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Mum with a capital "M"

The hardest job in the world …being a  Mum... comes with a capital letter and all, but also with tears, tantrums, trials and tribulations… from  toddler 
through to teen years!!! I don’t know exactly when you start seeing your Mum in the light they deserve but when you do, it’s kind of a revelation.

 An understanding dawns and you kind of reluctantly ‘get’ what they’ve been trying to tell and teach you for many years. When that time arrives,
 and it will believe me,  whether it’s a bolt of lightening or a slow awakening don't fight it - be sure to make it count - and most importantly, 

and probably most difficult of all, tell her!  She will smile a knowing smile - it will make her day!!! 

Mum with a capital "M"
By: Deb KenistonBy: Deb Keniston
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Disclaimer: As a grassroots group of Moms, our publication dates vary. We work around the kids, the chores, the dogs, the dishes, the laundry, the 
bills... but, with the grace of God, we always get it done - very thankfully. We publish either monthly or bi-monthly, therefore, subscriptions are sold by 
number of issues, not months. Please know that all purchases, ads, sponsors and subscriptions help us continue to promote, encourage and celebrate 
Everyday Moms, their children and families by allowing us the funds to continue publishing these wonderful stories, hosting events, offering prizes, 
providing complementary copies and so much more. On a final note, due to abnormal strain on the eyes, typos and or small grammatical errors 
may occur, even in this disclaimer. Apologies in advance. Pictured Left: Rosolacci in un vaso di metallo, by Bartolomeo Bimbi, 1717, Toscana, Italy

Portrait of Madame Georges Charpentier and 
her children by French Painter Pierre August 

Renoir, 1878, Metropolitan Museum of Art 

Cover Photo: 
Jeannette Whritenour, early 40s



Go was never a thought,
But an action. 

When I thought of myself, 
I thought of I,

Not we.

Tomorrow was a world far away,
Not the around the shoulder ready to pass in a moment

miss it if you blink place that it has become.

There was no 
distance between I want and I will,

Except the turning of the phrase and a 
shift to drive.

Then there was you.

And before I go I think,
 is it the place for her?

Will she like it?
What if she is 

uncomfortable?

Then there was you, 
and I became we.

I cannot plan without 
taking into account

 the life that I breathe,

And tomorrow has 
become today,

Who fades to yesterday 
in but hours 

to become a memory
And blinking means 

you miss.

Then there was you,
And my name changed.

I suddenly shared a name with millions of others, 
But I would ever always only be me, 
Mom.

Then there was you,
And big things mattered less,
But little things mattered more,
And I worry about what life has in store for you 

and pray that I have 
Taught you enough

Been honest enough
Made you strong enough 

And brave enough to face the world.
The world that is and will be and 

has always been the world,
A sea 

Sometimes calm
At times stormy 

But always beautiful in 
only the way 

life can be.

And the life I see in 
you is the light of 
my life,
Because yours is 
the life that I held 
God's hand 
to create.

Then there was you, 
My diva 

My princess 
My angel-faced girl,

And suddenly loving 
someone to the moon 

 doesn’t sound so 
far-fetched, 

 And the stars all seem 
just around the corner. •

Above picture is a self-portrait af French Painter, Marie Louise 
Élisabeth Vigée-Lebrun with Her Daughter, Julie, circa 1789. We 
thought Marie’s painting captured Elizabeth’s poem beautifully. 
This work of art is currently at the Louvre Museum, Paris, France.

Then There Was You  
By: Elizabeth Adorno

Elizabeth Adorno, pictured right, is a 40-year old single mother living 
in San Jaun, Puerto Rico. She is a legal secretary by day and a word-
smith by night. Elizabeth’s story, “The Gifts”, won 1st place in our Val-
entines Day Contest and was featured in our New Years Issue, 2015.

•        •        •        •        •        •        •        •        •        •        •        •        •        •        •        •        •        •        •        •                

Poetry Contest - 2nd Place Tie



Being a mom is a gift from above,
Above the mess and noise and the push and the shove.

There is no pay and the days are long,
It’s my favorite job, but don’t get me wrong.

They fight and they whine most all of the time,
They blast their music, they rap 

and they rhyme.
“Mom he hit me! You’re not being fair,

When ya doing laundry? 
I’ve no underwear.”

They wear so many clothes; 
I just want to sob,

Please clean your room, 
you cute little slob.

No need for a closet, their 
hangers don’t work,

Hang that, no fold that, I just go berserk.
“I’m hungry Mom, there’s nothing to eat”,

But I buy half the store, three times a week.
My budget is small, their hunger is big,

So many groceries, I need a big rig.

When all’s said and done at the end of the week,
They ask me for more, “Mom please rub my feet?”
There is no such thing as the weekend, you see,
I have a list of things they need from me.

This one needs a ride, another, a jacket,
If errands could sell, I’d have quite a racket.

“Take me to the mall; will you 
pick up my friend?”

There is no limit to 
the places I’ve been.
But this I can say without any doubt,
I’ve molded great men, 

from the inside out.
When my job is done and they 

bless this great world,
And make a great husband to some lucky girl.

I’ll sit back and smile with all my gray hair,
With a glass of tea in my rocking chair.
And that is how my story goes,
I love them from their messy hair to their toes.

- Deborah Walker

The 
Mom Life
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 Deborah is a mother to three sons, a production artist 
and novice freelance writer. 

Mother Combing Childs Hair, Mary Cassatt, 1879,
Brooklyn Musuem of Art

POETRY CONTEST

3rd Place Tie



 
Mothers with magical powers see all

Having a second set of eyeballs
Superman hearing through walls

To their child, no flaws

Healing powers they possess
Are amazing I confess

Using bandaids as a cure
With little kisses to be sure

It's true they bear the brunt
Being Empowered with our trust

Good, bad, and ugly events
Weighing everyone's two cents

Mothers being human beings
Queens of emotional feeling
Will make faux pas, mistakes

Forgiveness never too late

Remember many laughs
A mother wearing many hats

If less then perfect in your mind
It happens, some are blind

Remember a grandma, a sibling
So you can stop quibbling

Who being with made you smile
When you were that little child

By: Pat Janke

About Pat: Pat Janke  started writing classes after retirement.  She enjoys writing poetry and is the mother to three great adult 
children.  Her work has been published in Echo's and 50 plus magazine, as well as several anthologies. She also self-published 
her first poetry collection under penn name Patricia Lynne. On her inspiration for this satirical poem Pat says, “I feel mothers 
often bare the brunt of any negative attributes of their children when, in fact, they are one very important part of the puzzle - 
but not all parts.  Patricia Lynne Janke (pictured right) 

The Magic of Moms

Portrait of Sarah Carver & daughter Sarah J., by Joseph Wright of Derby  1734-1797, 
Derby Museum and Art Gallery in Derby, England, UK
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Mothers with magical powers see all

Having a second set of eyeballs
Superman hearing through walls

To their child, no flaws

Healing powers they possess
Are amazing I confess

Using bandaids as a cure
With little kisses to be sure

It's true they bear the brunt
Being Empowered with our trust

Good, bad, and ugly events
Weighing everyone's two cents

Mothers being human beings
Queens of emotional feeling
Will make faux pas, mistakes

Forgiveness never too late

Remember many laughs
A mother wearing many hats

If less then perfect in your mind
It happens, some are blind

Remember a grandma, a sibling
So you can stop quibbling

Who being with made you smile
When you were that little child

By: Pat Janke

The Magic of Moms
Because you asked, a psalm is a song, a sacred 
poem because you gave me a book of poems, this 
poem is for you. When you come home, some tea. 
Because one day I will be old, and someday gone, 
I will write things down. I give you a Christmas 
tree, glass beads to make rings with, a box to hold 
your beads, books of string games and two strings, 
a joke book, chocolate stars and bells and toy sol-
diers, two sand-dollars, a wind-up dolphin that 
swims, magnetic rocks, tiger’s eye. Cat’s cradle, 
witch’s broom, palm tree; these are what we have 
made with colored string. Connect-four, Texas 
hold ‘em, Scrabble, we have played when we can. 

There is a rut sometimes, in every place— not 
seen by the eye— but all the strength we use can-
not move the heavy wheel of our lives. There is 
no way around. The only way out is up, is over, is 
through. Because I wanted to give you green fields 
for running, not grey streets full of broken glass, 
for you, long stretches of the whitest sand, and 
pockets full of pretty, smooth, beach glass. 

What if our thoughts could be like the soft under-
side, the upturned palm of the hand, as if the soil 
was our skin pushing out difficult splinters, and 
tricky glass on its own? Maybe the broken glass in 
the backyard will sprout bottles we can gather and 
fill with colored sand, or dandelions, or drinking 
water. Or maybe time and snow will soften them, 
those worry stones of earth. Because you are cut 
from my cloth, because I was only water to your 
blood, because you look like a ballerina when you 
sleep with your arms in first position, or tucked 
under the pillow, this poem is for you. 

 Psalm ~ to Anna ~ 
By: Jeanne Majercak

There is so much to love about Jeanne’s poem, so many beautiful verses and phrases... “Because I wanted to give you green fields for running, not grey streets full of broken 
glass.” “A poem, because your lips look as if God painted them.”  “Because you are a little flame that jumps and rhymes, because the world can stamp a girl’s flame right 
out, let me praise you, feed you, help you grow.” Poetry should dig deep, jog your brain, awaken your thoughts, your feelings and connect on some profound level. Walt-
Whitman, another wonderful Free Verse Poet, once said, “The proof of a poet is that his country absorbs him as affectionately as he has absorbed it.” He believed there was 
a “vital, symbiotic relationship between the poet and society” as Jeanne so eloquently illustrates in “Psalm to Anna.”  We thought the above painting, Maternal Affection, 
by French Painter Hugues Merle, circa 1867, was a beautiful match for Jeanne’s outstanding work. Source, Art Renewal Center.

Poetry Contest - 1st Place

A poem, because your lips look as if God paint-
ed them, because you sigh while you’re sleeping. 
When the day slows, and night wraps around us 
both, we do have this. Because your first sounds were more like a song, because songs are for singing, because you are your own poem, 
you have your own songs to sing. A poem is a song, a song is a poem, and weeping can be a poem with no words, just as to rejoice is to 
shout with joy, like sunlight bounding across the sky. 

When you were little, on our walks, I told you the names flowers are called, and you laughed in my arms, or on my hip, or my back. 
Because you are a little flame that jumps and rhymes, because the world can stamp a girl’s flame right out, let me praise you, feed you, 
help you grow. •
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Join us August 22, 2015, at Dania Beach Library 
for our Storytime/Imagination Theatre! The South 
Florida Coconutz team up with our publisher, Har-
moni Productions, to bring you a day full of imag-
ination and fun! Bring the kids, we’re going to get 
you all on the stage!  If you would like to start a chapter 
by you, email us: screaminmamas@gmail.com.

SHARE YOUR 
STORIES WITH 

SCREAMIN MAMAS!

As a unique magazine devoted to sharing the 
Voice of Everyday Moms, ScreaminMamastm is 
always looking for creative, encouraging, and 
fun-filled stories, tips and resources that reach 
moms universally.  Are we personal? Yes! We 
want to share the voices and stories that never 
get heard - YOURS. And your childrens’. We 
can’t tell you the overwhelming response we get 
when a child’s story is published or a story that a 
Mom has been hanging on to forever! Kids bring 
their stories to their schools and show them off 
to their teachers and classmates. Moms shed a 
tear because finally their voices have been wor-
thy enough to be shared - in print, on paper - to 
a wonderful, loving audience. This is our mission 
- to celebrate, promote and encourage everyday 
moms and their families and children on every 
level possible. Our audience is unique - YOU.

Have you entered?! 
Here’s your chance to have some fun! 

This contest celebrates Moms and the magical 
spirit of the holidays. So, If you had an oppor-
tunity to be anything you wanted to be, what 
would you be? (screaminmamas.com/contests)

It could be ANYTHING! Transport yourself! 
Become that character and write a short story 
revolving around a day in life. Have some fun! 
Can be any genre. Ends June 30, 2015

EVENT UPDATES
Our Talent Show,  hosted by the South Florida Coconutz, is rescheduled for Saturday, Jan-
uary 17, 2015 at the Dania Beach Library, 3pm-5:30pm. Also be sure to look for our 2nd 
event hosted by the Georgia Peaches in and around Forsyth County, Georgia!  

 STUFF WE LOVE

Baby reaching for an Apple, Mary Cassatt, 1893 

ScreaminMamastm is published monthly/bimonthly by Harmoni Productions, LLC - a woman-owned business specializing in broadcast, media & the performing arts and committed to the vision 
of ScreaminMamas. Principal office: Hollywood, Florida. @2013-2015 ScreaminMamastm All rights reserved. Reproduction in whole or in part without written persmission is prohibited. US 
Subcriptions: $96 for 12 issues. Canada add $3 an issue. Shipping varies on orders overseas. Please visit our shopping cart at shop.screaminmamas.com.  

• Short Stories 
• Humorous Rants
• Travel Pieces
• Helpful Tips
• Recipes! 

• Fun Facts/Trivia 
• Illustrations  
• Childrens Work
• Resources
• Nostalgia

 MAGICAL FICTION CONTEST

• Superhero
• Rockstar
• Dancer
• Surgeon
• Photojournalist

• Ambassador
• Interpreter
• Archaeologist
• Chemist
• Artist 

 WINNERS OF OUR CREATIVE NON-FICTION CONTEST

1st Place Winners: Erica Monttinen, New Perspective (this issue); Anita Stafford, 
No Crazy Cat Lady Here; 2nd Place Winners: Crystal D. Reynolds, Crickets Cha-
teau; Sally Basmajian, Piece of the Heart; Loralie Kay, Big Yellow Bus; 3rd Place 
Winners: Diane de Anda, Tommy; Tina Morales, A Tale and Then; Linda Sec-
caspina, Have Gun Will Travel; Honorable Mentions: Kelly Lee, All in a Day; 
Paula Timpson, Wink; Kathi Whritenour, RVing with the Grandkids; and Penny 
McCann-Washer, Childhood Injuries and Trendy Bandages.
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SCREAMINMAMAS’ EVENTS 

THE BIRTH OF 
SCREAMIN MAMA!!!!



THE BIRTH OF 
SCREAMIN MAMA!!!!

It happened back in 96, an everyday mom had had her fix, of yelling and screaming and chasing the kids, she had a contraction and fell 
to the floor! She felt a twang and had a brainstorm - drew a stick figure, ScreaminMama was born! The heavens then opened and sum-
moned the Stork - to Hollywood, Florida, the babe was dropped off. Now all grown up with stories to tell, with other Mamas together 

they scream and yell! Oh, the fun and joy they share - each and every day of every year!
screaminmamas.com

Illustration by the sensational 
Susan Kissinger

Landscape: 
Houses at Auvers,

 Vincent Van Gogh, 1890,
Toledo Museum of Art  

Pellican (bottom right-hand 
corner) courtesy the 

Weatherbys
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Mother 
so f t  to the touch

Her smel l  f i l l s  my nose
Truth l ike the f lower

in the meadow

Lost in her eyes
Fil led wi th beauty

wi th in a rose

Thinking of her sp i r t
I see beauty

Her hear t  f i l l ed
wi th t ruth

Her kindness
fo l lows her to heaven

Her voice s tays
ins ide my head

A l ight at the end 
of a tunne l

In heaven 
she sees her tunne l
Eternal happines s

now i s  hers .    

Image: Painting of Madame Stumpf and Her Daughter, by French Landscape & Portrait Painter, 
Jean Baptiste Camille Corot,  circa 1872, National Gallery of Art, Washington, DC

MotherMother
By: Marcella KumerBy: Marcella Kumer
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Marcella has three 
birth children, a foster son 

and three beautiful granddaughters - 6 
months, 5 and 8 years old. Her daughter is 

doing well and her oldest son is in college. Her 
foster son is a working dad. Marcella tragically lost her 
youngest son, Michael, 12 years ago from a hit and run. 

She says, “I miss him everyday.” 

Marcella is thankful for her husband, who she says, “works hard 
so I can continue work towards my degrees at Pima College.” 
She also has three dogs who keep her safe and act like little 

caregivers when she is sick.  

In reflection, Marcella says, “The last ten years have been 
hard. Aside from losing my son, I have lost my mother, 

sister, and two girlfriends to that horrible disease, 
cancer. I have found my heart and some peace 

through my writing.
I would like to thank my friends.” * 



NNEA 
Perspective

It’s the middle of winter and we moved 2,000 miles away from family 
and friends. We relocated to a Seattle suburb filled to the brim with 
families with young kids, so we’ve been told. My husband and I have 
yet to meet a soul. The kids and myself are going stir crazy stuck inside 
while the rain outside taunts us. The days started blurring together. 
Each one filled with grey skies and long stretches of boredom. Inside, 
we’re huddled under the dining room table disguised as a fort - eating 
lunch. It’s the fourth time this week we’ve done this, but I’m out of 
ideas to occupy them. This is not how I pictured my life when I was a 
20 year-old college student dreaming about a journalism career. 

My quick daydream of college days is dashed by a fight between my 5 
year old and 2 year old over who gets to eat the last cracker. I crawl out 
from under the table to grab another container and check the clock. It’s 
only 11am. Six more hours before Daddy gets home and I can talk to 
another adult. My inner social butterfly is dying a painful death. 

Most of my conversations are with my children. I spend more time 
with Barbie and her friends than I do with anyone my own age. I’m 
not crafty, but am attempting to find projects to help the endless hours 
together fly by. My kids are desperate to make friends in this new town 
and I’m desperate for activities that don’t involve Play-Doh, paint or 
kids crying. I long for my old friends. We had weekly playdates filled 
with laughter, coffee and snacks. I’m in need of a good belly laugh and 
bear hug from my favorite moms who understand what it’s like to be at 
home all day. I want my comfortable life back.

Somewhere in between my daydreams and craft projects I realize this 
is the most I’ve played with my children… ever. I was too busy in my 
old life rushing them into playdates, swim lessons and YMCA camps, 
so I could chat with other moms. Instantly I feel “mom guilt” over my 
desire to want that life back. How could I pass up these moments I’m 
having now with my children? My daughter and I have been baking 
weekly to pass the time. But this week, I notice her eyes light up as we 
measure flour and mix eggs for cookies. It’s messy, but I have nowhere 
to be since we’re alone in this new town. She squeals with delight as we 
taste one fresh from the oven. 

I’ve slowed down to notice she has a passion for drawing and a won-
derful imagination. She draws the most creative art that we promptly 
display on the fridge. She draws me pictures and gives bigger hugs 
than ever before. I’ve learned my toddler son doesn’t have morning 
meltdowns if I snuggle with him for 10 minutes after he wakes up. I 
enjoy those snuggles, too. Then he’s off to play trains or cars, and grabs 
my hand to pull me into the room to play. We no longer have swim 
lessons or a mom’s group meeting to attend, so I enjoy play time with 

my son. 

Suddenly, I’m not so lonely. While these might not be the people I 
longed for in my old life, I’ve realized these people are my children 
who want to be with me. They don’t care if I wear sweat pants and 
a ponytail every day. They just want me to be present in their lives 
and love me unconditionally. I’ve decided I’ll savor these days. I’ll sit 
on the floor with my 5 year old and color a picture together or make 
ramps for my son’s toy cars to jump off. I want to be in the kitchen 
cooking with my daughter and not care about the mess. We’ll snuggle 
together on the couch and watch a movie instead of me fading into the 
background and ignoring them while I chat with friends or check my 
phone. Yes, our days are still filled with rainy weather and grey skies, 
but I’m opting to see the silver lining in those clouds. I’m developing 
a relationship with my children that is irreplaceable and no amount of 
coffee or chit chat could be greater than that. * 

About Erica: (Pictured left and below right with her son & 
daughter, who are also pictured above right.) Erica Monttinen 
loves her family, writing, and chocolate. Sometimes that order 
switches. You can find her at freelancewritererica.com. 

E WW
Creative Non Fiction Contest - 1st Place Tie
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C L A S S I F I E D S

BROWARD 
COUNTY LIBRARIES

Dania Beach, Paul DeMaio Branch
1 Park Avenue East, Dania Beach 

954-357-7051

BeautyRushByRaquel.com

C L A S S I F I E D S
Alternative 

Medicine Center
2460 East Oakland Park Blvd.

Ft. Lauderdale, FL
954-486-4000

DrGarySnyder.com

Bring Hawaii to you! OhanaArts.com 
Always Aloha! South Florida

BeautyRushByRaquel.com
 

Based in London, Daniela works with Authors and 
Publishers around the world.  

Where women go to work...

CaisAirbrush.com
caisarts.uk@gmail.com Hair & Makeup Artistry throughout South Florida

West Side of Chicago
SusanClausen.com

Artist. Always in Progress ◆ Susan Kissinger Clausen  

Harmoni Productions 
We LOVE a good story...

Susan has  been illustrating for 
ScreaminMamas since 2013

3sSuite.com
info@3sSuite.com

To See Your Ad Here, or Anywhere else in our Magazine, email: screaminmamas@gmail.com

Childcare on Premises

◆CopyWriting
◆Playwriting/Directing

◆VoiceOvers

HarmoniProductions.com
Join us 8.22.15 as we team up with ScreaminMamas for a day of storytelling and theatre!

◆Music Lessons
◆Theatre Programs 
◆Writing Workshops



I was the 6th of seven girls in my family. I personally don’t remember 
the early years of my mother’s life, but I reveled in the hours spent 
with her, listening to them. 

My mother, Jeannette, was born in 1922, one of 15 children. Times were 
quite different in those days. My mother had to walk most of the places 
she wanted to go, which limited her exposure of the world.

The area where she lived was named after her family, Struble Town. In 
an adjacent area, lived another large family the Whritenour’s. My two 
grandmothers attended school together and were best of friends. When 
my grandmothers got married, they bought a two family house togeth-
er and raised their children there. During this time, my mother grew 
especially fond of one of the boys, Henry. She envisioned him as her 
husband, and spent a lot of time around him; however, another of the 
brothers, Albert, pined for her in secret. My mother didn’t pay much 
attention to Albert at first, but when Henry showed no interest in her, 
she began to realize who she really loved. My mother spent a lot of time 
with her future mother in law, learning to cook the meals Albert liked.  

My parents were married October 5, 1940, moved into a small log cabin 
and soon started their family. My father and his brothers tore down an 
old house and used the lumber to begin building our home, on a piece of 
land near where they grew up. They didn’t get to finish it before the War 
with Japan broke out. Japan Bombed Pearl Harbor in 1942 and my father 
was drafted into the Navy. My mother and my father’s sister had to finish 
the house, pouring the concrete floor themselves. My oldest sister was 
just 1 year old when my father left. 

My father was stationed on a supply ship in the Pacific and his home 
port was Hawaii. They corresponded regularly because they missed each 
other terribly. Every chance he got, my father would come home on leave 
and each time he left, my mother was pregnant with another of my sis-
ters.  My mother would have her first 3 daughters, raising them alone, 
before the war was over in 1945. 

One particular story, I loved to hear over and over was the grass skirt 
story. One day my mother received a package instead of a letter. 

Inside was an authentic Hawaiian grass skirt, top and necklace. My 
mother put it on, struck her sexiest pose and sent the picture back to 
my father to use as his “pin up”.   My parents were crazy in love and 
corresponded regularly. We found the letters in a box after my mother 
passed away.

 I always admired my mother for her strength and abilities, raising her 
children alone. Even though the depression was over when the war be-
gan, money was scarce and ingenuity was needed. She made all of their 
clothing and learned to stretch her food budget by raising chickens and 
ducks and growing vegetables and fruits and canning them. My mother 
would have 4 more daughters after my father returned from the war. Our 
house was always full of laughter and happiness. She taught us to sew, 
cook, clean, preserve and respect others. My mother had the hardest 
job ever, she raised 7 good people that grew to raise their own families. 
Everyone who ever met my mother, loved and respected her, right until 
the day she passed away. •

Grass Skirt
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“One day my mother received a package 
instead of a letter. Inside was an authentic 
Hawaiian grass skirt, top and necklace. My 
mother put it on, struck her sexiest pose 
and sent the picture back to my father to 
use as his ‘pin up’.” - Kathi 

Grass Skirt
By: Kathi Whritenour

C
O
V
E
R

S
T
O
R
Y

Pictured above: Jeannette Whritenour posing as a gorgeous pinup in authentic 
“Hawaiian grass skirt, top and necklace” from and for hubby Albert, early 1940s. 
Pictured right: Jeannette on wedding day, October 4, 1940. 



Mum,

hen I look in the mirror I see you looking back at me… I hear myself saying those same ludicrous 
things you said to me numerous times growing up...

 “You’ll be laughing on the other side of your face if you keep doing that!” was one such gem. Yep, I 
have now said that to my own children, too. What does it even mean? Who cares! At times it just 
sounds right. Right?? 

I find myself thinking what would you do faced with difficult situations?  I look to you for guid-
ance, advice and a place to shelter when life just sucks. My friends envy the fact that you are so 
young at heart and that we are so close - but to me, it’s just how it is - has  always been. 

You see lines and years flying by and I see character, comfort and a woman of steel. I wonder if the 
wind ever had changed would ‘my face stay like that’ as you threatened many times, but you know 
what…what does it matter? 

I will, no doubt, use your funny little sayings for many years to come and that’s okay, because I’m 
proud to be turning out just like you. It would be the greatest gift you ever gave me. •

Portrait of Duchess of Devonshire and her daughter, Lady Georgiana Cavendish (Little G), 
by British  Painter, Joshua Reynolds, circa 1785, Derbyshire, England

By: Deb Keniston

My Mum

Mum,

14

W

 Fun Fact: The Duchess in this portrait is portrayed by Kiera 
Knightly in the excellent movie, The Duchess. Who knew?



Picture the scene: you are exhausted, run ragged. 

Whether you have faced the constant demands of 
an overactive toddler all day, or the equally irratio-
nal tantrums of a workplace supervisor and come 
home to a chaotic home life, we all know that de-
mands on our time are increasing rather than de-
creasing. Finally it is bedtime for Junior and maybe 
– just maybe – you can sit down, read a magazine, 
watch some television, even enjoy some adult con-
versation. No one doubts you want the best for Ju-
nior, but is it tempting, just once in a while, to close 
the door and breath a sigh of relief? 

Now think back to your own childhood. Do you 
remember evenings snuggled in bed with your 
favorite teddy bear, and Mom, Dad or maybe an 
older sibling reading you a story? This is an endur-
ing memory of my own childhood. But do today’s 
children need the traditional bedtime story? Par-
ents are so busy, often working all day and trying 
to cram household chores into their evenings. Chil-
dren get all the stories and stimulation they need 
from television and DVDs, don’t they? Or just slip a 
story CD in the player and a professional will read 
a story and will not tire of reading the same story 
seven nights in a row.

Let us stop and consider a different scenario.

You have had a stress-filled day. Maybe you have 
even (shock!) been angry or frustrated. Dinner is 
over – whether eaten or left on the side of the plate. 
A pile of dirty dishes awaits. The laundry is compet-
ing with Mount Everest. Bath time is finished and 
Junior is clean, sweet-smelling and angelic. Now is 
the time to take ten minutes, a quarter of an hour, 
to remind yourself why you wanted to be a mother 
in the first place. The dishes and laundry will still be 
there later – unless your fairy godmother does them 
for you. Start a new bedtime ritual and create warm 
memories you will both cherish.

The traditional bedtime story will bring lifelong 
rewards for your child. Start as soon as your baby 
starts responding to your voice. Continue as long as 
your child enjoys these times together, which will 
be long after she is reading independently.

The immediate benefit is quiet time, a time to un-
wind, for you both. Just imagine how soothing it is 
to listen to a beloved voice before sleeping. “Rou-
tine before bedtime is the standard way to intervene 
for children who have a disrupted sleep pattern,” 
says clinical child psychologist, Nestor Lopez-Du-
ran. Including a short story as part of that routine 
reduces the time it takes for a child to fall asleep, 

reduces the number of episodes of wakefulness 
during the night and improves everyone’s mood. 
He goes on to say that most children adapt to this 
routine in three weeks.

Your child is getting undivided attention. Story 
time provides opportunities for social and emo-
tional development, according to John Pikulski, 
PhD, Senior Author for Houghton Mifflin school 
reading programs. If you work outside the home, 
time is premium. If you have other children, time 
is often shared. This alone time could be when your 
child tells you something that is on her mind, or 
you have one of those warm and fuzzy “I love you, 
Mommy” moments. 

This could be the time to revisit your culture – 
nothing high-browed or academic, but the stories 
you grew up with. Some children’s stories have 
stood the test of time: Cinderella, Dick Whittington, 
Blue Beard. Lynn Elliott, a first grade teacher, says 
“I’m amazed at how many children come into first 
grade not even knowing basic nursery rhymes or 
fairy stories. They are playing catch-up already and 
so many of these stories lay the foundation for what 
we want children to learn – the format of a story 
or the message itself.” You may choose to read cul-
ture - or faith-based stories at this time. These sim-
ple stories are building your child’s vocabulary and 
knowledge. You are modeling good reading habits.

At first, you are in control of what you read. Later, 
you may want to allow your child to choose – but 
be ready for the same story every night, remind-
ing yourself that repetition is comforting to a child 
and being able to predict what will happen next is a 
valuable life lesson.*

Read Me A Story, Mommy
FAVORITE BEDTIME STORIES

Corduroy 
by Don Freeman 
growing in popularity
ages 2-5 years

Beatrix Potter: The Complete Set 
by Beatrix Potter - ages 3-7 years

Goodnight Moon 
by Margaret Wise Brown 
a classic for ages 4-8 years

Where the Wild Things Are 
by Maurice Sendak 
a classic for those who are not 
always “perfectly behaved”
ages 4-8 years

Sleep Like A Tiger 
by Mary Logue/Pamela Zagarenski 
a recent award winner 
ages 4-8 year 

P.B. Bear’s Favorite Bedtime Stories 
by Angela Wilkes – ages 4 and up

The Girls’ Book of Flower Fairies 
by Cicely Mary Barker – ages 5-8

Bedtime Stories for Boys 
by Derek Hall, Alison Morris and 
Louisa Somerville

The Bedtime Story Book: Classic 
Tales From Childhood 
by Jen Wainwright - ages 5 and up

Favorite Uncle Wiggily Animal 
Bedtime Stories 
by Howard R. Garis 
Originally published in the 
Saturday Evening Post 
Ages 5 and up

V i s i t  w w w . b e d t i m e . c o m 
for stories, rhymes and prayers

  

Pictured Right: Kelli Reynoldson and her son, Alex 5, reading 
together; By Emily Brainard (United States Army), 

via Wikimedia Commons, 21 September 2009

A former preschool teacher, Lynne has 
worked with young children for over twenty 
years and has a Masters’ Degree in Early 
Childhood Education. She has a special 
interest in early literacy development. She 
also has two children of her own (both now 
adults) and has been a library volunteer.

By: Lynne Thompson
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She was more than a Mother that raised 7 kids.
That did the dishes and made the beds.

That wiped countless tears and skinned knees.
That gave of herself so unselfishly.

“What is a Mother?” some people ask.
It is person given an incredible task.

They often forget their own hopes and dreams
put everyone else first or so it seems.

She never complained of the hard
knocks in life.

Contenting herself to be Mother and wife.
Giving her children her hopes and her dreams.

We were her vision.
She gave us wings.

Young Mother Sewing, Mary Cassatt, 1844-1926

by: Lisa Cummings

ScreaminMamas.com

What Is A Mother?What Is A Mother?


