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“Moms hold their children’s hands for a moment, but hold their hearts for a lifetime.”


—UNKNOWN




INTRODUCTION


The Little Book for Moms is the perfect collection of goodies for you to share with your children. After all, some of your kids’ favorite childhood memories will come from the many things you teach them as you play, talk, and snuggle together:




	Silly nursery rhymes.


	Warm, gooey chocolate chip cookies.


	
Homemade play dough.


	Unforgettable bedtime stories.





On these pages, you’ll find a timeless collection of stories, songs, quotes, hands-on activities, recipes, and more—all of which help create magical memories your children will remember forever. Whether it’s a recipe for mouthwatering apple pie, a fun song to sing during playtime, or a bedtime story to send your little ones off to sleep, you’ll turn to this treasury again and again.




Old Mother Hubbard

Old Mother Hubbard

Went to the cupboard

To give the poor dog a bone:

When she came there

The cupboard was bare,

And so the poor dog had none.

She went to the baker’s

To buy him some bread;

When she came back

The dog was dead!

She went to the undertaker’s

To buy him a coffin;

When she came back

The dog was laughing.

She took a clean dish

to get him some tripe;

When she came back

He was smoking his pipe.

She went to the alehouse

To get him some beer;

When she came back

The dog sat in a chair.

She went to the tavern

For white wine and red;

When she came back

The dog stood on his head.

She went to the fruiterer’s

To buy him some fruit;

When she came back

He was playing the flute.

She went to the tailor’s

To buy him a coat;

When she came back

He was riding a goat.

She went to the hatter’s

To buy him a hat;

When she came back

He was feeding her cat.

She went to the barber’s

To buy him a wig,

When she came back

He was dancing a jig.

She went to the cobbler’s

To buy him some shoes;

When she came back

He was reading the news.

She went to the seamstress

To buy him some linen;

When she came back

The dog was spinning.

She went to the hosier’s

To buy him some hose;

When she came back

He was dressed in his clothes.

The Dame made a curtsy,

The dog made a bow;

The Dame said, Your servant;

The dog said, Bow-wow.

This wonderful dog

Was Dame Hubbard’s delight,

He could read, he could dance,

He could sing, he could write;

She gave him rich dainties

Whenever he fed,

And erected this monument

When he was dead.



What Does Little Birdie Say?
BY ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON


What does little birdie say

In her nest at peep of day?

Let me fly, says little birdie,

Mother, let me fly away.

Birdie, rest a little longer,

Till thy little wings are stronger.

So she rests a little longer,

Then she flies away.

What does little baby say,

In her bed at peep of day?

Baby says, like little birdie,

Let me rise and fly away.

Baby, sleep a little longer,

Till thy little limbs are stronger.

If she sleeps a little longer,

Baby too shall fly away.


Little Girl

Little girl, little girl, where have you been?

Gathering roses to give to the Queen.

Little girl, little girl, what gave she you?

She gave me a diamond as big as my shoe.



Cinderella
ADAPTED FROM THE STORY BY THE BROTHERS GRIMM



ONCE UPON A TIME, there was a beautiful girl named Cinderella, who lived with her two stepsisters and stepmother. The stepmother didn’t like Cinderella and frequently nagged and scolded her. She made Cinderella do all of the housework.


She had to do all the laundry, all the dishes, and all the cleaning and scrubbing and mending and washing. Despite all this hard work, and the ragged dress she was forced to wear, Cinderella remained kind and optimistic.


One day it was announced that the king had decided to give a ball in honor of his son, the prince. Invitations were sent out to all the young, unmarried girls in the kingdom. Cinderella and her two stepsisters were invited.


Immediately, the stepmother purchased fancy gowns for her daughters, hoping the prince would fall in love with one of them.


Cinderella, of course, was put to work altering the gowns, taking up the hems, and letting out the waists (for her stepsisters were a bit plump).


“Oh, Cinderella,” teased the older stepsister, “wouldn’t you like to come to the ball?”


Cinderella turned away so her stepsisters wouldn’t see the tears in her eyes.


Both stepsisters looked at each other and laughed merrily at the thought of their dirty servant stepsister standing in rags at the ball.


At last the stepsisters were ready, and their carriage pulled up before the front door. Cinderella waved and watched the carriage roll down the street until it was completely out of sight. Then the poor girl burst into tears.


“Why are you crying, child?” said a voice.


Cinderella looked down and saw a tiny, sparkling woman no larger than a teacup standing on the table. “Who are you?” the teary-eyed girl asked.


“I am your Fairy Godmother,” said the little woman. “Why are you so sad?”


But Cinderella was too sad to respond.


“You wish you could go to the ball?” The Fairy Godmother finally asked.


“Yes,” wept Cinderella. “But I am too poor and too ugly, and everyone would laugh.”


“Nonsense,” laughed the fairy. “You are beautiful and kind and have all you need. I’ll just give you a little help.”


“Okay,” Cinderella said.


“First, we’ll need a pumpkin,” said the tiny fairy.


Cinderella brought a pumpkin in from the garden, and the Fairy Godmother gently touched it with her wand. Instantly the pumpkin was transformed into a jeweled coach.


Next, her wand transformed mice into prancing horses to draw the carriage. Some frogs became footmen, and two rats became the coachman and the coach driver.


“Now,” said the Fairy Godmother, “you have your carriage. We must see to your gown.” She touched Cinderella with her wand. Instantly the ragged dress became a stunning white gown of silk, with beads and pearls and diamonds glittering everywhere. And on her feet were a pair of glass slippers, the most beautiful shoes Cinderella had ever seen.


“Now, go to the ball,” said the Fairy Godmother. “But be sure to leave before midnight. At the last stroke of midnight, the coach will be a pumpkin again, the horses will become mice, the coachmen rats, and the footmen will be frogs. And,” she added, “your gown will turn back into rags.”


So, Cinderella went to the ball in her magic carriage. When she arrived, the prince hurried to greet her. As she stepped from the coach, he gave her his hand and led her into the great hall.


When the two made their entrance, the crowd fell silent. So beautiful a pair was the prince and the strange girl that no one could say a word.


Then, Cinderella and the prince began to waltz.


“What a fine dancer she is,” said the stepmother, not recognizing the young girl.


“Her dress is better than mine,” sulked the older stepsister.


“Her shoes are nicer than mine,” hissed the younger one.


“Quiet, you two,” snarled the stepmother, as Cinderella and the prince waltzed by. All three women smiled and waved at the prince, but he had eyes only for Cinderella.


The hours passed like minutes. Cinderella danced and talked with the prince. Then she heard the clock sound the hour of twelve. Terrified that she might be discovered, she had time only to kiss the prince softly on the cheek and hurry from the palace. She rushed down the steps, hopped into her coach, and was gone in an instant.


Cinderella ran away so quickly that she didn’t even realize one of her slippers had fallen off. It was picked up by the prince who had turned to follow the girl whose name he hadn’t even learned.


At the last stroke of midnight, just as they were out of sight of the palace, the coach and horses and coachmen and footmen changed back into a pumpkin and rats and mice and frogs.


The next morning, her stepsisters told Cinderella all about the ball. They said that the most beautiful princess had appeared and apparently stolen the prince’s heart.


That afternoon, a proclamation was issued that the prince himself would be visiting every house in the town to find the owner of the missing glass slipper.


The prince had tried the slipper on all the princesses and duchesses in the court, but none of their feet could fit into it. He then began going to the houses of everyone in the kingdom.


The two stepsisters knew that he would soon come to their house. They fluttered and twittered about.


“Calm down,” shouted the stepmother.


The doorbell rang. “Open the door for the prince.”


“Welcome, Your Highness,” giggled the first stepsister.


The prince frowned, but he asked the two girls to remove their shoes.


The stepsisters tried to make the shoe fit. They shoved and pried and pushed and squeezed and shoved again, but the slipper refused to take hold on their large, bumpy feet.


At last, Cinderella peeked her head around the corner. “May I try?” she asked meekly.


“You?” scoffed the stepmother.


“That’s just the cleaning girl,” said the older stepsister.


“Let her try,” said the prince.


Cinderella sat down in the chair, and the prince lifted the slipper to her foot. It fit beautifully.


“Are you my Princess?” the prince asked.


“I am,” Cinderella said happily.


“She can’t be!” cried the stepmother.


“Impossible!” shouted the two stepsisters.


From her pocket, Cinderella pulled the other glass slipper and slipped it onto her other foot.


Just then, her Fairy Godmother appeared and touched her with her magic wand. In an instant, Cinderella was clothed in a gown even more beautiful than the one she had worn to the ball.


The prince took Cinderella’s hand and led her off to the palace, where they were married in splendor and lived happily ever after.


The stepsisters and stepmother still live together in a rather unkempt home.




Old King Cole


Old King Cole


Was a merry old soul,


And a merry old soul was he;


He called for his pipe,


And he called for his bowl,


And he called for his fiddlers three!


And every fiddler, he had a fine fiddle,


And a very fine fiddle had he.


“Twee tweedle dee, tweedle dee,” went the fiddlers.


Oh, there’s none so rare


As can compare


With King Cole and his fiddlers three.





ACTIVITY
MAKE YOUR OWN PLAY DOUGH


Making play dough is a simple and fun activity to try with your children on a rainy afternoon. They can help with the recipe and enjoy hours of fun shaping and molding their very own play dough! Don’t forget to store your play dough in an airtight container when you’re done having fun.


WHAT YOU’LL NEED:


2 cups flour


2 cups warm water


1 cup salt


2 tablespoons vegetable oil


1 tablespoon cream of tartar


Food coloring gel (if desired)




	Mix all of the ingredients (except for the food coloring) together in a pot on the stove over low heat.


	As you stir, the dough will thicken and then pull away from the sides to the center.


	Continue to stir and cook until the dough is no longer sticky, but has a dry, dough-like texture.


	Remove the dough so it can cool, and then knead the dough until there are no more lumps.


	Now you are ready to color the play dough, if you’d like. Separate the dough into pieces and roll the pieces into balls. Then poke a hole into the center and use this hole to put in a few drops of dye. (This way the food coloring won’t come into direct contact with your skin until you’ve worked it into the dough. You could use plastic wrap or disposable gloves to work the food coloring through as well.) Knead the dough to distribute the dye, adding more food coloring until the desired color is reached.






The Owl and the Pussy-Cat
BY EDWARD LEAR


The Owl and the Pussy-Cat went to sea

In a beautiful pea-green boat:

They took some honey, and plenty of money

Wrapped up in a five-pound note.

The Owl looked up to the stars above,

And sang to a small guitar,

“O lovely Pussy, O Pussy, my love,

What a beautiful Pussy you are,

You are,

You are!

What a beautiful Pussy you are!”

Pussy said to the Owl, “You elegant fowl,

How charmingly sweet you sing!

Oh! let us be married; too long we have tarried:

But what shall we do for a ring?”

They sailed away, for a year and a day,

To the land where the bongtree grows;

And there in a wood a Piggy-wig stood,

With a ring at the end of his nose,

His nose,

His nose,

With a ring at the end of his nose.

“Dear Pig, are you willing to sell for one shilling

Your ring?” Said the Piggy, “I will.”

So they took it away, and were married next day

By the Turkey who lives on the hill.

They dined on mince and slices of quince,

Which they ate with a runcible spoon;

And hand in hand, on the edge of the sand.

They danced by the light of the moon,

The moon,

The moon,

They danced by the light of the moon.




“Motherhood: All love begins and ends there.”


—ROBERT BROWNING





ACTIVITY
HOW TO SAY “I LOVE YOU” IN DIFFERENT LANGUAGES


You probably say “I love you” countless times a day. Why not mix it up once in a while with a foreign language version?




	Afrikaans: Ek het jou lief


	Albanian: Te dua


	Armenian: Yes kez si’rumem


	Cantonese: Ngo oi ney


	Creole: Mi aime jou


	Danish: Jeg elsker dig


	Dutch: Ik hou van jou


	English: I love you


	Filipino: Iniibig kita


	Finnish: Mina rakastan sinua


	French: Je t’aime


	German: Ich liebe dich


	Greek: S’agapo


	Hawaiian: Aloha wau `iâ `oe


	Hungarian: Szeretlek te’ged


	Icelandic: Eg elska thig


	Indonesian: Saya cinta padamu


	Irish/Gaelic: Taim i’ ngra leat


	Italian: Ti amo


	Japanese: Kimi o ai shiteru


	Korean: Dangsinul saranghee yo


	Malaysian: Saya cinta mu


	Mandarin: Wo ay ni


	Norwegian: Jeg elsker deg


	Polish: Kocham cie


	Portuguese (Brazilian): Eu te amo


	Romanian: Te iubesc


	Russian: Ya lyublyu tyebya


	Spanish: Te amo


	Swahili: Nakupenda


	Swedish: Jag älskar dig


	Ukrainian: Ya tebe kokhaju


	Vietnamese: Toi yeu em







The Story of Goldilocks and the Three Bears


ONCE UPON A TIME, there was a little girl named Goldilocks. She went for a walk in the forest. Pretty soon, she came upon a house. She knocked and, when no one answered, she walked right in.


At the table in the kitchen, there were three bowls of porridge. Goldilocks was hungry. She tasted the porridge from the first bowl.


“This porridge is too hot!” she exclaimed.


So, she tasted the porridge from the second bowl.


“This porridge is too cold,” she said.


So, she tasted the last bowl of porridge.


“Ahhh, this porridge is just right,” she said happily and she ate it all up.


After she’d eaten the three bears’ breakfasts she decided she was feeling a little tired. So, she walked into the living room where she saw three chairs. Goldilocks sat in the first chair to rest her feet.


“This chair is too big!” she exclaimed.


So she sat in the second chair.


“This chair is too big, too!” she whined.


So she tried the last and smallest chair.


“Ahhh, this chair is just right,” she sighed. But just as she settled down into the chair to rest, it broke into pieces!


Goldilocks was very tired by this time, so she went upstairs to the bedroom. She lay down in the first bed, but it was too hard. Then she lay in the second bed, but it was too soft. Then she lay down in the third bed and it was just right. Goldilocks fell asleep.


As she was sleeping, the three bears came home.


“Someone’s been eating my porridge,” growled the Papa bear.


“Someone’s been eating my porridge,” said the Mama bear.


“Someone’s been eating my porridge and they ate it all up!” cried the Baby bear.


“Someone’s been sitting in my chair,” growled the Papa bear.


“Someone’s been sitting in my chair,” said the Mama bear.


“Someone’s been sitting in my chair and they’ve broken it all to pieces,” cried the Baby bear.


They decided to look around some more and when they got upstairs to the bedroom, Papa bear growled, “Someone’s been sleeping in my bed.”


“Someone’s been sleeping in my bed, too,” said the Mama bear.


“Someone’s been sleeping in my bed and she’s still there!” exclaimed Baby bear.


Just then, Goldilocks woke up and saw the three bears. She screamed, “Help!” And she jumped up and ran out of the room. Goldilocks ran down the stairs, opened the door, and ran away into the forest. And she never returned to the home of the three bears.




One, Two, Buckle My Shoe


One, two,


Buckle my shoe;


Three, four,


Knock at the door;


Five, six,


Pick up sticks;


Seven, eight,


Lay them straight;


Nine, ten,


A good, fat hen;


Eleven, twelve,


Dig and delve;


Thirteen, fourteen,


Maids a-courting;


Fifteen, sixteen,


Maids in the kitchen;


Seventeen, eighteen,


Maids a-waiting;


Nineteen, twenty,


I’ve had plenty.


Lavender Blue


Lavender’s blue, dilly dilly,


Lavender’s green


When you are king, dilly dilly,


I shall be queen


Who told you so, dilly dilly,


Who told you so?


’Twas my own heart, dilly dilly,


That told me so


Call up your friends, dilly dilly


Set them to work


Some to the plough, dilly dilly,


Some to the fork


Some to the hay, dilly dilly,


Some to thresh corn


Whilst you and I, dilly dilly,


Keep ourselves warm


Lavender’s blue, dilly dilly,


Lavender’s green


When you are king, dilly dilly,


I shall be queen


Who told you so, dilly dilly,


Who told you so?


’Twas my own heart, dilly dilly,


That told me so.




Hush, Little Baby


Hush, little baby, don’t say a word.


Papa’s gonna buy you a mockingbird


And if that mockingbird won’t sing,


Papa’s gonna buy you a diamond ring


And if that diamond ring turns brass,


Papa’s gonna buy you a looking glass


And if that looking glass gets broke,


Papa’s gonna buy you a billy goat


And if that billy goat won’t pull,


Papa’s gonna buy you a cart and bull


And if that cart and bull turn over,


Papa’s gonna buy you a dog named Rover


And if that dog named Rover won’t bark


Papa’s gonna buy you a horse and cart


And if that horse and cart fall down,


You’ll still be the sweetest little baby in town.





MOM’S
CHOCOLATE CHIP COOKIES


There’s nothing better than sharing a batch of warm cookies straight out of the oven. This is the recipe everyone craves—a crisp outside with a chewy middle. Take these out of the oven when they are still slightly underdone for best results.


YIELDS 24 COOKIES


INGREDIENTS


1⁄2 cup unsalted butter


1⁄2 cup vegetable shortening


3⁄4 cup sugar


3⁄4 cup brown sugar


2 eggs


1 tablespoon vanilla extract


21⁄4 cups flour


1 teaspoon baking soda


2 cups chocolate chips




	Preheat oven to 350°F. Lightly grease cookie sheets.


	Cream butter, shortening, sugar, and brown sugar until fluffy. Add eggs one at a time; beat well after each egg is added. Beat in vanilla.


	Combine dry ingredients; stir into butter mixture.


	Carefully fold in chocolate chips.


	Drop by teaspoonfuls about 2" apart on cookie sheets. Bake 8–10 minutes. Allow to cool on cookie sheets 10 minutes before removing.







“If evolution really works, how come mothers only have two hands?”


—MILTON BERLE



Mary Had a Little Lamb

Mary had a little lamb

Its fleece was white as snow,

And everywhere that Mary went

The lamb was sure to go.

He followed her to school one day

Which was against the rule

It made the children laugh and play

To see a lamb at school.

And so the teacher turned him out,

But still he lingered near,

And waited patiently about

Till Mary did appear.

“What makes the lamb love Mary so?”

The eager children cry.

“Why, Mary loves the lamb, you know,”

The teacher did reply.





ACTIVITY
WATCH CLASSIC FAMILY MOVIES


Bad weather? Consider watching one of these all-time favorite family movies.




	Home Alone


	Where the Wild Things Are


	The Incredibles


	Old Yeller


	Annie


	E.T. the Extra-Terrestrial


	Happy Feet


	Bambi


	Jumanji


	Willy Wonka & the Chocolate Factory


	Peter Pan


	The Blind Side


	Rookie of the Year


	Mary Poppins


	Mars Needs Moms


	Freaky Friday


	The Sound of Music


	Frozen


	Mrs. Doubtfire






Three Blind Mice

Three blind mice! Three blind mice! Three blind mice!

See how they run! See how they run! See how they run!

They all ran after the farmer’s wife,

Who cut off their tails with a carving knife.

Did you ever see such a thing in your life

As three blind mice?

Three blind mice!


This Little Piggy

This little piggy went to market;

This little piggy stayed home;

This little piggy had roast beef;

This little piggy had none;

This little piggy cried, “Wee, wee, wee!

All the way home.”


Little Miss Muffet

Little Miss Muffet

Sat on a tuffet,

Eating her curds and whey;

Along came a big spider,

Who sat down beside her,

And frightened Miss Muffet away.





MOM’S
MACARONI AND CHEESE


This is a kids’ classic that is not just for kids! Serve it with tomatoes and a green salad for a well-balanced meal. This recipe can be divided into individual portions and frozen before it is baked, and then baked at a later date for a quick weeknight dinner.


SERVES 6


INGREDIENTS


4 tablespoons butter


1⁄4 cup all-purpose flour


1 teaspoon dry mustard


23⁄4 cups milk


1 teaspoon salt


1⁄8 teaspoon pepper


Pinch cayenne pepper


3 cups shredded Cheddar cheese


16 ounces elbow macaroni, cooked and drained


1 cup dry bread crumbs




	Preheat oven to 350°F. Butter a 9" × 13" baking dish.


	Melt the butter in a medium-sized saucepan. Stir in the flour and dry mustard; cook (stirring) over medium heat for 2 minutes.


	Add the milk and whisk over medium heat until mixture thickens, whisking constantly to prevent burning on the bottom. Stir in the salt, pepper, and cayenne pepper. Remove from heat.


	Stir in the cheese and let the mixture sit for a minute. Stir again to smooth out the melted cheese.
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