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  Dorothy and Frances dedicate this book

  to their mother and coauthor, Julie,

  who has been a lifelong inspiration.

  Her eighty-seven years of loving wisdom

  have guided and comforted more people

  than we can count. Without her,

  this work would never have blossomed.

  We love you, Julie.
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  “We come 30,000 miles and all he says is ‘go ask your Mother.’”


  Reprinted by permission of Jonny Hawkins ©2006.


  Introduction


  My mother, Julie, is eighty-seven years old. My sister, Frances, and I are old enough to know better than to say how old we are. And all three of us are old enough to have spent most of our adult lives as mothers, all of our lives as daughters, many years of our lives as grandmothers, and for Julie, more than seven years as a great-grandmother. In this way we are like all women. While all women may not have been mothers, all have been daughters. All have had mothers. All have given of themselves, and all have loved and been loved.


  Julie, Frances, and I are also psychotherapists, and as such,we have worked with thousands of women who bring to our offices and workshops the stories of their mothers and daughters: stories that all share the theme of love. No matter what the hurt, the deeper story is about love.


  Since our first Chicken Soup for the Mother and Daughter Soul in 2003, we have been honored to receive hundreds and hundreds of stories from courageous, loving, humorous, wise, spiritual, hardworking women, young and old. Every story has touched us, and each story reminds us why we do this work.


  Mothers and daughters are a strong and powerful thread in the tapestry of life. Woven throughout history, both public and private, are the stories of mothers and daughters doing their part to save and serve the world. Mothers raise the future. Daughters are the future. Together, sharing one another’s stories, we will make the world a better place.


  Dorothy Firman


  1

  THE BOND

  BETWEEN

  MOTHERS

  AND THEIR

  DAUGHTERS


  Every mother has the breath-taking privilege of sharing with God in the creation of a new life. She helps bring into existence a soul that will endure for all eternity.


  James Keller
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  “Mom and I have always had a special bond, except in our choice of fashion.”


  Reprinted by permission of Cartoon Resource and Andrew Toos. ©2006. Cartoon Resource and Andrew Toos.


  What’s the Word?


  Children reinvent your world for you.


  Susan Sarandon


  There has to be a perfect title to use for my baby girl, a designation that will express what she means to me. I’ve tried nicknames, like “Cherub” or “Angel”—they’re adorable monikers, but they’re just not quite right. And then there’s “Sunshine” because she does light up my days. This little one holds my heart in her hands, but I freely extend it to her because her love undoes me. She has captured me just by needing me so much.


  There’s another nickname I use, but my older girls wonder about it: “Baby Doll.” I remember wrapping my beloved dolls in blankets and cooing to them when I was a child. Now the bundle in the blanket moves and coos back. No, “Baby Doll” doesn’t quite fit. Then there’s “Treasure Bear.” She is one of my treasures. She is full of treasure. I adore her, my little five-month-old. Yet, she’s not a bear, so I keep searching.


  The usual terms of endearment are not quite specific enough—“Sweetie” or ”Honey.” Not quite.


  She is a cutie-pie. She makes me laugh with joy, and I smile until my face hurts just trying to entertain her. She carries the future and reminds me of my childhood. She slobbers on everything and will soak the sleeves of her outfits from sucking on them. But that doesn’t lend itself to a name.


  I’ve varied her given name, which is fun, and those titles do stick, but they’re not quite right. There must be a word to fully express everything she is—sweet, adorable, lovable and lovely, endearing, strong (oh, how she can communicate her dissatisfaction when necessary!), and gentle. She will take my face in her hands and bring her open mouth close to me. I know she’s thinking, “If only I can get Mommy’s whole face in my mouth, I will truly experience her!”


  That’s what I need, a title to sum up the experience of her. I love to enter her room in the morning, walk to her crib, and speak softly to her. I love how she calms at the sound of my voice. I love unwrapping the blankets that soothed her overnight, then scooping her up for a snuggle. How delightful to bathe her, dress her, sing to her, and rock her. How satisfying to feed her and know that as she grows I’m doing the right things. I love her response to my ministrations. She’s just begun raising her hands to me. Oh, such rapturous joy! Sure, I knew I was one of her favorite people before now (such a delicious feeling), but suddenly she has the capacity to demonstrate it with more than a cry—with outstretched arms. Yea!


  So what is the perfect term to express who she is to me? What her value is to me, and my love for her? There is a word. It’s ideal. Yet, it’s common, as natural as mothers and their baby girls. It’s precious. It’s a word that will never sound as dull as it did before my baby girl came along but will always shine with new glorious meaning. A word that teaches me my value even as I assign it to my little girl. It expresses a value that won’t fade when she’s as old as I am, my own mother’s little girl. A special word with hidden meanings. What is it? WHAT IS THAT WORD? . . . Delight? . . . Joy? . . . Sunshine? . . . Not quite, not quite, not quite. . . . AHHHHH. . . . Now I know. . . . Daughter. That’s the word I’ve been hunting for.


  Annette M. Irby


  The Truth


  Sooner or later we all quote our mothers.


  Bern Williams


  I never yearned for a baby like some women do. Oh, I thought I’d have children eventually, but there were lots of other things in life that I wanted to experience first— achievements that seemed bigger and more important than someone simply calling me “Mom.”


  My own mother stayed at home with my sister and me until divorce drove her to find employment. She worked at the telephone company for the next twenty-five years. Mom’s job always seemed dull to me. Consequently, we had a recurring conversation throughout my growing-up years.


  “Mom, when you were a little girl, what did you want to be when you grew up?” I often asked, hoping I could discover what she really wanted to do for a career.


  Each time, Mom hesitated before she answered. “All I ever wanted was to have children,” she’d say with a smile and a faraway look in her eyes. “I just wanted to become a mother.”


  Try as I might, I never got a more satisfying answer out of her.


  “But didn’t you want an exciting career?” I chided. “Maybe being a nurse or owning your own business?”


  “I only wanted to become a mother,” she whispered, like she was sharing a precious secret.


  As a child in the 1960s and 1970s, I failed to understand her desire. A record number of women were entering the workforce. But all my mom aspired to do was to bear children! There had to be more.


  Instead of settling down after high school like Mom, I looked to hip, female role models who encouraged teenage girls, like me, to get careers and find themselves. Success was measured by a framed diploma on the wall and a professional position in the workplace. Marriage and children were for my mother’s generation. There was a world of opportunity to explore. So that’s what I did.


  My theory was that anyone could become a mom, but not just anyone could travel to exotic destinations or have an adventuresome vocation. So, when I was twenty years old, I planned my career path and made a list of “things I want to do before I die.”


  Motherhood didn’t make the cut.


  I traveled the world, seeing sites in exotic locales like Europe, Australia, and Egypt. I worked in glamorous positions as a television news reporter, radio talk show host, and syndicated newspaper columnist.


  Yes, my life might have been thrilling, but after becoming a first-time mom at forty-one, I discovered that my theory of motherhood being an ordinary experience was wrong. Nothing compares to the overwhelming love I feel for my daughter. Instead of occupying a desk chair to work after hours, I nestle in the rocking chair, coaxing two-month-old Micah to sleep.


  Necklaces that can be pulled by tiny fingers, or earrings that might scratch her face remain in the jewelry box. Tailored suits that need dry cleaning have been replaced by wash-and-wear clothing that won’t show stains when the baby drools or a diaper leaks. Spit-up is an everyday occurrence. But I consider it my badge of honor.


  Don’t get me wrong. I’m glad I went to college and discovered my heart’s desire in a professional career. But along the way, I wish I’d known that my mother’s preferred profession of child rearing had merit, too.


  Being a mom is the best position I’ve ever held. Watching my daughter grow and develop is more educational than any training seminar I’ve attended. Seeing her smile when I look into her face is more rewarding than any business partnership I’ve created. Introducing Micah to new toys and seeing her enthusiasm rivals hiking in the outback or exploring the pyramids of Giza. With a baby, every day is a trip into the unknown world of discovery and delight.


  And it is more challenging than any college class I ever attended. The nasal aspirator had remained a mystery to me until one evening when Micah had an excessive amount of fluid in her nose. In order for her to breathe, I had no choice but to learn how to work the bulbous device and eradicate the buildup. It took about twenty minutes of concentrated effort on both our parts, but I finally achieved success.


  About that time, my husband, Michael, came in from work.


  “Honey,” I hollered. “You’ve got to see this.”


  He walked into the nursery.


  “I finally cleared the baby’s nose!” I said, proudly displaying a tissue.


  Michael did not share my elation.


  At that moment, I knew I had officially moved from being a woman with a baby to being a mother.


  Today I’m here to break the conspiracy of silence. The role of a mother is not to be belittled but rather exalted. Being a mom is an exciting career every bit as fulfilling as any other work in the world. Motherhood is the chance to assist God in creating another human being. What could be more important than that?


  These days when someone asks me about my greatest achievement, I smile and get a faraway look in my eyes. Then I share the secret: “It’s being a mother.”


  My mom was right all along!


  Stephanie Welcher Thompson


  Through the Fog


  Sometimes the strength of motherhood is greater than natural laws.


  Barbara Kingsolver


  One glance to the left confirmed what I already knew. The speedometer’s needle was well beyond the last mark. Interstate lights blurred as our V-6 Oldsmobile sped north toward the Eighty-sixth Street exit. A slight shimmy rocked the car as my husband, Al, steered past what appeared to be a huge eighteen-wheeler truck.


  Seeing him hunched over the steering wheel struggling to see through the balmy October fog, I realized my intense Lamaze breathing was fogging up the inside of the car, too. Suddenly when pounded with another urge to push the baby, I swallowed a yell. Our childbirth classes had not covered waking up to daggerlike contractions two weeks early.


  No longer could I sit comfortably. Stretching backward, I raised myself off our car’s plush navy seat. Arms trembling to support myself, I could not help but think that something was terribly wrong with our second child, who was plunging quickly into our world. Two years earlier our son’s birth was complicated by a tangled umbilical cord.


  As we slowed slightly to exit the bypass, the urgent need to push intensified. Sweat rolled down my nose. Gritting my teeth, I swallowed the salty flow. By now I was crying. I could feel my baby coming. Fortunately, now we were within minutes of the women’s hospital.


  Because it was almost 2:00 AM, my husband wisely decided to run the three stoplights leading to the hospital. Soon we had parked in the curved canopy close to the front door. Al helped me slide out of the car and gently guided my shaking body to the front automated door.


  An observant receptionist summoned an orderly who rolled a wheelchair toward me. At that point, my hysteria and pain merged.


  “Don’t make me sit! I’m having a baby right now!” I sobbed.


  Through my fog, I saw a freckle-faced nurse trot out from behind two white doors. After her quick pelvic exam with me still standing bent over in front of the receptionist, she intercepted my panic and began paging our doctor, whom we had telephoned just twenty-five minutes and twenty-three miles ago.


  Immediately the small preliminary exam room behind the receptionist became crowded with an assortment of trays and scrub-gowned nurses. “We don’t have much time, do we?” the groggy, unknown doctor confirmed. Later the auburn-haired nurse told us that she had awakened him from the nearby doctors’ lounge. He did not even have time to put in his contact lenses.


  Slowly he guided out what I was sure was a stillborn child because there was silence, no wailing like our son’s first look at life. But then I felt the pulsing cord as someone laid him on my stomach. I was certain that this one was another boy, since all of my husband’s older siblings had boys.


  “A nice pink baby girl,” a voice out of nowhere announced.


  “Is she okay? Is she okay? How’s her head? I want the Apgar score,” I demanded. My mind could still see an umbilical cord strangling her.


  “She’s fine, really. You have nothing to worry about, Mrs. Long. Her Apgar rating is a nine, which is very good. Her cone-shaped head will reshape normally. She’s a beautiful, healthy baby.”


  Al squeezed my hand and grinned.


  “Now I can see,” the stand-in Dr. King mentioned, now wearing his contacts. Al and I looked at each other, concerned but then focused on our chubby little girl being washed in her Plexiglas bassinet.


  “You’d better camp out at our doorstep if you ever have another baby, Mrs. Long,” the orderly teased as he scooted me onto a wheeled cart.


  “You’re determined to push me somewhere tonight, aren’t you?” I said referring to our earlier wheelchair encounter. “By the way, where are we going?”


  “To the delivery room, of course. You’re going to pay for it so you might as well see it.”


  As the white doors closed behind us, our first nurse pushed the clear bassinet that held our daughter, who was quietly examining her toes. The orderly pushed me and the IV, while Al walked by my side. Then we saw our doctor. “What are you doing here?” he asked.


  “You know us. We couldn’t wait. We had a baby,” Al said to the kind, aging doctor who, in thirty years of practice, had never missed an on-call birth.


  A few minutes later in the small but cozy mauve delivery and recovery room, Al and I took turns holding our seven-pound, slightly jaundiced daughter. With her chubby cheeks, orange coloring, and Columbus Day birth, her nickname soon became Pumpkin.


  We wanted to telephone our family, friends, and neighbors but thought we should at least wait until dawn. For the first time since our high-speed trip, we thought about our two-year-old son, who was still semiasleep when we left him at our neighbor’s house.


  Over twenty-two years have passed since our daughter’s dramatic entry into this world. Our Pumpkin is now a senior in college, living ninety minutes from home. Valerie Adele is still the only granddaughter on both sides of our family. And she would readily admit that she has been spoiled throughout the years because of this status. “But maybe not enough,” she would add.


  From wailing over a bad hair day to the classic rolling eyes during a lecture from Mom, our daughter has provided her fair share of drama since that foggy October night. One thing is certain, though. That evening was the only time in her life that she was early for anything. And, yes, we love her anyway.


  Joyce Long


  My Adoption Day


  Hope is the parent of faith.


  Cyrus Augustus Bartol


  I was devastated as I left the attorney’s office with my husband.


  “I guess that settles that,” I said as Vince opened the car door for me, and I slipped inside. He climbed into the driver’s side but kept the keys in his hand.


  “Settles what? We can still do this,” he said.


  “There’s no way I’m going to ask Bonnie for that. It’s not worth me legally adopting her if we have to order a new birth certificate with my name on it. She remembers her mother. Having a new birth certificate is like asking her to pretend her mother never existed. I won’t ask her to do that.” I couldn’t stop the tears from welling in my eyes.


  I had been married to my husband for two years. We had long since been talking about my adopting his teenage daughter. Her mother had been killed in an accident several years before, when Bonnie was ten years old. I had been so excited heading into the attorney’s office to start the proceedings. Now my heart plummeted, all because of a piece of paper that would have my name on it.


  “I know it makes sense when you adopt a baby,” I told my husband as he started the car. “It just never occurred to me that Bonnie would need a new birth certificate at her age. I won’t do that to her. I won’t make her choose between mothers.”


  “Babe, just let me talk to her, okay? I’ll tell her what’s going on. She’s been supportive up to this point.”


  “I know. But I think this is too much to ask.”


  “Let me talk to her. Trust me.”


  My husband squeezed my hand affectionately, and for his sake, I smiled through my tears. But in my heart, I knew my dream was finished.


  I consoled myself by knowing this wouldn’t change my feelings for Bonnie, and maybe we didn’t need this adoption after all. I loved her, and she was the daughter of my heart. That would have to be enough.


  Several days later, my husband sat me down.


  “I talked with Bonnie,” he began.


  I looked at him, not understanding what he was talking about. My dream of adoption died the day we left the attorney’s office the week before.


  “About what?” I questioned.


  “About the adoption. You’ll never believe what she said.”


  I didn’t reply, waiting for my husband to continue.


  “I told her the situation about the birth certificate and how you felt about that. Her reply was, ‘Why do I care what a piece of paper says? Mom wouldn’t care what a piece of paper says. I want this to happen. I want Becky.’”


  Tears poured from my eyes. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Bonnie was choosing me. I knew I could never replace her mother, but I also knew that with the love I shared with her father, I was taking my place in their lives. And now I understood how much it meant to me to have this little girl call me “Mom.”


  The joy I felt as the adoption day approached was boundless. The day we went to court finally arrived. I looked at my daughter and asked, “Are you ready to see the judge?”


  She looked at me, her blue eyes shining, and said, “Yes, I’m ready, because today, I’m adopting you!”


  Rebecca Yauger


  Three Moms—One Heart


  Mother’s love is peace. It need not be acquired, it need not be deserved.


  Erich Fromm


  Recently our family celebrated our daughter’s thirteenth Forever Day, the day we stood in court and promised a judge that we would love and take care of our daughter forever. It didn’t matter what we told the judge or anyone in the courtroom; we belonged together as parents and daughter even without the legalities of the adoption.


  Nearly fifteen years ago, we began this journey of parenthood, not in the way I had imagined so long ago when I stood at the wedding altar beside Richard and imagined our future together. And yet, the result of reams of paperwork, hours of parenting classes, home visits, interviews, and nerve-racking times of waiting was glorious.


  Our Michelle arrived into our lives in mid-November and nothing was ever the same. For twelve years we’d prayed for the child of our heart. Richard and I knew we wanted children from the moment we decided to marry. Our plan was to have two children and adopt a third. The second part of our dream came true and overshadowed the loss of the first part.


  Within a couple of weeks of the phone call telling us of the nine-month-old little girl waiting for us, we were sitting in the living room of her foster parents. Nothing had prepared me for the way I felt when my daughter crawled into my lap. Her name was Gayle Michelle. Richard and I had long ago chosen the name Michael or Michelle for our first child. I hoped she could get used to the name switch; we intended to call her Michelle.


  “She’s beautiful,” I said.


  Tina, her foster mother, smiled the same way I’d seen my own mother’s smile of pride. She told me how smart my daughter was, and how friendly. That, I could see.


  “She’s wonderful. I can’t wait for her to come home,” I said quickly.


  This woman who had raised my daughter for her first eight months of life stared at me, her smile disappeared, and I watched her expression change. She stood suddenly and let me know she had a box of clothes and toys we could have.


  I realized how hard it must be for Tina to let go. And I realized how scared I was. Would Michelle like her new nursery? Would she love us, or be afraid? I wanted to cry. I turned toward Tina and saw that she was crying.


  “She’s like my own daughter,” she whispered.


  We stood at the nursery door, sizing up each other. I wondered if she resented me. I was surprised at the carousels decorating the nursery and explained that our nursery was decorated similarly.


  “Michelle will feel at home,” Tina said.


  It was then I learned that they’d always called her Michelle. When I told Tina that we had long ago chosen the name Michelle, she smiled and grabbed my hand. “You’ll really love her, won’t you?”


  “More than my life,” I promised.


  That was what she needed. Tension slipped away, and we were quickly giggling over photos and videos.


  My daughter’s first days of life had been traumatic: taken from her birth mother, drugs in her tiny body. But in reality, Michelle’s first nine months had been blessed. She had the love of three mothers. One mother gave her life. Another gave her a loving home to wait in, and the third—me—would give her a mother’s lifelong love and commitment.


  For so many years I had cried out in pain, asking why we were denied the child we desperately wanted. And twelve years later, I was amazed at how the lives of three women had been lined up to bring us together through the love of one little girl.


  A tiny girl who united three women’s hearts in a special bond of motherhood, not limited by pregnancy and childbirth, instead bonded through our dreams for Michelle’s future. A bond that knew no bounds and that had many years to celebrate her Forever Day.


  Mary Kathryn Lay
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  Reprinted by permission of Robert. C. Raina. © 2006 Robert C. Raina.


  Dandelion Bouquet


  I got my first dandelion bouquet from my seven-year-old stepdaughter today. I dug out the sterling silver bud vase to put it in. You know, the vase that was a wedding present and has never been used. It is sitting proudly in the middle of the dining room table, and my husband knows better than to try to get me to move it.


  Today I became a mother.


  Last August I married a wonderful man and his three incredible children. I became a “bonus mom,” and together we have been learning what that really means. In December my husband and I found out that we are expecting our own first child, and this August I will become a “birth” mom.


  But today I became a mother.


  What do those wilting yellow flowers mean? We spend so much time and money trying to rid our lawns of these weeds. How could a clump of broken stems and wilting weeds, held in the sticky hands of my seven-year-old, suddenly become more beautiful than expensive roses and professionally constructed bouquets? What magic transforms a handful of weeds into a heart full of love?


  Sunday is Mother’s Day, that annual tradition of homemade cards and special gifts made in church and school. I know my husband has taken the kids shopping for me, and I will be thrilled and surprised by whatever they have found for me.


  But today, because of dandelions, unsolicited and from the heart, I became a mother.


  Jessica Adam


  I Can’t Remember


  

  



  My pregnant friend complains of a backache and tired feet.


  “Was it like this for you?” she asks.


  I bury my face in your newborn hair


  And I answer, “I can’t remember.”


  

  



  I hear a new mother talking of her sleepless nights.


  “Does everyone go through this?” she wearily says.


  I watch you tottering on your fat little feet


  And think to myself, “I can’t remember.”


  

  



  “When will he learn to eat on his own or tell me his needs?” A frustrated mother laments.


  I look into your three-year-old eyes, gleaming with independence.


  When it got there, I can’t remember.


  

  



  “These two-year-old tantrums are driving us mad!


  How did you cope?” an exasperated couple inquires.


  I watch as you happily skip off to school


  As I murmur, “I can’t remember.”


  

  



  “My teenager rebels at everything! He won’t even keep his room clean!


  What did you do with your adolescent?” a burdened parent entreats.


  I look around at your unused room, everything in place


  And sigh, “I can’t remember.”


  

  



  You hand me my newborn grandchild, and with a beaming face you announce,


  “Oh, Mom, he’s so wonderful! Did you ever feel this way?”


  I hold him close, and with tears in my eyes


  I breathe, “Oh, how I remember!”


  Barbara Nicks


  off the mark.com              by Mark Parisi
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  Reprinted by permission of Off the Mark and Mark Parisi. © 2004 Off the Mark and Mark Parisi.


  On the Teeter-Totter


  “I don’t want to be like you. I just want to be like myself!” my daughter raged.


  I knew this was coming. Everyone said it would. I just didn’t expect it for at least another ten or twelve years. My daughter was two and a half when she declared her independence. I had forty years and a hundred pounds over the two-foot-nothing, twenty-five-pounder that stood defiantly in front of me. Yet, she took me down like a Sumo wrestler. Wasn’t I supposed to be her universe? Wasn’t I supposed to be her everything?


  They say to be careful what you wish for you because you just might get it. Somehow I knew that in parenting Zoë, I was definitely in for a lot of “it.” Time, that’s what I wish for. Just a little time. I thought, What about preschool? Two days a week for three short hours each day. Perfect for an only child. She’ll learn about holidays, and how to take turns; she’ll get to play with all that messy gooey stuff, and I’ll get to go to the gym and do errands without bringing toys or dealing with tantrums or fragrant, full diapers begging to be changed when I’m next in line.


  “Preschool will be fun,” I said, preparing my daughter, as if she needed that.


  By the third week of the new routine, Zoë practically leaped out of the car as we pulled up to school.


  “Wait up,” I said, scurrying to catch up and hold her hand, but she balled it into a fist, pinned it to her side, turned and gave me the shoulder.


  “You wait here, Mommy,” she said. Then with her tiny index finger, she pointed to the precise spot on which I was to stand while she walked into the classroom—alone. She took several steps before turning back. It wasn’t that she had second thoughts—she just wanted to make sure I hadn’t moved.


  While other mothers inside the class struggled to remove crying toddlers who were clinging to their legs, I was outside trying to sneak an inch closer to mine.


  “You’re so lucky,” they’d say, adjusting their clothes as they raced for their cars. My “Yeah, I guess” was drowned out by the roar of gunning engines.


  Pick-up time was no different. If I saw Zoë before she saw me, she’d just flat-out pretend I wasn’t there. If she saw me approaching, she’d hide. Aside from feeling like a stalker, I was truly crushed.


  “Is she mad at me?” I’d ask the teachers. “Is she trying to punish me for leaving her?”


  “No.” They’d smile. “She seems quite well-adjusted, happy, and involved—just very independent.”


  Had I forgotten about all those noble qualities I had prayed for in my child—hoping she’d be curious, self-sufficient, adventurous, independent? It’s not that Zoë never needed me. In fact, there were plenty of times she couldn’t get enough of me—like when I was in the bathroom, or on the phone, or sleeping.


  So, for years we struggled to attain that perfect teeter-totter balance between my need for her and her need to be her own person. Invariably it was I who landed with a thud when I didn’t get it right. Sooner or later I would have to face the truth: My child was born fuel-injected and destined to fly. In the meantime, all I could do was work on my balance.


  It didn’t seem like seven years from the playground teeter-totter to the Mother-Daughter tea, but there we were suddenly preparing for this big-girl event. The second grade teacher asked each mom to bring in an old childhood photo so we could try to match the present day mom with her past. As Zoë and I sorted through the pictures, my own second grade portrait slipped out.


  “I don’t remember that dress, Mom, when did I get it?”


  “Sweetie, that’s not you.”


  “Are you sure? It looks just like me. Who is it, then?”


  “Honey, it’s me when I was in the second grade.”


  “It is! Oh my gosh, Mom,” she said, looking in the mirror with the picture next to her face. “We look exactly the same! Do you have any more pictures?”


  “Well, here’s one when I was about fourteen,” I said, passing her the photo.


  “Mom, you look really cute in that bikini. Seriously, you do!” she said, lifting her shirt to examine her belly button. “Do you think I’ll look like that when I’m fourteen?”


  Hah, was this a trick question? She said “that.” Did she mean me? Did she actually want to look like me, or like herself? Once again I was back on the teeter-totter, wondering how many more thuds I had left in me.


  “Maybe a little,” I said, biting my lip. “But you have your own style—you always have, plus you’ll probably end up cuter.”


  We teetered for just a moment.


  “That’s too bad.” She suddenly slumped. “I really hoped I’d look just like you.”


  Tsgoyna Tanzman


  The Ties That Bind Her


  Nothing you do for children is ever wasted. They seem not to notice us, hovering, averting our eyes, and they seldom offer thanks, but what we do for them is never wasted.


  Garrison Keillor


  It was time.


  Now that graduation was over, Katrina would be heading to college. Twelve hours away. In Idaho of all places. As I loosened my apron strings, I needed my firstborn daughter to take along a piece of home. A slice of her life. A healthy serving of . . . memories.


  She would be sharing a diminutive dormitory suite with five other girls, so I knew there was no room for the burgeoning, bulky binders I’d filled; her seventeen years worth of scrapbooks would reside at our house for the time being.


  So, how? What? There had to be some other way to snag the past and send it along. And then it came to me: The Idea. I’d create something special out of the one thing that hadn’t gone into her scrapbooks—her wardrobe.


  “Katrina,” I hollered up the stairs, “I need your help.”


  When I explained my idea, her enthusiasm matched my own. “That’s great, Mom. Let me go see what I can round up.”


  While Katrina searched her room for odds and ends, I headed to the basement corner where a teetering tower of boxes resided. Old jeans. I’d saved them for the “someday” when I’d try my hand at a denim quilt. Someday had arrived.


  Unfolding a bent cardboard corner, I opened the flaps and reached in.


  “These aren’t hers,” I muttered and lifted down another box. “Ah-ha!” I pulled out pair after pair. My excitement mounting, I sorted through the remaining boxes, thrilled at the treasure trove I discovered.


  Stone-washed.


  Acid-streaked.


  Ticking-striped.


  I made a pile of bibbed overalls—all from her preschool years. I set aside Levi 501s—with buttoned fronts. I noted welted side seams here, contrasting topstitching there. This pair had embroidered pockets. That pair, zippered ankle sides. And the colors, why I’d never realized the variety of blue hues from brand to brand and after multiple washings. Surely there was enough here to. . . .


  “Good grief!” Katrina’s exclamation interrupted my mental calculations. “I wore all these?”


  I looked up. “Yep. And wore some of them out. Look here, the knees are gone in this one.”


  “Why, I remember those.” She poked at the intricate, basket-weave pockets. “Everyone in fifth grade owned some.” She pointed at the elasticized ankles on another pair. “And those. Oh my goodness. I loved wearing those at clogging competitions.”


  And so together, the two of us—my maturing daughter and I—planned the quilt that would cover her bed at college. Katrina donated the intricate details and finishing touches: slick, patterned hair ties from her ponytail era; leftover eyelets and laces from her girly stage; and name-brand labels from her favorite tees and tops—her peer-pressure period.


  She added comical knee patches and odd Girl Scout badges. She harvested quirky hardware and textural straps from dated belts, out-grown shoes, and old backpacks. She unearthed a Cabbage Patch pendant and a Barbie doll bangle.


  And she helped me stitch them on, one memory at a time.


  The end result?


  “Perfect,” I admitted.


  “A masterpiece,” she insisted.


  We backed the patchwork top in a downy flannel plaid. We threaded two blunt needles with strands of crochet floss and marked the center of each denim square.


  “Let’s start tacking them from the middle of the quilt on out,” I suggested.


  Katrina nodded her agreement and we set to work, securing the sections with a back stitch and cutting the thread ends to precise lengths. And all the while, I smiled within, knowing I was also securing my firstborn daughter to her past even as I was cutting her loose to embrace the future.


  Carol McAdoo Rehme


  Our Hands


  Thou art thy mother’s glass, and she in thee Calls back the lovely April of her prime.


  William Shakespeare


  Bright and tasteful, red nail polish tipped my mother’s slim fingers, smooth to my touch. As I snuggled next to her on the sensible yellow couch in the living room of our 1950s Ossining home, she read to me from the big Hans Christian Anderson storybook. As I became the ugly duckling floating across to the next page now in her full essence of swan, my mother’s red-tipped fingers absentmindedly rubbed the back of my hand.


  We are connected; you belong.


  My mother did her own nails once a week. Curled beside her, I watch as she dips the slender cap-brush into the bottle, removing just the perfect amount of polish and artfully applying thin strips until the entire nail is covered, not a drop lost or out of place, like the most accomplished painter. Decorating herself so, my mother used the craftsmanship she applied to her meticulous, detailed architectural drawings as she sat over the large slanted drawing board in the shadowy alcove of her bedroom.
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