom, can’t you just see our dining room table come Thanksgiving? Picture that plump juicy turkey with all the trimmings, arranged just so on a spray of autumn leaves. If word of this gets out, Better Homes and Gardens will be beating down your door for a photo shoot.”


Who was I kidding? This was one hopeless situation. Or was it? My mom’s projects usually rode a one-way ticket from the sewing machine to the rag sack with no stops in-between, and that was no secret. Her unbroken string of sewing catastrophes fostered strong hope in me. It was a tentative smile I wore, but ever so smug just the same.


With fabric in hand, mother disappeared into the basement and headed down those same steps every night thereafter. The muffled hum of the Singer motor rising up through the floorboards slowly wiped the smug smile from my face and replaced it with the trembling lip of an obsessive adolescent helplessly drowning in a pool of self-inflicted fear of embarrassment. I just knew those autumn leaves, bathed in my mother’s best intentions, were waiting in the wings . . . and not in the form of any Thanksgiving tablecloth.


True to my prediction, Mom emerged from the basement one evening with outstretched arms draped in yards, and yards, and yards of autumn leaves. Forget the trembling lip. By now I was picking out the bridge from which I intended to fling myself into everlasting eternity.


“Eeewww, Mom. What are they? Awnings?” my charming brother asked.


“They’re summer tops,” she said. “I made them for your sisters. Pretty good, huh? I didn’t even have a pattern!”


One glance brought that harsh reality to life with a vengeance. Imagine, if you will, two bandanna handkerchiefs placed on top of each other—that’s what my mother did with two squares of fabric. She stitched straight across the top of each “garment,” leaving a huge gaping hole in the center for our heads to fit through without the aid of a single button, snap, or zipper. Mom didn’t have a clue about sewing notions. In the same wide-open style, two giant armholes flanked either side of the neckline. And, she accomplished all of this without the use of darts, pleats, tucks, or so much as a trace amount of elastic.


“Oh boy! Mom. They’re terrific!” I said, desperately trying to sound sincere. I don’t think I had ever seen her look so proud. To make matters worse, she bought us matching brown shorts and labeled these atrocities our “special occasion outfits.”


Day after blissful day passed without a single special occasion in sight, until the day of doom when the invitation to our cousin’s wedding shower arrived. Shrouded in a cloud of “special occasion” gloom, my three sisters and I prepared for the worst.


As expected, Mom insisted we break out the tree suits and inflict on an unsuspecting world, the most unhappy group of sisters you ever saw, sporting a wardrobe of fall foliage in the middle of a record breaking heat wave.


After dressing on the day of the shower, my sisters and I formed a small circle between two matching sets of bunk beds in the room we all shared. We stood there, staring at each other in disbelief. Clad in shades of Irish-setter red and butterscotch yellow, set off by remarkably ugly brown shorts, we looked like poster children for Arbor Day.


At the height of our pity party, my oldest sister started laughing uncontrollably, which set off a chain reaction. In the throws of our laughter, Mom’s love had penetrated that scratchy old fabric and snuggled softly around us.


I can still see her proud smile as she watched us pile out of the car and line up on the sidewalk, wearing her handmade works of art. We proudly escorted our mother up the front path and joined in the fun. Whether the other party guests were laughing with us, or at us, remains a mystery I have no desire to solve.


It’s true; Mom never did create a fashion statement, unless you consider the countless memories she lovingly stitched into our hearts with unyielding joy. That alone qualifies my mom as a most remarkable seamstress.


Annmarie B. Tait 






If Floors Could Talk


No act of kindness, no matter how small, is ever wasted.


Aesop


My bedroom floor—in the house I grew up in—holds a deep, dark secret. It lay hidden for many years, away from those who might cause repercussions if it was revealed. I know the secret came to light a few years ago, but by then no one who cared was around to witness it. For all that time my mother and I were the keepers of the secret.


I was about seventeen and a bit of a wannabe hippie. I gravitated toward the unusual. I don’t know where my decorating scheme came from, but it was pretty far out there. The strange thing was that my mother agreed to it. I thought she was pretty cool—most of my friends wouldn’t be allowed to have a room like mine. I’m fairly certain their mothers wouldn’t have helped them, but mine did despite the fact she was very picky about her house.


My mother, sister, and I painted two walls bright purple, one brilliant yellow, and the last with a purple and yellow sunrise. I remember our foray into tie-dyeing like it was yesterday. On a mellow fall afternoon canopied with an azure sky, Mother lugged huge pots of water outdoors. We poured in packets of dye, wrapped rubber bands around sheets, and twisted and dipped to create purple and yellow bedspread, sheets, and curtains.


I finished off the room with posters and some huge yellow and purple acrylic flowers in Mexican pots. Mother bought a light box to hook up to the stereo that produced multicolored, pulsating light in time to the music. What a mother—June Cleaver and Gloria Steinem rolled into one.


I still had a few finishing touches, but I could accomplish them on my own. One night I was in my room with the door closed so as not to awaken my daddy, who had an early bedtime because of his job. I had the music going and was really in the groove of things. I spread some newspaper on the hardwood floor and began to paint some bottles with crystallizing paint. I had a yellow one finished and set aside so I opened the purple paint and reached for the bottle. Somehow, I bumped the can the wrong way and over it went—beyond the newspaper. Need I mention that my mother kept those hardwood floors waxed to perfection? June Cleaver—remember?
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						ANGEL FERN




						MORE THAN JUST A PIE




						OH, CHRISTMAS TREES




						THE BEST ROLE OF ALL




						THE LAST SOFA




		

					4. ON LOVE


			A HALF-OUNCE OF LOVE




						THE HEARTBEAT




						NOT JUST ON MOTHER'S DAY




						THE BEAUTY OF ALZHEIMER'S




						SOUNDS OF CHILDHOOD




						THE MOTHER OF BOYS




						JUST YESTERDAY




						PARADISE




						THREE LITTLE GIRLS




						UNCONDITIONAL LOVE




		

					5. THROUGH THE EYES OF A CHILD


			JIMMY'S QUESTION




						MESSY KISSES




						BLAME IT ON BREASTFEEDING




						SWING TIME!




						PRIDE AND PREJUDICE




						VALENTINE POWER




						MOTHER OF PEARLS




						WITH BOTH EARS




		

					6. ON WISDOM


			EVEN EXCHANGES




						PARTING IS SWEET SORROW




						THE ROCKING CHAIR




						SOMEONE'S DAUGHTER




						NEVER SAVE THE BEST FOR LAST




						A GOOD CALL




						THE BEST CHOICE




						IN MY OTHER LIFE




						I REMEMBER MAMA




						NO LONGER A ROOKIE




		

					7. LETTING GO


			HANDS-FREE




						THE FRAGRANCE




						STORING MEMORIES




						FILLING THE GAP




						WITH US IN SPIRIT




						JUST ANOTHER SANDWICH




						A SEQUEL OF SUNRISES




						AND HE FLEW




		

					8. THANK YOU, MOM


			FLOWERS FOR MOTHER




						THE EVOLUTION




						ON BEING A MOTHER




						A JOURNEY TO REMEMBER




						HANDFUL OF LOVE




						MOMS CRY




						CANCER'S GIFT




						EVERYTHING IS POSSIBLE




						LOVE AND FORGIVENESS




						HER GREATEST ACHIEVEMENT




		

					WHO IS JACK CANFIELD?




					WHO IS MARK VICTOR HANSEN?




					WHO IS PATTY AUBERY?




					CONTRIBUTORS




					PERMISSIONS




					COPYRIGHT PAGE



        

    

OEBPS/images/imprintlogo.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780757398278_0035_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781453275368.jpg
ORIGINAL ﬁ
Bestselling I ’
series \ leen

et e W iams

Jack Canfield, Mark Victor Hansen,
and Patty Aubery





