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Grandmothers Are in Charge of Hope offers an open-eyed
perspective artfully designed to help us get the dearest people in our
lives from safely held and soothed infants to capable, confident
citizens of the world. This book is filled with everything from hope to
roast chicken and welcomes the reader into a community of
grandmothers - and grandfathers - building more love, stronger
families, and a better world.
SARK author & artist
PlanetSARK.com
WOW! Sue Boardman knocked this out of the ballpark. I did not
know what I was getting myself into. Sue has done a great piece on
such intimate and vital topics experienced as a grandmother and
pastor—a human being! I can relate to it all!
All of us who love our children and have hope for them and for our
world know how challenging and rewarding the work can be. The
Reverend Dr. Sue Boardman—grandmother, pastor, counselor, and
coach—offers us her open conversation and most personal reflections
on the hope and joys, struggles, traditions and rituals of parenting and
grand-parenting our children.
Here are tools that build more love, stronger families and a better
world; strategies for parents and grandparents to instill hope and the
values of living in healthy relationships with others while coping with
life in a fast-paced, changing society.
Boardman knows the challenge of being a single parent, juggling
home, work and community responsibilities as well as any of us. She
reminds us of the importance of listening to our children and sharing
our family stories in affirming that each of our children is valuable for
who they are. And she understands how difficult this is to do: She
writes: “Admittedly, most grandparents don’t get to make all the
choices or all the rules. Just do what you can, with all the love and
hope you feel in your heart.”
GRANDMOTHERS ARE IN CHARGE OF HOPE is a must-read for
grandmothers (grandfathers too!), soon-to-be new grandmothers,
parents, counselors and child advocates. In this practical guide, the
reader will find wise counsel about being a grandmother in these
confusing times, offering love and hope, believing in our children’s
power to be more than they may have known.
Ernestine Blackmon Cole
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What a joyful collage of creative ideas, sage advice, shared
ponderings, first-hand experiences, cherished memories, great stories,
and practical tips, recipes and formulae! Sue's love for her
grandchildren and, indeed, for all the children of the global village,
shines through on every page of this offering to all grandparents.
There is no judgment here, no competition, no universal
prescriptions...but, it abounds with carefully considered choices and
opinions, and gentle recommendations from a multidisciplinary
professional. She explains and applies psychological theory, exegetes
Scripture, and documents nursing protocols, all in a tone that left this
reader thinking, "I could do this; I could do these things!" and anxious
to spend more time with my own granddaughters!
Marilyn Washburn, MD, MDiv, PhD, MPH
Presbyterian clergywoman and family physician
Sue Boardman weaves in powerful lessons for life through the
stories she tells from her own life experience. The reader comes away
from this book with an appreciation of the fact that all of life is an
opportunity to nurture and teach our children and grandchildren, as
well as ourselves. Sue inspires our consciousness that all of life can be
an exciting opportunity. Food, quilting, storytelling, reading aloud, as
well as good advice on how to build respectful connections in the
family.
Sue even includes recipes, as well as creative ways to include
children in ways that let them know that they are a valued and
important part of the family.
Do yourself a favor and spend some time thoughtfully reading this
book for the wisdom it imparts.
Robby Carroll, M.Div., LMFT
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Invisible Nets of Love
The circles of women
around us weave
invisible nets of love
that carry us
when we’re weak
and sing with us
when we are
strong.
SARK
As grandmothers, and those who carry the wisdom of the
grandmother archetype in the world, we do not live in isolation. We
are surrounded by circles of those who support us. Those who have
gone before us.
This book is in loving memory of Elsie Hannah Royce Boardman
and Mary Elizabeth Blandford Algren, my grandmothers, and Sally
Algren Boardman, my Dave’s Grammie. Each of them, in their own
ways, loved and taught me well.
Then, there are my granddaughters, Kenzie Grace and Taylor
Brooke Boardman. You teach me every day how to be the Grammy
you need and I’m grateful, more than you know. Beyond that, you
teach me how to be who I am, and that’s pretty great for me, too! I
love you both, forever!
And for Dave and Kelly, who do the hard work, you inspire me
constantly.
So many people in my invisible net of love have helped to make
this book a reality. Huge thanks to Bill who has lived through two in a
row. (Well, kind of four!) You’ve listened and encouraged, figured out
dinner and kept up with the day-to-day real world stuff, through all
my distracted, sleepless weeks. I couldn’t have done this without you.
For Steve Glenn, Anne Lamott, Walter Brueggemann, Frederick
Buechner, Robby Carroll, Henry Close, and so many more who have
helped make space within me for the poet, I am ever grateful. My
companions on the journey from WYA have been there (with the full
range of emoticons) when I needed to know I wasn’t the only one who
felt like she was crying in the wilderness. I really am writing myself
alive! And, to my dear, magnificent friends from Planet SARK, who
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have surrounded me with brilliance and love and support of so many
kinds as I set the poet free, my endless gratitude.
To all the Developing Capable People learners and the families
who’ve shared their stories through the years, it’s been an honor to
walk with you.
Many thanks to all of those who responded to my plea for favorite
children’s titles to add to the resource list. Like the real book lovers
you are, you reminded me of books I’ve loved for ages and taught me
about some new ones, as well. This book is better for them.
Kristen and Leisa, you make me look good and keep me sane,
which is, I’m sure, no small trick! And Diane, your support even helps
me tackle the publishing part of this writing thing.
Cover photo by Kelly Boardman. Author photo by Kristen
Anderson. Geniuses both! And huge thanks to Carol Siggers and Suni
who helped me live through photo day with hair and makeup. Believe
it or not, I’ve learned to make peace with the camera.
Sue Boardman
Thanksgiving, 2016
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On a Dark and Stormy Night…
Once upon a time, about 30 years ago, my life changed. It
happened a lot like this….
My phone rang one dark and stormy Sunday evening. It was an
elder from the church where I grew up. “I need a favor,” she said.
“We’re doing a parenting course at church and this guy wants to go
but he’s afraid he’ll be the only single parent, so I need you to sign up
too.”
I think she knew I would agree.
You are probably imagining that I found true love and ended up in
the land of happily ever after. Instead, I discovered actual help for
dealing with life as a struggling single mother. I learned simple and
profound tools for helping my four year-old deal with life and school
and relationships. I found ways of decreasing my stress. The name of
the course was Developing Capable People. I was hooked!
A few months after I finished the 10-week program, my phone
rang and there, once again, was my favorite elder. It seemed she and
the Director of Christian Education wanted to send me to leaders
training for the DCP program. All they asked in return was that I
would teach the course once for the church, free of charge.
I think she knew I would agree.
At the time, I thought I was going to the training because I’d found
real help as a participant in the course. I also thought I was going
because, as a surgical nurse, people frequently woke me at 3:00 in the
morning to help with a caesarian section on a 12- or 13-year-old girl.
Really. And I never met one of them who was ready to be there.
Holding their hands didn’t help much. But maybe, I thought,
teaching more people what I had learned would eventually help some
of them. It was the best idea I had.
So off I went, already suspecting part of the secret of Developing
Capable People. You may have figured it out, too. You can’t help other
people become more capable, more empowered, without becoming
more capable and empowered, yourself.
What I found was so much more!
Dr. H. Stephen Glenn, the primary creator of the program, led the
training. On a warm spring morning, I sat packed in a too-small
auditorium with about 3,000 people who cared about kids from all
across the helping professions and listened to Steve speak about the
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needs in our world, and in his own family, that had brought him there
to be with us that day.
There were lots of statistics, and a fast review of social history, and
some other cool academic sorts of things. All about how DCP could
help families with communication issues and responsibility issues and
homework issues and risky behavior issues. And then he spoke the
words that still ring in my head, all these years later.
If a teenaged child, said Steve, has five adults who will listen to
them and take them seriously and not shame them or blame them for
their questions, that child is practically immune from ever attempting
suicide.
Read that again, please.
Suddenly I knew. I wanted to be one of those adults. For my kid.
For the all-too-young moms on the OR table. And I wanted to teach
other people to do that, too.
I’ve done that a lot through the years. In fact, I’ve lost track of the
number of DCP courses I’ve led and the number of frantic parents I’ve
helped through the process as pastor and counselor and leader. And
then something new happened.
I became a grandmother!
I want to be one of those five people for my girls.
If you’re reading this book, chances are you’re a grandmother. Or
even a grandfather! Or, perhaps, you’re about to become one. And I’m
betting you want to be one of those people for your grandkids, too.
Even though the possibility is too terrifying to contemplate. Even
though the tiny being in the ultrasound picture won’t be a teenager
for a very long time. Even though things like that don’t happen in your
family. I hear you!
So read on, and learn all the cool strategies about communication
and homework and whatever’s on your list. There will be lots of that
here. As well as some other really helpful things I’ve learned along the
way. Just know that, underneath it all, is my huge conviction that,
whoever we are and wherever we’ve been, we can all be one of those
five people for the kids in our lives, and I’d be honored to help you
find that in yourself.
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Let’s Be Honest!
Being a grandmother is not all lullabies and Hallmark cards.
A friend of mine has learned that the hard way. The mother of two
adult daughters who seemed to have no plans for children, she had
almost given up hope of grandbabies. Then one of her daughters
announced that she was expecting.
As excited as my friend was, she was also concerned. There were
relationship issues and her daughter was approaching the point at
which modern medicine considers one to be an “older” first time
mom. Perhaps she had some second sense. In any event, her daughter
miscarried.
It was a difficult and tragic time. My friend was heartbroken. Her
first, and second, and third questions were, “Why?” And many, many
of her questions after that. There really wasn’t an answer. It just was.
Painful months passed. Then my friend’s other daughter
announced that she was expecting. Grief mingled with excitement. The
prospective grandmother admitted that she was afraid to hope. And
she was right, in a very real sense.
To love someone that profoundly is a huge risk. We open ourselves
to having our hearts broken. Tragedies happen. Sometimes they
happen to those we love most. And yet the risk is worth it all.
I understood a small measure of what she was feeling.
You see, a while back my kids moved to Scotland. While they were
there, they discovered they were expecting. All I could say on the
phone, for about five minutes, was, “Wow” (There were witnesses!)
There were challenges, early on. I did the obvious thing. I got on a
plane and went to hug them and feed them. And provide a bit of
guided imagery support. Then I started knitting. Sweaters, with
sleeves and everything, which are a challenge for me. Back and forth.
Back and forth. Counting and ripping out and counting some more.
And while I knitted, I prayed. Prayed a new version of an ancient
practice called breath prayer.
I didn’t plan it. It just happened inside me. Inhale: “Mighty God.”
Exhale: “Hold them close.” Over and over. Dropped stitch after
dropped stitch.
The challenges passed. I kept knitting. And praying. And what I
learned, as the soft, heathery Scottish wool passed endlessly through
my fingers, was that grandmothers are in charge of hope.
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I wound up with a gorgeous, healthy, delightful granddaughter. So,
by the way, did my friend. I know that didn’t take away all the pain for
her or her family. I taught her how to knit. And shared my breath
prayer.
Back and forth we go, even now. Inhale: “Mighty God.” Exhale:
“Hold them close.”
Or, perhaps another version would work better for you. Inhale:
“Hope.” Exhale: “Peace.” You’ll know it when it finds you!
I don’t know what your stories are. Statistics suggest that many of
you have struggled to hope in the face of sadness or tragedy or crisis.
Perhaps you had trouble hoping.
That’s OK. All any of us can do is start where we are. Steve Glenn
used to say that none of us are able to learn new things when we’re
caught up in experiencing shame or blame. He was right!
I have a box that I keep way in a dusty back corner of my mind.
That’s where I put any shame or blame I might be feeling when I need
to learn something new. If you have any of those feelings, you can put
them in my box, too, until you get one of your own. And after you’ve
learned what life is giving you to learn, you can have the shame and
blame back if you want them. Though not that many folks really do!
Love like that is a risk. And yet the risk is worth it all. Because of
that kind of love we are changed. We become stronger, wiser, more
powerful, loving beings. Love like that can change the world.
And just in case we have some more things to learn, I’m hoping we
can agree together that grandmothers are in charge of hope. It will
make things easier as we go on.
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Down to the Nitty-Gritty
I grew up in Florida. During my senior year in high school, our
advanced biology class was given the task of setting up, balancing, and
maintaining a salt-water aquarium for the school year. No filters or
heaters or lights. Just whatever you and your partner could haul home
from the beach, along with 20 gallons of seawater and a little fish food.
Gathering was fun.
Setting up was fun. Like underwater interior decorating, with just
the right shells and rocks.
Balancing and maintaining were more of a challenge. The fish
were all gorgeous until one of them got just a little bigger and started
eating all his friends. When it was dark and chilly all through
Christmas vacation, some sad sights awaited us when we returned.
Along the way we flushed a lot of dead fish. And made lots of trips
to the beach for more suitable companions. More oxygenating weeds.
Shells without things dying in them.
Some of my classmates decided to take a C at the end of the
semester and quit worrying about it. My partner and I hung in there.
I’m glad we did. I didn’t know it then, but what I was learning was
that one little change in any system affects everyone and everything.
I’ve spent a lot of time thinking about that 20-gallon system through
the years. Usually when things are changing.
Now, you’ve no doubt noticed that the world has changed a good
bit since you were a child! In fact, it’s changing faster than ever before
in human history. At the end of World War II, world knowledge
doubled about once every 25 years, which must have seemed dizzying
since the rate used to be every 500 years or so. Many experts now
estimate that the total volume of world knowledge is doubling once
every 12 months and that rate is expected to keep increasing!
Knowledge isn’t the only thing that is changing at such a rapid
rate. Our social assumptions and customs are changing as well. When
I was in high school, girls were obligated to take Home Ec and not
permitted to take Wood Shop. I was not amused! One of my best
friends was not allowed to be on the track team, though they used her
for the pacer at practice. Keeping up with her meant you were doing
really well. I know you have your own stories.
As the Neuro-Linguistic Programming folks would say, some of us
“sort for” same and some for different. Far fewer, in fact, for different.
That means, essentially, that many of us are much more comfortable
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with things being the way we’ve always done it. And that means that a
lot of us are uncomfortable with all the things we’ve never done
before. Of course, “always” and “never” are huge generalizations that
usually say more about the way we’ve thought about things than what
was or is really happening!
It doesn’t matter so much whether you’re a same or different kind
of person. Our families are different than they used to be! And our
challenge is to love the family we have. Not the one June Cleaver and
Patty Duke promised us. The complicated, real people family we have!
Sadly, that doesn’t solve the problem of abusive in-laws or closeminded aunts or the toxic characters you may know. And we don’t
have to accept toxic behavior! We do have to try to make space for the
families we have, as much as we are able.
It isn’t always easy!
If you ignore, for these purposes, TV families of monumental
numbers, I come from a fairly large extended family. A total, I think, of
23 grandchildren, if you add both sides together, including my sister
and me. About average numbers of marriages and divorces and
children and the next generations of grandchildren. And we’re
scattered far and wide.
Among the crowd we have secrets. Everybody annoys somebody!
We have issues of addiction and abuse and depression. We have
learning challenges. We have major uncertainties about where we
belong. We have a young man with a life-threatening illness. We have
widely differing values and assumptions. We have entrenched historic
battles and religious differences and even a squirrel-loving uncle,
mourned by more than a few, who had a strange fascination with
digging up our long dead and re-planting them where he thought they
should have been buried in the first place!
We also have teachers and quilters and poets. Gardeners and
environmentalists and vegetarians. Military types and the peace and
justice crowd. Nurses and geologists, preachers and healers of many
sorts. People who just love each other. At least some of the others.
And a whole tribe of fabulous kids. We have reasons for hope. I’ll bet
you do, too!
Are there things I would change? Yes.
Are there even people I would change? Yes.
And one of those people, at varying points in time, is me. There are
things I regret. Not necessarily the same ones others regret, but things
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I regret. On the off chance you have some regrets too, here’s what I’ve
learned.
Change is always stressful. Even if it’s the most longed for of
changes. It’s always stressful.
And, from my friend, Henry Close, who was trained in Ericksonian
Hypnotherapy by Milton Erickson, before we can change something,
we first have to love it. Not hearts and flowers love, necessarily. Just a
tiny crack of openness to the possibility that there are huge, often
unconscious, things that hold us all back from real relatedness, and
yet are, in their own way, trying to help us.
If you’re anything like me, it’s a pretty big challenge. You go ahead
and name the folks on your list. Unless they were clinical sociopaths,
suggests British psychologist, Donald Winnacott, they were probably
doing the best they could, however inadequate or misguided it was.
Experimenting with this idea still doesn’t mean that their behavior
was acceptable. Or that people weren’t badly hurt. It’s ok if it takes a
while.
Now, for the big leap!
The same is true for ourselves. Decisions that turned out badly.
Temper tantrums we might have been better off without. Stretch
marks. Fear. Nightmares. Anger. Hair we’ve always hated.
Opportunities passed by. Self-esteem issues. Actions that haunt us
still. We were, in all likelihood, doing the best we could.
Accept yourself, your journey, your body, your dreams.
The very best thing we can do for our families is to begin to love
the things we hope to change or move past in ourselves for the
survival strategies they once were. Like my fishy friends, all those
years ago, as we change, everything in the system will change.
Eventually for the better.
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Tiny People…Huge Power
When we were expecting my first grandchild, just before I turned
50, I noticed a surprising thing. In the midst of making tiny quilts and
packing glass baby bottles for the trip across the wee pond, I began to
get an inkling that things were changing inside me. Suddenly things
that had been sort of philosophically important to me for years, began
to seem more urgent. This tiny unknown person, this new spark of
love in my heart, had to grow up in this world. And if we’re honest,
this world could use some work!
I began, a bit tentatively at first, to shake loose the voices of the
ways we’ve always done it. That left me searching for some ways to do
things better. The family elders were not universally pleased. There
are serious health challenges in the family and I grew up in a strongly
environmentalist summer camp program, so I began my learning
there.
Household chemicals and personal products—the least toxic I can
find or make. (Take a look at dishwasher soap when you have a
minute some day.)
Laundry hanging on the front of my house to dry. (There have
been many days I couldn’t get to the back.) And yes, Granny. No
unmentionables!
No tissue paper in shopping bags. No paper appointment cards.
Recycled paper towels. Sorry, Mom.
Well, you get it.
Now, I’m not usually considered naive. And I do realize that there
really aren’t perfect solutions. I also believe that we can all do better
in some way and I wanted this child, even before she was born, to
have the best possible chance to live in a world with clean water and
safe food and a big picture approach to energy. (Not to mention peace
and justice and respect!)
I got involved.
I hope you will, too. Today.
Chances are you won’t make exactly the same choices I’ve made.
Being the postmodern scholar I am, that’s ok with me. I don’t believe
that there’s one answer that’s absolutely right for all people in all
places and all times. I do believe that doing the same things we’ve
been doing is going to keep getting us what we’ve got and that doesn’t
sound real promising to me.
Are you with me?
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First, at the risk of sounding like a bumper sticker, think globally
and act locally. We make tiny changes at home and they’re going to
affect the world. Kind of like that butterfly that flaps her wings in
China and it rains in Chicago. I try to remember all the faces of
children around the world and remember that they, too, need all the
thing my girls need. And then I try to do the most good with the least
harm.
So, where might you start?
Schools, local politics, helping the homeless, animal rescue, your
front yard. More about that later.
Here are three important, urgent, and accessible options to
consider:
Recycle. Everything you can. Then go one step farther and avoid
needless packaging. Try out the new toilet tissue that comes without
the cardboard core in the middle. Compost. Re-use what you can. A
lot!
Detox your home. Lemon and salt, vinegar and baking soda will
clean just about everything, combined correctly. Environmentally
friendly laundry soap and dish soap will solve most problems. Borax
removes stains and odors and is great for baby clothes. A drop or two
of Seventh Generation dish liquid will (usually) get that really
persistent olive oil splatter out of your favorite T-shirt. A very
occasional capful of bleach for a big stain is better than a cupful in
every load of white laundry. There are these little things called
“Woolzies” that replace fabric softeners and dryer sheets, both of
which contain chemicals and fragrances to which many people are
sensitive. Woolzies work just as well and they’re made out of, well,
wool. Which doesn’t seem to stimulate allergies, as it doesn’t come in
contact with skin.
Painting a nursery? Look into low or no VOC paints. They’re way
less toxic than the regular kind.
My narrative therapy friends are fond of noticing and wondering.
As you think about your own little ones’ futures, make room within
yourself to notice new things. You know how you buy a new car and
immediately start noticing the same cars everywhere you go? This is
like that.
As you imagine your kids growing, you’ll automatically notice the
things that are working in the world and the things that aren’t. If
you’re concerned about dependence on fossil fuels, you might start
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noticing hybrid and electric cars. And, you might consider one if
you’re currently driving a model that’s not so fuel-efficient.
If you’re concerned about safe, clean food you might start noticing
signs for farmers’ markets. You might actually read the garden catalog
that appears, so full of hope, in your mail.
And while you’re noticing, perhaps you’ll allow yourself to wonder
a bit. I’ll get you started.
I wonder what I could do… No shame. No blame. Just noticing and
wondering. And don’t be surprised if an organic cabbage hops into
your basket, along with ideas for using it. Or you suddenly find
yourself recycling not only the stuff from the kitchen, but the box your
toothpaste came in and that empty shampoo bottle, too. Or you realize
that you’ve gotten really intentional about voting with your wallet.
Clean, local food. No GMO’s. No artificial coloring. No bottled water
from the guys who are trying to own a whole bunch of the world’s
water. You’ll know what the issues are for you. (They really don’t have
to be mine.) And that safety pin on your jacket? Me, too!
Those tiny people really do have huge power, don’t they?
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Grandmothers Lament
All over the world, children are crying.
Bleeding children in Syria.
Hurricane victims in Haiti.
Poisoned children in Michigan and the Dakotas and too many
places to count.
All over the world, children are crying.
Children robbed of their families by gun violence.
Children robbed of their futures by disease.
Children robbed of their health by toxins everywhere.
All over the world, children are crying.
How do we shut out their cries?
How do we not act?
Are we heartless?
All over the world, children are crying.
We who do care are helpless in many ways.
Rendered voiceless by the power of vested self interest.
The power of greed.
All over the world, children are crying.
Hungry children.
Homeless children.
Abused, molested, victimized children.
All over the world, children are crying.
It is not our own greed that renders us helpless.
At least not mostly.
And yet we shout, silently, in the face of those who love power.
All over the world, children are crying.
While the mighty grow rich waging war.
While the mighty grow rich selling power.
While the mighty grow rich killing the Earth.
All over the world, children are crying.
Let us take our fingers out of our ears.
Let us open our eyes in the light of day.
Let us shout until we cannot be ignored.
All over the world, children are crying.
Let us dare to hear.
Let us dare to hope.
Let us dare to act.
Amen. Amen. Selah.
19
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Now for the Fun Stuff, Mostly!
If you’re new at the Grandmother bit, hopefully you have a baby in
your arms by now. Also a silly grin on your face and tears in your eyes.
I’m going to share an old therapist’s rule of thumb with you. You
can’t tell. I might get voted off the Island. (Actually, anything you want
to do to help everybody you know understand this would be great
with me!)
Here it is. Our experience of being in a room with a tiny baby, or
indeed anyone at all, is our best way to understand their current
perceived experience of themselves in the world.
Translation…that red-faced infant, squalling so loudly you fear
she’ll break glassware, that causes your belly to knot up and shivers to
run up and down your spine, is a pretty good indication that she’s
feeling the same way. And she has absolutely no way to help herself
but to manipulate the tall people around her into the burping, diaper
checking, feeding, rocking routine that will, we devoutly pray, fix it.
So do that. With as much tenderness and calm and belief that it
will get better as you can muster, especially if it happened last night
and the day before and three times already today. And, if you or the
new parents are scared, and nothing is helping, checking with your
midwife or doula or pediatrician will, one way or another, probably
help everybody feel better.
This world is a lot to get used to. The new neurological input is
unimaginable.
Rhythm helps. Rocking. Patting her back. Even dancing and gentle
bouncing.
Preferably with singing. Really!
You’re not trying out for the Metropolitan Opera. It’s just lullabies.
And camp songs, and hymns. The minor key ones from Advent and
Lent work well. Kum ba Yah was a sure bet for my girls. James Taylor
worked, too. And Peter, Paul, & Mary’s campfire album. The point is,
that certain sound tones are healing. Think Tibetan chant. Or
Gregorian or Celtic, if you prefer. The vibrations of the tones are
relaxing and healing. For babies, too.
Lately, I’ve been deep into the writing of this second edition. Some
things that have been stored for years, in different parts of my
awareness, have suddenly begun bumping into each other.
One of them is the Jungian notion of the need to experience being
“safely held and soothed.”
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It occurred to me that that’s a pretty good job description for
grandmothers.
We’ll return, another time, to the need to learn self-soothing. For
now, though, let’s just think of all the rocking and singing and holding
close we do as a powerful way to help create health and wholeness in
our wee loved ones.
And when they’re in an alert, engaged mood, keep up the singing
and dancing. The multi-sensory experience is great for brain
development. Not Sousa marches when they’re real little. And not
loudly. But in loving arms, near our heartbeats. A favorite through the
generations in our family was a ridiculous ditty that started out, “I
have a dear old Grandpa, for whom I daily pray. He has a set of
whiskers. They’re always in the way…”
I have no idea where it came from, or even why. Just that all our
kids loved it. You’ll remember some, too.
Then, when they’re just a bit older, it’s time for more interactive
songs. “The Itsy-Bitsy Spider” is great and so is “This Little Piggy.”
As Kelly and the girls are mostly vegetarians, our little piggies eat
frozen yogurt! And, during a Thanksgiving visit a couple of years ago,
Taylor, who was 4 ½ and Kenzie, who was 7, got obsessed with “This
Little Piggy” all over again. We played and sang and giggled for hours.
The world, however, has a way of intervening.
The other night, I listened to an online interview with one of my
favorite authors, the amazing Anne Lamott. She spoke of many things
but the one that really hit home for me just now was one of my
favorites of her stories about serving as a Sunday School teacher at St.
Andrew Presbyterian Church in Marin City, California (Services at
eleven).
Each week, for years now, she has taught the littlest of the faithful
at a tiny church in a struggling neighborhood. She channels their
energy, feeds their growing bodies, and offers their spirits the very
personal assurance that, “You are loved. You are chosen. You are safe.”
Which sounds like something pretty certain to help create the
experience of being safely held and soothed!
Annie is nothing, however, if not a realistic believer. The part
about, “You are safe,” she explained, may seem like a bit of a hard sell
in our world. And she’s right, of course. But it’s still part of our job.
Which bumped into another thing floating around in my
awareness. We don’t need to tell them everything! It’s our job to hold
on to the things they’re not ready for yet. To manage our own anxiety
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without getting it all over them. It’s been a pretty big challenge for me
lately too, but, improbable as it often seems, they are loved and
chosen and even safe in this moment, close beside us.
I’ll give the last words, in this moment, to Annie. I can’t promise
this is the exact quote but it’s what I scribbled down, as fast as I could,
while listening and opening a new box of Kleenex.
Start where your butt is — right here. You don’t need to figure it out.
It’s ok not to know more than you do. We find out what we’re doing by
doing it!
Safely held and soothed.
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Then, Start Telling Stories
I wasn’t a great philosophy student. Some of what we learned
seemed ridiculous to me. The rest of it seemed so blatantly obvious
that it was hard to imagine anybody ever thought to write it down. I
was a lot younger then.
Today, I’m still not much for who said what, or when. A little extra
perspective, though, has allowed me to really grasp the notion that we
don’t know things until we know them and a lot of that has to do with
history and beliefs and memories. Here’s the best thing I learned:
All through recorded history, thinkers have pondered the
difference between humans and the rest of the animals. For centuries,
the argument was made that our difference—our advantage, if you
will—was that we humans have opposable thumbs. That we can put
our thumbs together with another finger and grasp things. A useful
skill, indeed!
You’ve got to kind of imagine, though, that this was a conclusion
reached by Europeans and other northern peoples in places where
there were no apes or monkeys. And once they traveled to places
where there were, the observant among them needed a new theory.
For many centuries more, the new generations of philosophers
held that the difference between humans and the rest of the creatures
was that we have language. Then more recent scientific advances
came along and we had to admit that other creatures—whales and
apes and birds, to name a few—have language and we’re only just
now advancing far enough to begin to figure it out. That one must
have been a bit of a blow to the philosophical ego!
In our time—often referred to as a postmodern, narrative era—we
have reached a new conclusion. As the current theory goes, humans
are unique among the creatures in that we are engaged in making
meaning out of our lives. Literally, we are writing a story that strings
our experience together in a way that forms a pattern which (mostly)
makes sense to us.
And that is a conclusion that works pretty well for me! Which is
not to say that there won’t be another one at some point in the future.
And it doesn’t exactly account for living with the Newfoundland
rescue dogs we’ve been blessed by over the last several years.
Especially Sarah, who is wicked smart. You can almost see the wheels
turning in her head as she seems to process what’s going on around
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her and, frequently, to guess the meaning of what I’m doing. For our
purposes, though, let’s go with the “making meaning” theory.
It starts with itty-bitties.
It starts with us.
I don’t know about you, but I didn’t have the opportunity to read
to my girls in utero. Though I did occasionally chat with them on the
phone! Just start wherever you are.
Admittedly, some of the classics may be a bit behind where we are
in terms of cultural thinking. It’s ok. Pat the Bunny still works. So, in
my opinion, do Cinderella and the rest of the fairy tale gang. For a
while. And where would we be without Winnie the Pooh? Balance
them out with more contemporary gender or cultural roles or
whatever is important to you. And lots of peacemaking. (There’s an
extensive resource list in Resources.)
Reading aloud helps kids develop reading skills of their own. In
fact, one strong predictor of capable readers is the ability to
empathize with the characters in a story. So read with inflection and
cadence, and funny, bunny voices. It just takes a bit of practice. And, if
you read them things that don’t all sound like they were written by
The Simpsons, they’ll also be learning to hear vocabulary and grammar
that will help them go wherever they want to go in the world.
Taking the time to read to kids helps them feel significant. They
know, at some level of awareness, that you have important careers
and dreams and dinner to fix. They know that, as many special
moments as you can, you stop to read them a story. Preferably while
holding them in your lap and rocking, if you’re a bit more coordinated
than I am. (If yours are too big for holding and rocking, hang in there
with me. We’ll get to them after a bit.)
What if you’re not nearby?
Zoom!
Or any one of the many video meeting hosts you feel comfortable
with. It’s easy. You set up a meeting for a specific time. I’d set it for
longer than you think you’ll need because we never know what’s
going to happen or who will need a potty break. You can always quit
early but it’s no fun to be kicked out of your meeting when we still
don’t know how the story ends.
Then, just read. Show them the pictures like you would if you were
there. As questions now and then if they’re old enough. It takes a bit of
adapting. It’s also a really good way to be there.
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Even more than reading them stories; tell them stories. The kind
my girls refer to as, “From your mouth, Grammy!” Make up magical
lands where things work out for everyone’s good. Make up heroes and
heroines your kids can relate to. Even better, tell them the stories of
who their people are.
Beliefs and customs and challenges faced and those who have gone
on. “Just,” as one of my seminary professors was prone to thunder,
“tell the story!”
Kenzie and Taylor know about Great Grampie who would have
been so glad to know them and Great Grammie who was so excited
they were coming that she knit booties and hats and tiny sweaters and
even what is now Taylor’s beloved blankie.
They know about when Daddy was a little boy and about all the
places Grammy lived when she was little and all the times she started
new schools, just like they’ve done. And they know, at some level, that
it turned out fine because here’s Grammy now, cuddling them close
and telling them stories.
The trick is to just tell the story. Try to skip the obvious moral to
the story. Try to skip the meaning you think they should be making.
Just tell the story.
No matter what conclusions they reach, as they get older, they’ll
feel like they matter, just because you did.
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Then Tell Some More Stories, with Food!
It’s 3:30 in the morning just now and I, who haven’t slept well in
days and days, am awake and thinking about food. Not it the sense of
funny Facebook dogs wanting cheeseburgers, but food in the
cookbook I just published and food for holidays with our kids and
food for the homeless mission we support. It’s worth pondering why.
Food, it seems, is a central issue for me. Food as health, as joy, as a
huge economic and environmental factor. Food as memories and as a
path to confidence for the mini women in my life. Food as a way to
make a difference.
We’ve gotten quite involved in the local food community around
Atlanta. We choose markets where most of the food is organic or
sustainably raised. It’s not that hard from April to late November!
There are community markets all over, on different days of the week.
The walking and parking can be a bit of a challenge but, for fabulous
produce and meat, dairy and eggs, you can’t beat it!
During the winter off-season, one of my favorite farmers runs a
pre-ordered delivery service with stops in several parts of town. At
our house, this is “parking lot” shopping. It’s also quite a sociology
lesson! After we’ve ordered our goods online, we wind up huddled in
a cold parking lot someplace, waiting for the farm truck. The
assembled crowd fascinates me! Experienced hippies, like me.
Orthodox Jews. Veiled Muslims. Home school moms. Professionals, all
suited up for making the big deals before dinner. We shiver and send
texts and chat about recipes for bone broth and turnips and these
incredible sour dough crackers a local woman makes. My farm
gramma would be amazed.
I find it hopeful. We’re supporting small farms and local
economies. We’re feeding our families well and quite possibly
reducing our need for conventional health care. We’re learning about
food as a living thing, intimately connected with the air we breathe
and the water we drink. And, many of us at least, are talking about it.
We’re literally creating new possibilities in this country where our
kids will grow and learn.
Well, you get it…
The home gardening has been considerably more challenging. No
sun out back. Veggies in the front. Organic veggies. No Roundup! And
this year, because the ground keeps getting farther and farther away,
serious raised beds. The neighbors, many of them, are planting their
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own street side veggie patches. And the tiny lettuces and collards are
persevering through late autumn nights in Atlanta. There’s even some
cilantro out there!
Better for us. Better for the world. Better things to teach the girls.
But, we can’t grow everything at home so some more learning was in
order. I’ve found many teachers, and you’ll find many of their names
in the Resource section. First, Marc David who claims, in The Slow
Food Diet, that no matter what food we eat, we should choose the
highest quality version of that food.
Quality, he explains, means any or all of the following: real; fresh;
organic; gourmet; lovingly crafted; homemade; locally produced;
heirloom varieties; nutrient dense; low in human-made toxins; grown
and marketed with honesty and integrity; tasteful; filled with true
flavor, not virtual ones that mask the absence of nutrients and vitality.
Quality means that care and consciousness permeate a food, and that
the food itself has a good story to tell (44-45).
One of the biggest things I’ve discovered is that we have to feed
the family we’ve got! In my case, that involves a gluten-free, diabetic
husband who likes same-ness. A former vegetarian turned omnivore
(me) who likes difference and is still trying to address pain,
inflammation, and mobility challenges which have often left shopping
and cooking on the difficult to impossible scale. (Hence, my current
dive into a food world of clean, real food—mostly veg, called WildFit.
I’ll keep you posted.)
My daughter-in-law, Kelly, and girls are Pescatarians who eat fish,
eggs, and dairy but no meat. and there are cardiac concerns in the
family. My son is a serious foodie. The girls, who are 6 ½ and 9 just
now, eat real food. There’s just no predicting what or when! (Though
olives are generally a good bet.)
And one of our Newfies has food allergy issues.
I grew up with a mother who strongly believed that everybody
eats the same thing, everybody eats everything on the table, holiday
menus never change, and, surely, the vegetarians won’t mind a little
canned chicken stock in the casserole. We’ve had a few challenges!
The only place to start is where you are. If you have, or are about
to have infants, it’s an excellent time to experiment with supporting
the new parents and their decisions about feeding. If they’re planning
to breast feed, how can you help feed them? Good, high quality food,
obviously. Much will depend on logistics. If you’re nearby or on an
extended visit, fill the freezer with good, healthy, homemade soups.
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Give them a rice cooker, if they eat grains, to make lentils and oatmeal
and brown rice and quinoa easier. Mine sings when the food is done
and then keeps it perfectly warm until you’re actually ready to eat
which could be a real blessing for new parents.
Listen. A lot. I’ve known very few brand new moms who don’t
worry that their baby isn’t getting enough food. The oral tradition in
my family insists that when my sister was tiny, she slept a lot and
Granny would sit and snap the bottoms of her feet gently, in an effort
to keep her awake, while Mom tried to feed her. Mom was, in fact, so
stressed that she switched to baby bottles very early and apparently
she and Granny had quite the party the first time Molly took an ounce
of formula.
Yes, I can hear the rumbling and muttering. Isn’t breastfeeding
better? What if it doesn’t work? Do you pump? Or go with formula?
What if your baby has special needs? What if mom has a job that
makes breastfeeding feel impossible? And what if? And what if?
I’ll bet you have opinions just like I do. Realistically, there isn’t a
perfect answer for every family in every situation. The best answer is
likely to be one that works. One that decreases stress. One that
actually nurtures the infant.
Be supportive. It will be easier for anxious, new parents to hear
you and for the baby to thrive in a family that’s working together.
That same thing is true if you have older grandkids. To some
extent, what they’re eating is working in their family. Perhaps not as
well as anyone would like, but at least it’s familiar. And kids like
familiar! If you’d like to see them eating higher quality food, start
offering higher quality options that still feel familiar. Don’t make a big
deal about it.
Somebody said recently that you could improve the quality of your
diet, or that of your kids, instantly, by not eating food that is
advertised by talking animal logos. I tend to agree. Or any breakfast
cereal that turns the milk colors in the bowl. Start there, if you need
to. Put actual raspberries in their cereal. They’ll turn the milk pink!
For that matter, buy organic milk from local, grass fed cows. Or, best
yet, scramble up some eggs from local, pastured hens. You’re already
way ahead of the game!
If you’re interested in this topic, check out my two cookbooks, We
Gather Together…holiday feasts with the family you have! and Let’s Boil
Bones…Grammy’s guide to bone broth and other yummy things! for lots
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more ideas on how to upgrade the food you’re serving, and include
your kids in cooking.
For now, I cling to the notion that none of mine, blessedly, have
starved yet and they’re not likely to do it today! Also, the Pilgrims
don’t care what we eat! When everybody is around my strategy is to
get good, clean, high quality stuff, which doesn’t necessarily mean
extravagant stuff, put a bunch of it on the table, and let everybody
choose. Kind of like tapas! Also, I plan for at least a couple of things
the girls can help make. They’re much more likely to eat those. (My
not-quite-5-year-old ate 3 lobster tails at Thanksgiving a couple of
years ago!)
Bill and I scale it down. Lots of veg, some mostly unprocessed
carbs (lately, for him) and often a shared serving of meat or some fish.
About 70-80% of what we eat at home comes with no ingredient label.
Food that is what it is. And remember, food isn’t all about eating!
Food is also great for teaching kids about cultures and social
issues. For $25 you can get a tortilla press that comes with easy
recipes and let 4 and 5 year olds learn to make tortillas for enchiladas
or tacos. All organic and non-GMO and, depending on where you live,
pretty local. Fill them with some leftover roast chicken, sprinkled with
a bit of olive oil and ground cumin. Roll and top with an easy cheese
sauce made with actual cheese instead of orange powder. All the fresh
veggies they want on top and, of course, some salsa, mixed in good
sour cream or plain yogurt to cool it down if needed. Actual dinner!
They’re more likely to try new things if they helped make them.
Then a globe and a bit of conversation about where tortillas come
from and you’re well into a global lesson that’s a lot more fun than
geography!
Next, get involved with the food stream! Get everybody their own
basket and head for a local farmers’ market where the farmers are
selling organic or sustainably raised food. Generally everything from
eggs and tomatoes to herbs and pork chops, along with local dairy
cheeses, baked goods, and depending on the season, tomato plants.
Have a contest to see who can spot a new vegetable they didn’t know
before and find out what it is. Many of the farmers where I hang out
bring their own kids, who help gather eggs or milk or pick berries,
along to the market. They’ll be more than glad to tell your kids what
they do and show them how to work the scale to weigh green beans.
And, of course, grow your own if you can. Almost everybody can
manage a pot of rosemary in a sunny window. Let the kids play in the
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dirt and taste herbs and beans off the vines. Rule number one is not to
taste anything without permission, most notably the leaves and vines
of all the nightshades, like tomatoes, potatoes, peppers, and eggplant.
The fruits and veg are great! The rest of the plants are toxic.
Not sure where to put your garden? I’d say about a third of homes
in our rather traditional neighborhood now have edibles growing in
their front yards! And, if you’ve never tried it before, there’s just
nothing like wandering out to the garden and clipping greens and
herbs for dinner. Again, kids are way more likely to eat food they have
a story with.
And cook with them. Christmas cookies, complete with tales of you
making the very same kind with your Granny. New things you’ve
never tried before. This is a multisensory trip through who their
people are and where they want to explore with their lives. Cleanup
will probably take a bit longer and they can help with that, too.
Cooking gives kids a huge sense of accomplishment and we want to do
lots of that!
If, like me, you’re contemplating a major diet change, or in the
midst of one, talk about it. Aim for a family where it’s OK to make
different choices and try new things.
My mom was right about a lot of things. She wasn’t quite right
about this one. We really can all be family and eat different things.
This, by the way, is the Family Systems model of therapy in which
relationships are understood based on the place in a continuum from
enmeshed on the one side—the “I’m cold. Put on a sweater” view of
the world—to cut off on the far opposite side. “If we don’t agree about
everything, we can’t be in relationship.”
In the middle lies the mythical promised land known as
differentiation. “I can be me and you can be you and we can see things
differently and still be related.”
To be frank, differentiation isn’t easy. The one who tries to stand
there gets pulled on from the one side and ignored from the other.
And the folks in the lands of enmeshed and cut off resist moves
toward differentiation at all costs.
Differentiation is, however, where the healing and wholeness
occur. And it’s way worth the effort. As grandparents, we are
fortunate to have the opportunity to decline to play systems tug-o-war
with our kids. Trust me. The world will be a better place.
Just a couple of other things I’ve learned from experience …
Underwear and clean hands are required for little chefs! And gentle
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introductions to table manners are hugely important. We’re not
talking finishing school. We’re talking napkins and closing your mouth
when you chew. Eventually, which fork does what. And tea parties, of
course. It may sound picky but one day those kids are going to want to
go to college or get jobs and it makes a difference!
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Out of Orange Juice, Belonging
When Dave was four or five we lived in the first house I ever
bought, commonly known as the Cheap House. It was literally built as
a shop project by the high school I graduated from, just before World
War II started. It had its challenges. In fact, you might want to think
several times before buying a house designed by gym coaches and 16year-old boys!
The Cheap House was also the origin of one of our most enduring
Christmas traditions. You see, there were several mature citrus trees
in the back yard. My famous Lemon Chess Pie was born there. And,
one Christmas morning when we were particularly broke and a hard
freeze was in the weather forecast, I dashed outside and picked a big
bowl full of oranges. Dave and I made juice. Lots of juice.
Several years later, when we were far from Florida and planning
Christmas breakfast, Dave announced that we had to have fresh
orange juice. I was curious.
“We always have fresh juice for Christmas,” said Dave. “Remember
at the Cheap House?”
Well, I was perplexed for a moment, and then the light bulb came
on. Dave didn’t see a broke single mom snatching free food from the
backyard before it was ruined. He saw tradition!
Rituals and traditions are hugely important for kids. Rituals and
traditions are the way we know we belong. They don’t have to be big,
elaborate, exhausting things. They don’t have to be static or out of
date. They certainly don’t have to be what everybody else is doing!
They just have to have that core of “this is who we are” that carries
through time.
Think, for a moment about some of the rituals and traditions of
your childhood.
My Aunt Bea used to bake carrot cake every time we went to
Indiana to visit. I still have her recipe someplace. Lots of vegetable oil.
A whole box of powdered sugar in the cream cheese icing. I remember
loving it. I just can’t imagine eating it made the same way now. Or
feeding it to my kids! So, after quite a bit of trial and error, I have a
new recipe. And it’s included toward the end of this book. Healthier
than Aunt Bea’s. At least as yummy. I feel good about feeding the newfangled muffin version to my girls as often as possible.
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Think about recipes from your stories and culture. What would
your kids enjoy? What could they help cook? What connections do you
want to share with them?
From the time I was five months old, we never lived where any of
our extended family lived. Often we spent Thanksgiving in Minnesota
with my mom’s family. I remember lots of things from those visits,
including all the times my Grandpa left the lens cap on the camera
while he took pictures of the turkey. And the time I got into trouble
because an olive loving cousin neatly arranged the pits off her plate
under the edge of mine.
One of my favorite memories from those trips, all these years later,
is breakfast on Thanksgiving morning. My Granny baked butter
cookies. The cookie press kind. No red and green sugar. It wasn’t
Christmas yet. Just plain butter cookies shaped like the letters “S” and
“O.”
Then, probably needing room in a pretty small kitchen, Granny
and Elmer would shoo my sister and me off to watch the Macy’s
Thanksgiving Day Parade on an old black and white TV. Bowls of
vanilla ice cream to go with the cookies, and, sometimes, cherries
Grandpa pitted by hand. It was grandkid Heaven!
My girls and I are into tea parties. Not necessarily with big hats
and feather boas, though that’s fun, too. Just the three of us with age
appropriate special cups to warm our hands, and steam fragrant with
peppermint or orange oil and spice. I hunted high and low for a tea set
that wasn’t painted with lead in China or full of plastic chemicals. They
don’t care, but I do. They just think it’s what we do with Grammy.
Not all rituals, of course, have to do with food. In fact, hunt for
some that don’t. We play games and read stories and sing songs the
girls have loved for years. My family has always been full of serious
card players and the girls are about ready for Cribbage. In the
meantime, it’s Candy Land for Kenzie and an amazing kids’ card game
called Sleeping Queens for Taylor. Oh, and Angry Birds for special
bonding time with Grampy!
Here’s what I’ve learned from my neuro-linguistic programming
friends. There are three primary patterns through which people
process experience. Lots of folks are primarily visual processors
which means it’s all about what they see. A bunch more people are
auditory-digital processors. For them it’s all about sounds and
language. Then there are the kinesthetic processors who live in a
combined world of feelings and movement. Do you remember the
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singing and dancing bit with new babies in chapter four? This is the
same thing. While we all process things in all of those ways, most of us
have a strong primary pattern and a reliable back-up pattern. We’re
often not too conscious of the third, though it’s in there nonetheless.
Good rituals and traditions touch all of those processing patterns. To
put it another way, we’re looking for experiences that involve as many
senses as possible.
That’s one reason why food traditions are so powerful. We make
(kinesthetic) and see (visual) and tell stories (auditory-digital) about
tea or cookies or turkey. And we add to that even more layers of smell
and taste. We remember those things with different parts of our
brains which generally means they’re both deeper and more
accessible memories.
My family moved to Florida the Christmas I was almost eleven.
Like the Yankee transplants we were, we all piled into the car on
Christmas morning and went to walk on the beach. For me, as a
primary kinesthetic, it was movement and the feel of wet sand on my
feet, and the salt breeze in my hair and the wonder of a new thing. I’m
pretty sure we only did it once, but it’s one of my favorite memories of
Christmas when I was a kid.
Your kids will be busy, constructing traditions in their own heads,
like Dave with the orange juice. Try to find out what they are and
include them in your family plans. Then think about things that bring
together moving and seeing and hearing and feeling to build some
intentional traditions. What you’re really building is a sense of
belonging and we all need that!
In fact, we need that sense of belonging so much that kids who
don’t get it at home are more vulnerable to cults and gangs and drugs
and dangerous, troublesome things in general. They’ll go looking for
that place to belong if they don’t find it at home and many of the
places they look are not safe.
The good news is that we can make a huge difference!
The recipe for Peace Soup for Peace Parties is one really great
example of a family tradition that helps kids learn about making that
kind of difference in the world.
And we don’t have to get it perfect 100 percent of the time. (Which
has hopefully allowed you to start breathing again!) My old friend,
Steve Glenn, from Developing Capable People, always said we need to
hit about 70 percent consistency in our interactions with our kids
before they start to take us seriously. That’s do-able! And it’s also
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good timing because the next chapter is going to be a bit harder. Fix
yourself a cup of tea. Put on some comforting music if that works for
you, and keep reading. We grandmothers are in charge of hope and
sometimes hope takes a bit of work.
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What Quilting Has Helped Me Learn
I’ve been thinking a lot about expectations lately. The re-writing
part of the first edition of book occurred in the days just after my
second trip to a Qigong retreat and the days surrounding the attacks
on Paris, with the growing tide of stories that we might not have
heard before about major violent events in parts of the world less
familiar to many of us.
This second edition is being finished in the final days of the 2016
election cycle. Fortunately, I’m still practicing Qigong!
We talk a lot about expectations in Qigong. Well, Chunyi talks. I
contemplate how far I still have to go with this one! The tiny Steve
Glenn who rides around on my shoulder, whispers in my ear that
expectations are a barrier to relationships. Somebody’s Facebook post
the other day was even more pointed. “Expectations ruin
relationships!”
And, you know, they’re all right.
In the early 1950s, my parents were students at Carleton College
in Minnesota. Small, liberal arts, highly competitive even in those
days, Carleton was intense. One of their classmates received a B+ in a
very difficult class. Unable to face his parents, this lifelong straight A
student hung himself.
It seems as though I’ve known this story my whole life, though
there is much that remains unknown. We’ll never know exactly what
his family expected or what he, himself, had learned to expect. We’ll
never know the stories behind those expectations. We can be sure,
though, that he never learned to deal with the perception of
imperfection. We can also be sure that the world is pretty full of
imperfection and learning to deal with it is way better than not.
So how do we help?
Qigong is an Asian energy practice that involves meditation and
movement and the opening of blocked energy. If you happen to be a
late baby boomer raised in suburban America and taught lots of
conventional medicine and mainline religion, it also involves
stretching your mind around some new things! One of those, for me, is
the notion that expectations are the root of suffering.
To boil it down, I’m pretty sure that means that we experience
suffering when we expect life to be one way and it turns out to be
another. The answer seems to be learning to be in the moment,
engaging life as it is and not as we expected it to be. This is not a
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concept I remember from Sunday School. (Though I’m pretty sure it
should be!)
As you may have guessed from the cover of this book, I’m a quilter.
I’d taken a few classes back in the day, but got serious about quilting
when I started needing baby quilts.
My farm gramma, Elsie, was a quilter. When she’d come to visit,
she always dug through my mom’s scrap basket looking for fabric she
could use in her quilts. I still save scraps of things for my quilts, but I
also spend a lot of time trying to pick out just the right mix of more
contemporary fabrics at Intown Quilters, my home away from home.
I’ve learned a lot.
First, no matter what kind of wonderful theory I have, not all the
fabrics I pick for a particular quilt get along. Sometimes it’s color, or
scale, or the print, itself. Sometimes it’s just balance or the interaction
of lots of different choices. Before we had Sarah, who sits on the
couch, I used to string them all out across the back of the cushions and
stare at them from across the room until I figured out which ones
needed to be saved for another project. Now I have a flannel design
panel I can hang from the front of a big cupboard and look at them
that way.
Sometimes it takes about 10 minutes to figure it out. Sometimes it
takes weeks. Always, it takes letting go of my expectations of what
things will look like and really seeing what is. Very rarely do my quilts
turn out the way I imagined before I began. I stare. And rip. And tear.
And sew some more. Sometimes it’s as if the quilts, themselves,
change their minds and major adjustments are required.
Oddly, I always like them better when I let them be what they
want to be than I do when I try to force my expectations on them.
Grandchildren are a lot like quilts.
My girls know what they want and what they don’t. They ask hard
questions and wear what they choose, whether it’s what I wanted to
buy or not. They like spiders and snakes and rats. Also tutus and
superwoman capes. There are moments when they are not into sugar
and spice and everything I learned to call nice.
They also care passionately, at 6 ½ and 9, about others and the
world.
They don’t fit, like fabric lines, into themes. They don’t care about
color theory. They have no interest in what matches or is supposed to
go together. They are increasingly into fancy. They are perfectly who
they are.
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My job is to love them just that way. (Also to keep them from killing
each other when necessary!) Expectations don’t help. Trust me.
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A Few Extra “Family Members”
Years and years ago, the great author, Leo Tolstoy, wrote:
All happy families resemble one another,
Each unhappy family is unhappy in its own way
He was, perhaps, writing from a different perspective than we are.
For today, let’s not focus so much on “like” and “unlike” and think,
instead, about helping our kids be happy. Not to mention, kind and
confident.
Here are some things that will help.
First, think for a moment about the little ones you love and the
social conventions around kissing and hugging others for the sake of
good manners. Or not hurting someone’s feelings. “Go kiss your uncle
and thank him for the doll.”
“The lady next door will feel bad if you don’t give her a hug.”
I know. We want to kiss and hug them as much as possible. We
want to smell the backs of their necks and nibble on their sweet little
toes. Many kids are fine with that. Others are not. We owe it to them to
respect their wishes. Now, more than ever.
I want my girls to know that they have choices about sharing
affection with others. I want all kids to know that they have choices.
Adults, too!
Here’s a place to start. Make it a habit to ask your little ones if
they’d like a kiss or hug. And then, activate your grandmother super
powers and honor their choice.
Stick up for them if they need you. Help them learn that they can
say what they feel. If need be, help others to understand why this
issue matters so much. The world will be a better place for it.
Then, consider deciding, in this moment, to overcome the cultural
temptation to compare everything and everyone, all the time. Let me
explain.
When we are small, around 5 or 6 years old, some powerful
metaphorical beings known to many as “Inner Critics” take up
residence in our minds. They’re not aliens. Instead, according to Dr.
Scott Mills, at Planet SARK, they’re parts of our psyche that got frozen
at earlier, less resourceful times. One of the most troubling of those is
the one often known as The Comparer. Comparisons aren’t always
bad. As a strategy, they can be pretty useful. Say, assembling a
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bookcase from IKEA. It’s just not the only strategy we want to have
available!
I had a real light bulb moment about all this when I realized that
my mom, who certainly meant well, said, for decades, that I was the
smart kid and my sister was the artistic kid. I was 40 years old before
I realized it was possible to be both smart and artistic!
That was not a helpful use of the comparing strategy. Neither of us
was lacking. We approached the world differently. As we all do.
Speaking only for myself, life has been a lot more fun since I enlarged
my concept of me.
The Comparer inner critic becomes big trouble when we
experience too much focus on things such as like me or not like me.
Stronger or weaker. Healthy or disabled. And then, in our fear that we
might not measure up, we look for ways to prove our worth at the
expense of others. And, sometimes, we decide that the rules of a kind
and hopeful world do not apply to us.
If this over-emphasis on The Comparer gets too strong, kids can
become bullies. And that’s not all. The Comparer can also create a
perspective that leads kids to identify themselves as victims and lose
hope. Kids who stop trying. Who give up on themselves and the world.
Tragically, that can also begin to happen when we are very young.
So what do we do?
First, we borrow a belief from my old friend, Steve Glenn. There’s
no such thing as failure, which usually implies comparison and
perfection. Only experience to be learned from!
I know. That’s not the way you learned it. If you need to, fake it ’til
you make it.
One of the lights of your life comes home from school, dejected,
and says, “I didn’t win the spelling bee!” (Which, come to think of it,
they probably don’t have anymore, but stick with me…)
You resist the urge to inquire about how many kids were
eliminated before your little one. Instead you go with a big hug and,
“Well, honey, what did you learn?”
Suddenly, whatever they come up with becomes something to
celebrate. (It takes some practice!) And the experience becomes about
your child and what they can carry into the future, rather than trying
to find consolation in the number of kids who feel worse.
Then, repeat, at every opportunity.
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(And just in case you’ve ever done it the old way, welcome to the
club. This stuff is ingrained in us from the time we were learning to
talk. Remember, no such thing as failure!)
Secondly, try really, really hard to erase the “somebody made
me…” paradigm from your brain. Ok, at least from your conversations.
As hard as it is to grasp, “somebody called me a name (or laughed at
my braces, or shoes, or whatever) and made me feel…” Nope!
Or somebody “made me hit them.” Not!
Our responses come from within us. It’s too simple to say that we
choose them, especially for little kids. They are, however, products of
our memories and beliefs and the strategies we’ve learned, often from
the tall people around us. And the more conscious we are of them, the
more we can choose the ones that serve us best.
Every time we do what is kind and just and honorable, even in the
face of our fear or lust for power, we become one of the peaceful
community. And every time we walk away, head high, the bully loses a
bit of power and we are strengthened in our decision not to be a
victim. Really!
Which doesn’t make it easy. The older our kids get, the higher the
risk from bullies. That’s why we start now. Being conscious. Creating
new realities with our language. Giving up failure as a concept.
Focusing on the learning.
If your kids are around 7 or older, you can have a conversation
with them (remembering that readiness for abstract thought and
impulse control are still a long way off) and explain that the way
we’ve all learned to talk about some of these things probably doesn’t
help deal with them, so we can work together to learn a new way to
frame them. That’s an empowering concept all by itself!
And, while we’re at it, there’s another Inner Critic we need to
meet. (Though probably not for the first time.) The Perfectionist can
also appear quite early in life. Like The Comparer, she/he is also born
out of the language our kids hear. From TV. At school. At the dinner
table.
Because none of us can be perfect, the voice of The Perfectionist
often leads our little ones to feel defeated before they’ve ever really
had a chance to learn to throw a ball or read or walk a balance beam.
And, too often, when they agonize about not being perfect in a
particular situation, they quit trying because they believe that if they
don’t try, they can’t fail.
42

Luckily, we no longer believe in failure! We believe in experience
to be learned from. Not sure yet? Remember, I’ve been practicing for a
lot of years and, every now and then, my inner Perfectionist still zings
me good. Then, when I remind myself I don’t believe in perfectionism
or failure, I get back to learning. You can, too!
If I might make a suggestion… start with yourself. Stash any shame
or blame you might be noticing in that box of mine, knowing you can
have them back anytime they seem useful. Our job is not to parade
perfect kids around family reunions. Our job is to love our kids just
the way they are and model kinder, gentler ways of speaking and
acting.
And, if by chance, you’ve recognized some members of your own
inner family and would like to learn more about sending them on long
vacations where they can put their talents to use and quit holding you
back, you’ll want to check out the amazing new book by SARK & Dr.
John Waddell, called Succulent Wild Love.
This seems like a good time in history to live out our own strength
as wonderful, worthwhile human beings for our kids. For now,
though, we have a new friend to meet.
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Then Come Surprises
The Wise Old Man at the Top of the Mountain
This is one of those oral tradition stories that has been told many
ways, by many people, throughout the ages. I learned it, about 15
years or so ago, from one of my hypnosis gurus who explained that it
was an ancient Sufi teaching story. If you dig around in some of the
dustier corners of cyberspace, you’ll undoubtedly find other notions
of where it came from. That’s OK. What matters to us is that this has
been a helpful way for people to learn a hard concept for quite some
time. It starts out as all the really good stories do:
Once upon a time, a very, very long time ago, there was a farmer.
The farmer lived in a small village in a far-away land, near a mountain.
One morning the farmer got up and went out to care for his
animals. As he went about his chores, the farmer, who was very poor,
noticed that his cow was missing. “Oh, no!” cried the farmer.
“Whatever will we do?” The farmer was very upset and he had no idea
what to do next. As the day went on, the farmer became even more
unhappy. Finally he decided that he had to do something. There was
only one thing he could think of to do.
He walked sadly down the little road until it started to lead up the
mountain. The farmer climbed and climbed up the mountain. His feet
hurt and it was beginning to get cold, but still the farmer climbed.
When he got to the top of the mountain, he found a cave where there
lived a wise old man.
“Farmer!” called the wise old man, for he was used to having
visitors like this. “Come in. Sit by the fire. Have a cup of tea. And tell
me what brings you here today.”
The farmer bowed to the wise old man and accepted his cup of tea.
And then, with a shaking voice and a tiny tear in his eye, the farmer
told the wise old man that his cow was gone. Disappeared.
“How will my family live?” the farmer asked. “We need the cow for
milk and to plow our fields. Without her, we will starve.”
The wise old man set his tea down and he began to pull on his long
skinny beard with one of his hands, as he looked deep into the
farmer’s eyes. “We don’t know,” said the wise old man, “whether this
is good news or bad news.”
The farmer leaped up, dropping his tea on the floor. This man
wasn’t wise! Clearly losing their cow was terrible news. And off the
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farmer went, stomping down the mountain and muttering to himself
about the crazy old man.
Several days went by. The farmer spent a lot of time telling his
neighbors about his trip up the mountain and how strange it was that
the old man just said, “We don’t know if this is good news or bad
news.”
The next morning the very worried farmer got up and went out to
begin his work. There, much to his surprise, was his cow. And not only
his cow, but a big, strong bull as well. The farmer was so surprised
and so happy that he dropped his tools and went, as fast as he could
go, back up the mountain to see the wise old man.
“Come in,” the wise old man greeted him. “Sit down. Have a cup of
tea.”
The farmer was so excited he was nearly bursting with his news.
“Tell me what brings you here today,” said the wise old man.
“Well!” said the farmer. “I got up this morning and there was my
cow. She came home! And not only that, but there was a beautiful,
strong bull in the yard as well! Our family is saved! We’ll be rich!”
The wise old man set his tea down and he began to pull on his long
skinny beard with one of his hands as he looked into the farmer’s
eyes. “We don’t know,” said the wise old man, “whether this is good
news or bad news.”
The farmer had never heard anything so silly in his life! Of course
this was good news! And off the farmer went, stomping down the
mountain and muttering to himself about the crazy old man.
Some more time passed.
One day, the farmer’s son, who was just learning to use the plow to
dig up the earth for planting, hitched the big, strong bull to the plow
and began to work. It was a nice, sunny day and the farmer’s son was
thinking about many things. Suddenly, a very large bee flew up and
stung the bull right on his nose.
Well! The bull bellowed really loudly, as bulls are known to do, and
began to run. The farmer’s son wasn’t strong enough to hold on to the
plow. He fell over right in the field and heard a loud sound coming
from his leg. Suddenly his leg began to hurt more than anything had
ever hurt before. All he could do was sit in the dirt and watch as the
bull dug up the earth and ran, as fast as he could go, right through the
fence and away down the road.
The farmer, who loved his son, heard him crying and went running
to see what was wrong. There was his dear son on the ground. The
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field was destroyed where it was all dug up. The bull had clearly
crashed through the fence and run away. The farmer did not know
what he and his family would do so he did the first right thing. He
went and got the village doctor who came and cared for his son.
The boy’s leg was broken. The doctor tied tree branches to each
side of it, as they used to do long ago, and wrapped it tight with some
old pieces of cloth. The farmer and the doctor carried the boy to a
small porch on the front of their tiny home. The doctor said the boy
would have to stay there for many weeks and would not be able to
walk.
The farmer was more and more upset. In fact, he was more upset
than he’d ever been. Finally, because he didn’t know what else to do,
he went and climbed slowly up the mountain.
“Come in,” the wise old man greeted him. “Sit down. Have a cup of
tea. Tell me what brings you here today,” said the wise old man.
The farmer was so upset he could barely talk. Finally he managed
to explain what had happened. His field was ruined. The bull was
gone, and with him the plow. And his dear son’s leg was broken and
would not heal for many weeks.
The wise old man set his tea down and he began to pull on his long
skinny beard with one of his hands, as he looked deep into the
farmer’s eyes. “We don’t know,” said the wise old man, “whether this
is good news or bad news.”
With that, the farmer flung his tea cup to the ground and went
stomping down off the mountain, threatening to tell everyone he
knew that the wise old man was not wise at all, but mean and just
plain crazy.
The farmer was so angry he could barely do his work. A few days
passed as he cared for his son without crutches or wheelchairs or any
of the things we might use in our time.
Then, one morning, the farmer woke to all kinds of noise in the
village. There were soldiers from far away on the road, with wagons,
capturing all the young men of the village to go and fight in a war.
People were crying and begging that their sons not be taken.
The farmer’s son couldn’t go, because of his broken leg.
When the soldiers had left the village, the farmer went and fixed
tea for his son and himself. And he pulled a bit at his long, skinny
beard and said, with a light of understanding in his eye, “We really
don’t know, do we?
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What will you do with this story, now that I’ve given it to you?
I don’t know.
You can give it back, if you want, and, depending on your own
beliefs and experiences, I’m aware that you might very well want to
do that.
I do hope you’ve read it.
Will you tell it to your children?
I don’t know. Much, I suppose, depends on their ages and
experiences.
It may help to know that I don’t think mine are quite ready yet,
though we’ll get there one day. Maybe with a bit of editing!
I do know that if, in some tiny crack of consciousness, this amazing
tale sneaks in and takes hold, you’ll be in a place to help your kids deal
with all the life events we so quickly define as good or bad. Right or
wrong. Many of those events, it turns out, just are. And, like the
expectations game we talked about earlier, we tend to lose the
opportunity to learn from the ones we label good and use up a lot of
energy railing against the ones we label bad.
One day when Dave was about five and we lived in the Cheap
House, he decided to pour himself a glass of orange juice. He wasn’t
sure he could manage the gallon jug in the fridge with one hand so he
put his glass in the middle of the kitchen floor where he could pour
with two hands.
Now you’re probably nodding along thinking he was quite the
clever kid. (And he was.) But we had carpet in the kitchen! Carpet, by
that time, soaked in a gallon of orange juice. And I was about to be
even more late for work.
Good news? No. Bad news? No. Just news. (With a little
conversation on the way to day care about what we might do
differently next time!)
Try hanging out with the wise old man on the top of the mountain
for a while. I’ve gotten pretty fond of him!
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Next, Feelings!
This would be another good time for us to remember, once again,
the box I keep, way in a back corner of my mind, to hold any random
shame or blame we might be carrying around, lest it keep us from
learning new things. I’ll get the box back out for this chapter. You can
put your stuff there, too, if you have any. We’ve got a few more hard
things to think about and the shame and blame really won’t help! As
always, if you want them back, no worries.
If you’re anything like me, you may have learned some less than
helpful ideas about feelings along the way. In fact, you may have
learned them so well that you don’t even realize they might just be
ideas that aren’t helping you today. We’re going to look at some of
those ideas in this chapter. If, for whatever reason, this doesn’t feel
like a good time for you, just skip to the next chapter. There will
always be time for exploring.
Before we begin, a word of caution. In order to really explore what
we’ve learned about feelings, we may need to deal with the notion
that some of the people who helped us to learn about feelings may
have been mistaken. We’re not picking on them. I imagine they were
doing the best they could. It’s just time to unravel a bit of the
confusion.
Are you ready?
First, feelings are all good. There are not, as you may have been
told, good feelings and bad feelings. They’re all just feelings.
Neurological responses to everything from the weather to the news to
the fact that we skipped lunch.
Sure, we’d rather feel happy or excited or glad or enthusiastic or
proud. The people around us would generally rather we did, too.
We’re easier to get along with when we feel the smiley feelings. We’re
less likely to fling ourselves to the floor and scream, which kind of
makes everybody’s day. You’ve no doubt been encouraged to stick
with the smiley feelings.
Astoundingly, the not-so-smiley feelings are good, too. Sad. Scared.
Angry. Feelings of embarrassment or disappointment. The feelings
that may have gotten you sent to your room as a small child. The
feelings that may have led to people telling you that you were making
the baby Jesus sad.
What those folks didn’t understand was that we have no control
over the neurological components of what we feel. (Well, we do, in a
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way, but it has something to do with food or chemical substances
supplementing neurotransmitters in our brains. Or, to put it more
simply, why some of us crave potatoes when we’re really stressed,
which is probably a conversation for another day.) For now, let’s
agree that our emotional feelings come from the part of us often called
our unconscious mind, which is always trying to help us. Babies can
help us to understand.
Warm, comfortable, well-fed babies, who feel safe, giggle and coo
and play with their toes. They play mirroring games with the tall
people, learning to smile back because, at a fundamental survival
level, when we smile and engage with them, they are safer and, deep
in their DNA, they know it.
Cold, hungry, frightened, lonely babies cry. They scrunch up their
tiny faces and turn red and scream because their survival depends on
our loving care and intervention. And we pat and soothe and comfort
because we love them and, at least in the moment, our survival
appears to depend on their not screaming anymore.
Here’s a good example. Anger is a secondary emotion. The primary
emotion which exists beneath it is fear. Specifically, the fear that we or
someone or something we value is being threatened. Anger is not a
sin. It’s the way our inner wisdom tries to tell us that there’s a
problem to be solved. Facebook is a great example. Think about posts
that make you angry. (They don’t have to be the same as the ones that
make me angry!) Now let yourself wonder, for just a moment, what it
is that feels like it’s being threatened by those posts? Your faith? Your
healthcare? Your kids’ education? Your values? Your dreams for the
future? Whatever the answer is, the anger is trying to help you in
some way. To make you see something that needs to be conscious in
order to make choices about it.
Which brings us to the second thing about feelings. We don’t get to
choose them. They are what they are at any given moment. We do get
to decide what to do with them.
Let’s go back to Facebook. Somebody, for reasons which totally
escape me, posts something to which I respond by feeling angry. I
have choices in that moment. I could fling my new laptop, which
makes it possible for me to write for more than 10 minutes without a
major pain episode, at the big cupboard across the room which is
better used for storing quilt fabric. In all likelihood, my laptop would
smash on the floor, with the result that I would be not just angry, but
uncomfortable and way behind on my writing.
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Or I could send off a fast, not fully considered, and probably
misspelled reply, telling that person exactly why they’re wrong and
what they ought to do differently. Which might feel redemptive. It
might also make it harder for some of the people who read my writing
to hear what I’m truly hoping they’ll hear.
Or, I could take three slow deep breaths, grateful for enough
education to know that those slow deep breaths will actually change
my brain chemistry so that I will feel calmer and, perhaps, go on to a
different conversation in which I might just be able to make a
difference.
If you read my blog or my Facebook pages, you may have already
realized I don’t always make the same choice, but I’m working on it! In
any event, my initial reaction of anger was the end result of a lifetime
of memories and beliefs and values that just are. What I do with such a
reaction is up to me.
So, you may be wondering, what does that have to do with
grandmothers?
Well, it’s a really good idea to try as hard as you can not to tell
your kids that their feelings are good or bad. Don’t tell them what they
should or shouldn’t feel. Realize that what they’re feeling is, in some
important way, trying to help them. Teach them to take three deep
breaths before doing anything else. Then, if they need them, three
more. Start very early to explore with them what they might do with
their feelings and what things are likely to happen because of what
they choose.
For the really itty-bitties, hold them and tell them how much you
love them and how much you’ll love them still when they no longer
need to scream to feel ok.
When they’re a little older, introduce them to 30-second dance
parties, Shonda Rhimes style. Just turn on the music and dance it out,
together. (No one is looking!)
And when they’re turning, before your very eyes, into tweens and
teens, tell them that they can feel whatever they need to, but they
can’t dump it all over everybody else. Punching pillows is fine. Putting
fists through walls is not. Blaming others doesn’t help. Abusive
language directed at others isn’t permitted. (For any of us!) Teach
them to write what they feel, which is a fancy therapeutic way of
externalizing and organizing their feelings, so that they realize what
they feel isn’t all of who they are.
The catch?
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You need to be at least on the way to learning those same
strategies yourself. Be willing to admit that you didn’t learn the best
ways to deal with feelings as a kid, if that’s true. Don’t push them to
explain when they’re not ready. Don’t go all, “it’s really no big deal” on
them. Feelings are what they are. We can learn how to deal with them.
Together.
And one more thing. If it sounds easy and you’re trying to figure
out why it has, perhaps, not been easy for you, it’s not easy! It is
possible. And in that, there is hope.
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A Few Reminders About Communication
First, it’s hard! Have you seen the video about the elephant who
understands sign language and communicates using a cell phone? It’s
mind boggling. Think, for a few minutes, about all the work that’s got
to go into making an interaction like that possible. All the willingness
to learn new things. All the faith that learning new things is actually
possible.
Then, especially if you have little ones, picture your grandkids.
Think about all the words that weren’t even words when you were a
child. Think about life before cell phones and personal computers and
microwaves.
My Gramma Elsie lived, for as long as I remembered, with my aunt
and her family. Quite a while after the rest of the grandkids were born,
Tommy came along. Tommy who picked all the green tomatoes in
Elsie’s garden one year. Tommy who took one bite out of every one of
a triple batch of yeast rolls Gramma made for a church supper. Elsie
adored him anyway.
Later, when Tommy started high school, he had a computer in his
room. When Tommy would head down to the kitchen for a snack, Elsie
would sneak into his room and pull the plug on his computer. Tommy,
as you might imagine, was not amused.
Elsie, who was born in 1891, was just being helpful. “That thing,”
she’d say, with the little puff of air that ruffled the hair on her
forehead, “will tell you things you don’t want to know.”
She had a point!
Just try, in this moment, to wrap your head around what a huge
thing communication actually is. Then, ponder if you will, the
postmodern narrative notion that language creates reality. It took me
about 10 years to let that one in. Now, picture your kids again. Or
picture mine if that’s a bit less scary right now. We are creating their
reality with what we say.
Let’s start with a couple of easy things to learn. (These may even
be familiar, depending on whether you went to kindergarten and what
you’ve been doing for the last few decades!)
 Talk to the itty-bitties a lot. Read. Sing. When they go mummum-mum, you repeat it right back. Ba-ba-ba. Join them where
they are.
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Try to get the expression on your face to match the message of
your words. One eyebrow up and flared nostrils are not
consistent with, “I love you.”
Play games like “peek-a-boo” and “where’s Waldo?” Repetition
helps.
Speak in “I statements.” I feel sad instead of You made me sad.
I’m hungry instead of Do you want lunch? This really decreases
the likelihood that you’ll trigger a defensive or confused
reaction. Own your own stuff. (And help them learn to own
theirs!)
And try really, really hard to avoid baby talk. It’s just confusing.
With baby talk the little ones lose the consistent message of
vocabulary and volume and inflection as they begin to learn to
make meaning out of language. Once you’re avoiding baby talk,
you can begin to do a really great thing. Talk to little kids like
real people. Yes, they’ll miss a few things. And ask a zillion
questions. Great! Questions are born of curiosity and curiosity
is our best state for learning new things.

As they get older, ask gently for them to repeat what they said if
you didn’t understand. Apologize if you just don’t get it. Try, “Grammy
really wants to know what you’re saying. Can we try again?” And
realize it’s normal if they get frustrated and just stop trying for the
moment. This is one of the most complex things they’ll ever learn. It
takes as long as it takes.
Try to avoid labeling your kids. Even positive labels can limit their
notions of who they can become. You remember the story about my
mom and the “smart kid/artistic kid” labels.
Which brings us to “good” and “bad” as in good/bad girls and boys.
It’s hard to quit if it’s what you grew up with. It’s hard to quit if you
live with dogs. It’s also important to find a new strategy. (Remember
the inner critics!) Each of your kids is valuable for who they are.
They’re not good or bad for what they’re doing in the moment.
Interrupt inappropriate or dangerous behavior with, “We can’t do that
because…” or “I need you to stop…” Reinforce positive choices with,
“Wow! That was really kind of you. Or, “That was really helpful!” The
feedback is on the behavior, not the child.
Say, “Thank you” a lot. Thank you for: the picture you made… the
story you shared with me…picking up your toys…being gentle with
the cat. Appreciate who they are. Encourage what they’re doing. And
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look for times when they’re doing nothing in particular to remind
them how much you love them. (This is a challenge with toddlers!)
It’s never too early or too late to start! Dave was four when I first
began learning many of these insights through Developing Capable
People. I’ve worked with plenty of families who show up ready for
help when their kids are teens. They’ll push back harder if they’re
teens. If you’re persistent, you’ll all learn new things!
This is, perhaps, a good time to bring up parents. It’s just possible
that they will have different ideas about some of these perceptions.
It’s also possible that they’ll be so sleep deprived or stressed about
money or just terrified that they’re doing it wrong that they might
appreciate some very gentle modeling on your part. Not lecturing.
Modeling. This is not some crazy pop-psych notion of how to get easy,
perfect kids with absolutely no effort. It’s hard. It’s also what we all
need. And our chances are better when kids have those five people
they can count on. This is how you get to be one of those people!
It’s time for more questions. All over the world, people are looking
for answers. Preferably answers that somebody else will just hand
them with a guarantee as opposed to the kind we have to work for.
Answers are over-rated! What we want are better questions.
Questions make all the difference.
Better questions are open-ended. Sometimes they don’t even have
question marks! “Tell me about what you liked at school today.”
“What was interesting?”
“What was hard?”
Notice that these are not questions intended to produce yes/no
answers. They’re not intended to produce “right” answers. They’re
actually invitational questions meant to explore experience. (Which
doesn’t guarantee that tweens and teens and kids who had hard days
won’t blow you off completely! That’s OK, too.)
To put it another way, ask questions to understand and to help
them understand. Not to get the right answer!
I’m hoping you’ll permit me a joke as an example…
One Sunday the young pastor called all the kids up front for the
children’s message. He began with a question. What animal is brown
and has a furry tail and lives in trees?
Nobody responded.
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Ever hopeful, the pastor asked again. This time he added chewing
kinds of motions with his face and a couple of little squeaky noises.
What kind of animal is that?
Blank faces all around.
Then the anxiety set in. The pastor was anxious. The parents were
anxious. The kids were anxious. (Or wanted their snacks!)
Finally a brave little boy raised his hand.
The pastor was so ecstatic that he shouted. What animal is it?
Well, said the little boy, It sounds like a squirrel, but I know the
answer is supposed to be Jesus!
Try not to be the pastor. If you ask sincere questions, they’ll
answer you. And you’ll be helping them develop their own thought
process, which is a winner for everybody.
Here’s a narrative therapy trick I would find it hard to live without.
Try noticing and wondering. I notice that your lunch is still on the table
and I’m wondering about your plan for eating today.
I notice that you got almost all your spelling words correct today
and I wonder what you did to help that happen.
Yes, it can feel a little awkward at first. And you have to pay
attention to your kids’ ages and developmental abilities. The lunch
thing doesn’t work with 6-month-old babies. It might be starting to
work with two year-olds. By the time they’re 14, you just notice the
lunch and (gulp!) say nothing. (More on this later…)
First, I need to risk a radical statement.
It’s not their job to make us proud. Really!
I know. This probably isn’t the way you learned it. At the very
least, it’s counterintuitive. And you may well be so proud of them you
had to buy a cell phone with more memory so you could cart all the
pictures around.
Me, too!
But it’s still not their job to make us proud. It’s their job to make
themselves proud. Here’s how we help…
Your beloved grandchild lives through her ballet recital, despite
significant stage fright. You give her a big hug and ask if she’s proud.
Another of your beloved grandkids works really hard and makes
the tennis team. Or the swim team. Or the chess team. Along with the
big hug, provided you’re not in public or your kid’s OK with it, you say,
“I’m so excited for you!” Maybe followed up with, “What do you think
helped you do that?”
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Then, listen to the answer if you’re lucky enough to get one.
What we’re building here, bit by bit, is an internal locus of control.
We’re raising kids who know, deep in themselves, that they’ve
accomplished something. Or tried really hard. Or learned something
new. That they are enough. And they’re not waiting around for us to
validate their experience. Though celebrating with a new book, or
game, or an iTunes song for their iPod, wouldn’t be out of line.
We want our kids to have an experience and be able to say what
was important about it, or what they learned. Then we want them to
decide whether that’s an experience they’d like more of, or maybe not
so much. Then we want them to at least begin to make a plan for how
they might make that future happen. One experience at a time.
Start early and start small. You really can’t just give them the keys
when they’re 16 and expect them to have it all figured out. Well, you
can, but trust me; you’re going to wind up making a whole lot of trips
up the mountain!
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Practical Matters
Buy a dust buster! Best thing ever for preschoolers. I used to give
them to all my friends as baby gifts. You want the kind with rechargeable batteries. That way, you can give the kids an actual useful
job to do without having to worry that they’re going to have so much
fun they’ll want to do it for three hours straight and you’ll wind up
with a migraine.
It was great when Dave was little. Remember the carpet in the
kitchen? It really was helpful to have him get down there and vacuum
under the toe kick. Less crud. Kid feels great. And you say “Thank
you!” a lot. “That was a really big help!” If your knees are anything like
mine, it’s an even bigger help with the grandkids than it was with the
actual kid! (Note that we’re avoiding any mention of the whole
good/bad boy/girl trap. We’re just being sincerely grateful.)
Kids need opportunities to learn a sense of being capable. Of
actually being helpful. This is harder in our world than it once was.
We used to need kids to gather eggs and weed green beans and take a
quarter to the bakery for a loaf of bread. Now, if we’re not thinking
hard, we mostly need them to get dressed for school without putting
their shoes in the toilet, or forgetting their soccer uniform. There’s a
difference between learning that you make a difference and just trying
not to get in trouble.
They can carry groceries pretty young. Put napkins, or perhaps
plastic dishes, on the dinner table. Water the herb garden, preferably
just outside. They can scoop the dog’s food into the dish. Counting and
caring for others! Our attitude makes all the difference. Can we really
value their contributions or are we just trying to keep them out of the
way?
Salad spinners are almost as great as dust busters. A couple of
lessons for a 5-year-old and somebody’s actually learning to help
make dinner. Served up with a sincere, “Wow! Thank you for this
great salad!” and you’ve made the kid’s whole day.
Then there’s money. (It was kind of inevitable, wasn’t it?)
Start young. A little bit for their banks. A bit for a trip to a really
good farmers’ market. Small, no-risk decisions. Their decisions. And
no more when they’ve spent theirs and wish they’d bought what their
brother chose. Hugs and understanding. If you’re blessed to be close
by, another chance next week. Calm. No yelling required. Just, “Let’s
make a plan for next week. What would you like to do differently?”
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Why does it matter? Well, because money is an excellent way to
help kids learn that they have influence in their lives. Not all at once,
but in manageable bits. The last thing we want is to raise kids who
believe that they have no influence and bad things just happen to
them that ruin their lives.
Increase the choices and the relative risk, as they’re ready. Many
5th or 6th graders are ready to choose their school clothes. While many
parents will handle most of this, some could really use your help. Give
the kids a firm budget. Tell them they must have shoes, socks, and
underwear. After that, the rules at our house involved Dave choosing
things that weren’t obscene or satanic. Be clear about the rules at your
house and try to concentrate on the absolutely essential ones. The
tricky part is no more clothes until a big change of seasons or a major
growth spurt.
By 11th or 12th grade, with a lot of practice, they should be able to
manage most of the their finances for the school year. And the
consequences. They’ve been doing well with their budget but wind up
a little short at Prom time. You happen to need a couple of extra
garden holes dug. A little grace saves what could have been a big
mess. (Though if they choose not to dig holes, well, they have more
opportunities for learning!)
Oh, one more big thing I learned from Steve Glenn. If they drive
your car, with permission from Mom and Dad and proper insurance,
make a deal with them, If they bring the car back with less than ¼
tank of gas, they’ve decided not to use the car again for 2 weeks. No
yelling. Just respect for their decision not to drive again right now. It
works!
Again, there may be different rules at home. It’s really OK. There
are different rules at a college football game and a job interview. The
sooner they get that idea, the better things will go throughout their
lives.
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Practice Makes Better!
Shortly after we got married, Bill’s mom called one evening. She
was all excited. “We just got a puppy!” she bubbled.
I had concerns. They’d never had a dog before. We’d had lots. I
started showing when I was 17 and had considerable experience with
training. Also housebreaking.
“What kind?” I asked, going with the obvious first question.
“A yellow Lab,” she replied.
I like Labs a lot. How could you not? We had a Lab when I was a
kid. She was a great dog. She also ate all the landscaping and then
chewed the siding off the house! Labs are not starter dogs.
“Have you signed up for puppy class?” I asked. “Labs can take a
while to grow up.”
“No problem,” Betty replied. “The guy at the pet shop said we
needed a crate.”
A couple of weeks later, Bill had a wedding to do in Atlanta so we
went for a visit. There was Sugar Bear, just eight weeks old, tiny and
separated from his dam and litter way too young, in a very large crate,
right at the end of the island in the kitchen.
I asked if I could pick him up for a cuddle.
“Oh, no,” came the answer. “The guy at the pet shop said Labs grow
up slowly, but he should be all ready to behave by the time he’s three
years old.”
Now, I know Betty was trying hard. And she thought she was
following all the directions. The problem was that she honestly
believed she could leave that puppy in the crate, complete with Nerf
balls to choke on, until he turned three. Then, according to the plan,
she would fling open the crate door and Sugar Bear would emerge,
well behaved and completely ready to let the sofa live.
The plan was, to say the least, a bit optimistic!
I’ve told this story often in Developing Capable People classes and
family counseling sessions. The problem, of course, being that, for
puppies and children both, becoming a fully capable adult takes a lot
of practice and you can’t get that in a crate.
Kids need practice. Practice with consequences. Practice with
money. Practice with making decisions. They also need practice with
laundry and lunch and homework. They need practice with
responsibility and making contributions to families and teams and
communities.
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I’m a big believer in judiciously used dog crates. When Sarah, one
of our Newfoundland rescue dogs, came to live with us she was 18
months old. She weighed 130 pounds and had absolutely no
obedience training. She could also take food out of the toaster oven,
which is on a stainless steel rack at my eye level. I’m 5’8” tall.
Sarah was no trouble when we were at home. As is true for most
families, though, it was occasionally necessary for her to stay home
alone. First we tried baby gates. She jumped them. Then I tried
stacking two of them, one over the other, in doorways. She knocked
them down. She got in the trash and devoured chew toys and gnawed
on furniture. The day she unscrewed the lid from a large plastic bottle
of joint supplements and ate about a quarter of them, I decided that a
crate was in order. I was afraid she was going to kill herself.
Adapting took a week or two. We started with 10 minutes at a time
when I was home. I’d set a kitchen timer. She clawed at the floor pan
and howled like a Bloodhound. I put the headphones on and turned up
the meditation music. Sarah is a blessedly fast learner, though, and
figured out pretty quickly that getting in the box went with a small fist
full of treats tossed inside.
She’s fine with the crate now. The thing is so big we refer to it as
her Personal Vacation Villa. We did have to rearrange some furniture
to make it work, but I can leave the house without worrying that she’ll
hurt herself. I figure the treats into her regular diet and, as far as I can
tell, all is well.
I’m not suggesting that your grandkids need a dog crate. (I’m not
allowed to suggest that!) I am suggesting that there are some things to
be learned in a couple of stories about dogs.
First, it’s our job to protect them from things they’re not ready for
yet. Traffic. Knives. Poisons. It’s not our job to protect them from
opportunities to learn. Only from bigger risks than they can handle.
Second, as we’ve noted, life takes practice. We can’t do everything
for them. This is hard for grandmothers! We’re talking about the
dearest people in our worlds. We want to feed them and play with
them and make a visit with us seem like Disney World. This is our
opportunity to grow, as well as theirs.
Maybe we feed them pumpkin pie for breakfast the day after
Thanksgiving. (I think pumpkin pie is lots better for breakfast,
anyway. At least I used to.) Other days, it’s real food. Preferably the
kind that doesn’t require lying to Mom and Dad!
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Maybe we sit and flip through magazines for an hour while they
splash in bubble bath. If they’re old enough to climb up on one of
those little tooth-brushing stools, they get to hang up towels. Really!
And we get to manage our anxiety over crooked towels because it’s
more important for them to accomplish something than it is for
everything to be perfectly folded.
Maybe we take them to Build-a-Bear as part of their Christmas gift.
(It’s fun; though it turns out I’m allergic!) If we said, though, that each
of them could have an animal and one outfit, we leave the millions of
dollars worth of other options in the store and decline to feel guilty.
The specific examples will be different for your family, but you get
the point. The next issue is closely related.
Don’t try to make everything easier for them that it was for you
and your kids. I know. It’s tempting. It’s the American dream. It’s also
a really bad idea. Instead, help them get ready for life!
Playing games with them is a good start. Pick age-appropriate
games. The vast majority of them aren’t ready for Monopoly at four.
That just leads to frustration.
When you play, follow the rules. Read and explain them as
necessary. Better yet, get a young reader to read them. Keep the lid of
the box handy to be the external referee. Letting them cheat doesn’t
teach them anything you want them to learn.
My Granny loved a card game called Spite and Malice. It was a lot
like some versions of solitaire, but with several people playing. The
first to get rid of all the cards in the stack she started with was the
winner. Everyone else had to count the cards they had left and pay the
winner a penny for every card. Granny actually took our pennies! It
was a good thing.
Don’t let them win, either. Don’t play your competitive best, when
you’re starting out, but don’t let them win. I remember the first time I
beat my dad playing Monopoly. And, later, chess. Those were big days
in my life and I knew I’d earned them. Talk about confidence!
Start little ones with non-competitive options. Check suggestions
from Waldorf or Montessori schools if you need ideas. Then go on to
things like Candy Land. It’s amazing how much fun it can be if your
kids are loving it! Play what they like. Have them teach you the rules.
Check out some new stuff. Taylor loves a card game called Sleeping
Queens. It was supposedly invented by an 8 year-old and it’s a pretty
big challenge. Don’t play with Taylor, though, unless you’re seriously
ok with losing.
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Get older kids to teach you what they like. If that means video
games, ok. Basketball, too, if you’re up for it. Maybe Ping-Pong instead!
Teach them to play Cribbage or Gin. They’re great for math skills.
Scrabble is great for language and strategy skills. Let them use words
from their worlds. There are some new ones these days! With a little
work, you can get them to watch Jeopardy with you. Or Who Wants to
be a Millionaire? (They do!)
Don’t, on the other hand, do their homework for them. Ever. I say
this being fully aware that Mom and Dad may have other rules. So may
other grandparents. Contextual flexibility is an important life skill, too,
and you don’t do their work. Nor do you take the stuff they left home
to school the next day, except, perhaps in truly extraordinary
circumstances. If, God forbid, they broke a leg at soccer, did their
homework sitting in the ER, and just forgot it amongst all the crutches,
and notes from the doctor the next day, helping them out wouldn’t
hurt. If they Face timed their friends all through breakfast and blew
you off when you asked if they had everything they needed, it’s time to
learn about consequences!
Helpful questions, a book they can’t reach from your shelves, a trip
to the library, quizzing them on their multiplication tables. All great.
Just don’t you fall for the ego trap of “How will they get into a great
college?”
I’ve been through this with more families than you’d imagine. The
mom who does her 6th grader’s science project. The dad who tries to
bribe an algebra teacher. (Oh, yes!) The kid who refuses to do his
homework because somebody else is pushing him to go to college,
rather than learning about what he wants.
And, even more sadly, the teens who create major meltdowns
during their junior or senior years in high school because they know,
at some level, that they’ll never make it in the big pond called college
because they’ve never had to learn how.
Here’s another great way to help. Try, just as an experiment, to let
go of an either/or view of the universe. Not necessarily both/and,
though that can certainly be useful. My favorite place to start on this is
the strategy of the third alternative. Steve Glenn, Stephen Covey, my
hypnosis guru, a whole bunch of really bright folks, agree.
Let’s say your sweet faced kid has a decision to make. Baseball
game with his team or birthday party with a friend. He’s torn. Anxious.
Possibly hatching a stomach ache. Listen, first. Tell him you hear how
hard this is. Then ask if he sees any other options. (Throw out one of
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your own if he’s new at this.) Suddenly, you and he are in a much
more resourceful place for making a decision. Maybe he decides to
take his friend a birthday gift ahead of time and then go to the game.
Maybe he decides something you hadn’t considered that’s actually
possible. Who knows?
What we do know is that early practice at this world view will be
really helpful in their lives.
With toddlers, I’d start with offering them two options, both of
which are acceptable to you. It’s snowing outside. Instead of saying,
“What do you want to wear?” and taking the chance that they’ll choose
their adorable bathing suit and sparkly flip-flops, put out two outfits
which will keep them from freezing and let them choose. The more
practice they get, the better!
Love them. Play with them. Make their favorite food for their
birthdays. Don’t try to make their lives so easy that they don’t learn
how to live their own lives. The sooner they learn that they need to
bail themselves out, the less trouble they’ll get into and the brighter
their futures will be.
Admittedly, most grandparents don’t get to make all the choices or
all the rules. Just do what you can, with all the love and hope you feel
in your heart. When you think about it, that would be a pretty good
thing for them to learn as well.
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Let’s Talk About Change!
Welcome to a great example of the places where many things are
true and they don’t always seem to get along…kids and change! For
years, now, we’ve been engaged in a lose-lose battle over what kids
need with regard to changes in their lives. Let’s start by admitting
there isn’t a simple answer!
First, we are all born with different personality tendencies and one
of those tendencies has to do with how we perceive change. Some
people are horrified by the very notion. Some are thinking, “Cool!
Adventure!” Very often these people marry each other and have
babies. Predictably, we wind up with, “He has to go to bed at the same
time every night!” and “Schedule-schmedule!” Both followed by, “I did
just fine!” And none of that is really about the kid.
In my family, we moved a lot. The oral tradition insists that I
arrived home from the second day of first grade and announced that
some kid in my class, named Jeanne, “Had lived here her whole life!”
We were, by that time, on my 4th state and 6th house. It was
incomprehensible to me. I honestly think I just thought change
happened. My younger sister, who’d missed a few of those moves,
seems to have decided that change was just plain wrong and she was
not at all in favor.
Nature or nurture? Oldest or youngest? Who’s to say?
What we do know is that life is changing and changing pretty fast.
Helping our kids see that as normal, while perhaps practicing some
extra coping skills, seems like the best idea to me. Also, clearly, it’s
age-related.
Infants, especially breast-fed infants, create a culture of routine
and that’s helpful for development. We’re talking about people with
no grasp of the developmental notion of object permanence. They are
comforted by a routine in which hunger brings crying brings (usually)
Mom brings a warm belly and dry diapers. Then we start over. That’s
developmentally appropriate and good for brain health.
When they start heading out into the world on their own two feet,
we need to have practiced a few other things. Teachers do things
differently than we do them at home. That’s OK. (Well, almost always.)
Sometimes story time comes when you’d rather be playing Legos.
That’s OK, too. My teacher got another job and now we have another
teacher. That’s OK. Let’s see what we’ll learn from him!
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We need to believe in their ability to adapt to change or they never
will. We need to let them know that we see them growing and getting
more and more able to experience new things. If we don’t, as an old
friend of mine once said, believe for them, on the days they can’t quite
believe for themselves, then the odds are good that they’ll live in fear
and not try new things because they believe we’re right. They believe
we’re hopelessly behind on technology and clueless about music and
confused about vegetables, but they believe us—at some level of
awareness—about this.
Start small. Go to a different park now and then. Invite a different
friend over to play. Ask good questions: What was that like for you?
What did you learn? What would you like to do differently next time?
Yes, you’ll worry. Just stash a bunch of the worry into the box with
the shame and blame for a while and pretend you believe they can
learn change. After 30-some years of counseling kids and families, I
can promise you that this is one of the biggest issues kids face and one
of the easiest to help them handle. We just need to do the growing!
We’re having a bit of a learning experience about change at our
house just now. You see, suddenly we have a new 4-footed baby!
We’re still settling the Newfie kids in since Phoebe (the new kid)
joined our family about six weeks ago. The girls are getting along
really well, which is a huge blessing. Phoebe is learning fast. We’ve
made it clear to door manners! She’s still a bit uncertain about what’s
likely to come next. I don’t blame her. She’s had a lot of trauma,
followed by a whole lot of change!
Sarah’s delighted to have a playmate. I have noticed, though, that
she’s a bit clingy. A bit pushier than usual when someone is handing
out attention. Perhaps even a bit anxious about her place in the family.
In the meantime, I’m probably busier with my writing than Sarah
and Phoebe think is optimal.
It’s my job to acknowledge the temptation to overcompensate and
not give in to it. It’s also my job to remind myself that I’m counting on
their ability to deal with change. After all, they’ve already done a lot of
that. I’m also reminding myself that they, and most of us, are pattern
learners. Translation? Repetition is really useful.
You’ve already realized that a lot of families go through this same
kind of change with 2-footed kids. They are often anxious and
tempted to give up whatever routines they’ve had in place. I get it. In
fact, that happened for about two days when Phoebe first got here. I
slipped up on Sarah’s routines because I thought she’d be confused
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when Phoebe didn’t have to follow the same patterns yet. (Phoebe
knew nothing of basic dog vocabulary when she arrived.) Sarah
embraced the chaos wholeheartedly. This is not the desired outcome
with a dog who weighs 135 pounds!
Miraculously, when I went back to doing my job, Sarah went back
to doing hers. She’s a really good teacher!
And, since it’s really hard to hold a Newfie for singing and dancing,
even when my rescue girls are asking for assurance that they are
enough, that food will magically fall in the bowls tomorrow, that there
is a place for both of them, that they are, to borrow from Anne Lamott
once again, chosen and loved and safe, I’ve planned some couch
cuddling time for tomorrow morning. Fortunately, it’s a big couch!
And, yes, rituals and traditions are still important for all of us!
Balance is what we’re after.
About 15 years or so ago, I was at a Hypnosis training class in
Metro D.C. In our morning session, we’d been talking about power.
Then the big group broke up for lunch and a small group exercise. I
have no idea what the task was. I do, vividly, remember one of the
guys in my group commenting that I was, “very into power.”
I was aghast! That was not at all the way I saw myself. I’m pretty
sure I skipped the rest of lunch. I needed to think.
When we got back to the big group that afternoon, the guy who
was teaching rambled around a bit and then, when we didn’t even see
it coming, said: “The most flexible person in any group is the one with
the most power to get things done.”
Wham! One step reframe with a big gold bow. (That’s how it’s
supposed to work, by the way!)
It was all clear for me in an instant. I don’t care about the kind of
power where, in order for me to have more, you have to have less. I do
care deeply about the power to get things done.
And, so, I care about being flexible. Can we try it a different way?
Can we look at it from a different angle? Who’s got a new idea? What
might work better? How can we make this happen?
Now, I know you probably weren’t there that day. But, you can still
get in on the deal! What if being the most flexible person in the crowd
did give you the most power to get things done? What if it gave you
the most power to help others be more flexible and get things done?
What if Grandmothers are here for that, and flexibility and power are
hope for the world?
What then???
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We have a chance to teach our children and grandchildren that
they have the power to change the world.
“Never doubt,” said Margaret Mead, “that a small group of
thoughtful and committed citizens can change the world. It’s the only
thing that ever has!”
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Yes, But!
I see you, over there in the corner, with your hand about half
raised, possibly hoping I won’t see you at all. There are a lot of “buts”
hanging in the air.
Yes, but, what if my kids have made decisions differently than I
would have?
But what if they’re in trouble?
But what if some of those things have made it hard for me to see
my grandkids?
I hear you.
And we do live in quirky, challenging, modern families. Sometimes
in dangerous families. And, sadly, the power to get things done doesn’t
necessarily change all that by tomorrow.
Well, you start where you are. One of the best ways to love your
grandkids is to support their parents as far as you can and release
them to the consequences of their choices if they still need more time
to learn the really big things. Drugs? Violence? Gangs?
Are you sad? Furious? Doubting yourself? Talk to somebody who
will hear your feelings and not tell you that it’s no big deal. It is a big
deal! Often, we need those five people, too.
Do what you can do. Love your grandkids. Look for ways to give
them rituals and traditions. Believe in their absolute power to be
more than they may have known.
Learn to Tweet. Or Facebook. Or whatever. Enter their world in a
way they understand. Get them to teach you. Take time for just them,
away from whatever the issues may be. One of my girls is not a fan of
talking on the phone, though I suspect that will change over time!
We’ll be there, in about a week, for Thanksgiving. I’m going to ask her
to teach me to FaceTime. (I may be behind on technology, but I’m way
into communication!)
Empower your kids. Let them see your belief in them reflected in
your eyes. Encourage their dreams, even when they’re different than
yours! When they’re not around, believe in other people’s kids.
When I was teaching lots of Developing Capable People workshops,
everybody got two things for a graduation present. The first was an
imaginary roll of duct tape. Any color they wanted. “Carry it around,” I
told them, “and use it when you just want to make things comfortable
for you. When you’re launching into a speech about the way we’ve
always done it.”
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It helps! Perhaps even more so for grandparents.
This is a very confusing time to be a parent. How do parents
explain the 2016 election to their children? How do they explain
school shootings to children? How do they choose schools for
children, in the face of some pretty depressing news about education
in this country? How do they decide about vaccines, of which there are
more and more choices and less and less certainty about their
benefits? How do they deal with religion in a time when the difference
between Baptists and Episcopalians is nowhere near the hardest
question their kids will encounter? What do they serve for dinner?
It’s also a confusing time to be a grandmother. My suggestion for
some of these really big issues is to get out the invisible duct tape!
Wait to be asked. And when you’re asked, go easy on the answers. Try
questions, instead. “What are you trying to accomplish?” is always a
good place to start. “Have you tried listing the pros and cons for your
family?” “What other information do you need to help you make a
decision?” “How can I best help?”
It’s hard. Fortunately, the invisible roll of duct tape never runs out!
And, if we use it now and then, it’s just possible that people will feel
free to ask more questions!
The second graduation present for Developing Capable People
participants was an invisible membership card to my own personal
plan for world peace. You can join, too. It’s easy!
Wave at babies!
My favorite place for waving at babies is the big, international
farmers’ market where we live. There are lots of babies there! Babies
from parts of the world my 7th grade geography teacher never told me
about. Babies balanced on top of cartloads of food I’d have no idea
how to prepare.
Wave at the babies. Smile, too, of course. Tell them they have cool
shoes. Become less other. Less different. More same. Wave at babies at
traffic lights and in restaurants. Most of them are serious flirts.
It’s probably going to take a while, this plan of mine. Less, though,
if we get all the grandmothers signed up. Your kids will see you wave
and they’ll start, too. And then the people with the babies will notice
and just possibly smile. Pretty soon you’ve got a cart full of crazy
looking produce, a nice pastured chicken, a decent bottle of wine, and
some actual fresh bay leaves. And, if it’s been a good waving day, a
couple of dozen fewer strangers in the world. All of which, one way or
another, is a good thing for your kids to learn.
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See, grandmothers are in charge of hope!
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And One More Thing…
There is a lot of conversation in our world, these days, about
acting out of love or fear. This is not a new conversation, by any
means, but it is all over the place at the moment.
I think that’s a good thing.
We’ve talked, already, about feelings. We know they’re not right or
wrong. They’re all trying to help us, in some way. And we can’t decide
what we’re going to feel, much though most of us would love to.
Years ago, I was introduced to the Enneagram Personality Types.
They have some ideas in common with the Myers Briggs Type
Indicator. You could spend the next 10 years learning about the
Enneagram and still have more to learn. Here’s the part I’m interested
in at the moment.
There are nine Enneagram types, often referred to by the
numbers, one through nine. None of them are better or worse. They
all have their strengths and challenges. As my friend, Les Cole, once
said, “When you read the one that makes you want to throw up, that’s
probably yours!”
What Les meant by that was that we’re often more aware of the
hard parts of being who we are. We just assume the easy parts are
“normal”!
Each type has a basic desire and a basic fear. According to the
Enneagram wizards, all of our choices are motivated by either our
basic fear or our basic desire. To put it another way, human behavior
grows out of either fear or some variation of love, passion, and
enthusiasm.
The good news is that, with a little practice, we get to choose! Not
how we feel, but which energy we will put into action.
Pick an issue you feel torn about. I encountered one recently. It
seems that, in order to publish books, photographs are necessary! I’ve
had a life-long distrust of cameras. Never mind video. But lately, a lot
of meetings I really needed to attend have happened on Zoom. And I
participated in some video interviews.
You know what? It was easy! (Not that anyone is going to offer me
a spot on a magazine cover any time soon!)
It was easy because I decided to act out of my passion for
empowering a community of grandmothers, my passion for my girls’
future. (Instead of acting out of my aversion to cameras.)
Granted, I’ve been practicing for a while. You can do this, too!
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Here’s how. Ask yourself:
If I choose to act out of my deepest fear, what would I do? What
would that look like?
If I choose to act out of my greatest desire, out of love or passion or
enthusiasm, what would I do? What would that look like?
The answer will find you!
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Standing on the Edge
I am standing on the edge.
Toes curled under.
Hanging on.
Like climbing too high on a ladder.
Trying to decide if I’m terrified.
Or excited.
Knowing that, in my body, the experience is the same.
Knowing that whoever decided we could only feel one feeling at a
time was wrong!
Knowing that this is neither good news, nor bad.
The wise old man on the mountain was right.
Trying to glimpse the beyond which is past the edge.
I like beyond.
I like creating.
Abracadabra!
For I will make something of the word.
Though I may knit a bit more, first.
I am standing at the edge.
Hoping I’m excited!
slb 10/27/16
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Recipes
Super Chicken Stock
Gluten-free
MAKES 6-8 QUARTS, YOUR GRANDMA WAS RIGHT ABOUT
CHICKEN SOUP FOR HEALING!!!
Ingredient Note: The best stock contains a mixture of roasted and
raw bones. Simmering bone broth for several hours concentrates the
flavors and healing properties of the meat, bones, and cartilage. It also
concentrates any toxins present in the bones. Because of this, you
want the very highest quality chickens you can find. Local, sustainably
raised, pastured chickens are the best. At a minimum you want a
chicken with no antibiotics or growth hormones, preferably organic
and free-range, and definitely raised and processed in the US. I roast a
lot of chicken, but we also buy rotisserie chickens from an
international farmers’ market that sells only chickens that meet these
standards. You can use the bones from rotisserie chickens. Also, the
bones from cooked chicken breasts. Obviously, you don’t want anyone
to chew on them first!
Note: According to Spring Forest Qigong founder and master
healer, Chunyi Lin, ancient wisdom says to remove the wing tips
(farthest from the body) and tail of the chicken before using for soup.
Collect bones in the freezer until you have enough for a pot of
broth. A typical pot, for me, will be:
Carcasses from 2-3 home-roasted or rotisserie
birds, ½ doz. raw chicken feet, and any necks,
hearts or gizzards you’ve saved. Bones like these,
with lots of cartilage, are especially helpful! If you
have bones from rotisserie chickens, save the jelly
like juice in the bottom of the container and add it
to broth. Don’t throw the good stuff out!!! Local
farmers often have specials on necks, feet, backs,
etc. (Livers don’t go in the soup pot. Save them in
the freezer for something like dirty rice.)
Assemble your collection of bones, thawing what is frozen and
considering the mixture you have. If, for example, you have all raw
bones, start by roasting some of the meatiest. Preheat oven to 400°F.
Into an iron skillet or sheet tray, place:
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2 Tbsp. olive oil, with bones to be roasted. Salt and
pepper bones.
Roast for ½ hr. to 45 min until nicely browned. They do not need
to be fully cooked. Reserve all juices and add to broth. While bones are
roasting, place into 10-qt. stockpot:
Raw bones, 1-2 lb. feet, necks, backs, skin, etc. with
one good glug (about 3 Tbsp.) organic apple cider
vinegar “with the mother.”
Cover and allow to sit 45 min. off the heat. After 45 min., set
burner to med. high and begin bringing to boil.
Add roasted bones.
When stock reaches a gentle boil, skim and discard any foam or
clumpy stuff that rises to surface. Allow to boil gently until no more
foam forms to skim, about 15 min. You’ll also skim off some of the fat
which floats to the top. That’s fine, but fat in bone broth is OK. There
are actually components in the fat and skin that help you absorb the
nutrients in the stock. Reduce heat until pot holds a moderate simmer.
Don’t try to rush it! Cooking at too high a temperature will cloud your
broth and add a background note of bitterness to the taste. Add:
3 or 4 med-large onions, halved, with skins.
3 or 4 garlic bulbs, halved, with paper.
3-4 raw bay leaves (or 1-2 dried ones).
1 med. bundle of fresh thyme sprigs, about as big
around as a quarter, tied with white cotton string.
If you happen to have some fresh parsley stems
around, tie them with the thyme and toss them in,
too.
Continue adjusting heat until the pot maintains a gentle simmer.
This recipe makes a rich, tasty broth that can be used in many ways.
Don’t muddy the flavor by tossing in all the miscellaneous old stuff in
your fridge. That’s called compost.
Cook for at least 4 hours and not more than 8 for a clean flavor,
with all the nutrients pulled out into the broth. You can put a lid
partially covering the pot for some of the cooking time to lessen the
amount of water that cooks out, making the broth somewhat less
concentrated, or leave the lid off and allow it to reduce more,
concentrating the flavors. If you wish to add additional water during
cooking to increase the amount of stock, you must use very hot water,
about 180-190 degrees. (More ancient wisdom.)
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When you’re happy with the color and intensity of the broth,
remove from heat and allow to cool an hour or two. Scoop all bones
and aromatics from the broth and discard. Remember, you’re going to
use this broth to add flavor and nutrients to other recipes. Resist the
urge to salt or adjust seasonings now.
After scooping out bones, etc. from the pot, strain into another
container through a fine mesh sieve, being sure to get all bones! You
may use some of the broth immediately, if you care to. Otherwise, chill
broth overnight in fridge. You’ll know you’ve got a great batch if it gets
jiggly, like soft Jell-O!!! (If not, it’s still a miracle! Just keep practicing!)
Transfer chilled broth to quart- and pint-sized plastic containers,
preferably BPA-free. Leave 1-inch headroom, as stock will expand
when frozen. Label, including date, and freeze until needed, up to 6
months. I try to thaw broth overnight in the fridge before using. When
that isn’t possible, thaw on counter, with container on a kitchen
saucer or salad plate, monitoring so that it doesn’t start to warm.
Use to make soup with noodles or lots of hearty veg and beans. Or
cook rice in broth instead of water. You’ll think of endless uses.
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Peace Soup for Peace Parties
“…it’s all wrapped up in the muscle memories of hands wrapped in
gratitude around a steaming bowl of hope. Deep breaths scented with
the abundance of the moment.
A hint of magic in the world.” – Sue Boardman
Makes: 4-10 quarts soup in a 12-quart stockpot. (You may
want to make two pots!)
Note: This recipe was inspired by my dear friend, Linda Ragsdale,
also known as the Peace Dragon Lady. It’s my version of the legend of
Stone Soup, which is common to many cultures. According to the
story, hungry strangers in a small town encourage people to
contribute what they can to a pot of soup which began with water and
a stone. By the end of the tale, many folks have gathered around a
delicious pot of nourishing soup. (We’ll assume that they removed the
stone!) It also reminds me of the years when Dave and I lived in the
Village at Columbia Theological Seminary in Decatur, GA. We all kept
“emergency food” for hungry neighbors and never knew quite how
many folks we’d need to feed. I’m struck all over again by the memory
of those meals and the realization that, when it felt normal, it was
easy. So, now that you’ve got a stash of homemade broth, let’s invite a
bunch of friends and make dinner together! (And if you don’t have
your stash just yet, read on. There’s a place for you here, too!)
This, again, is more of a worldview than a recipe. For your own
Peace Soup Party, choose a time, pick a cause to support, and gather a
crowd. Here’s one idea to start with: Have a Soul/Sole Soup dinner
and invite everyone to bring ingredients for the soup plus packages of
white cotton socks for a local homeless ministry or clothes closet.
(This is a huge need!) You’ll think of a million more great ideas.
Plan for 1 or 2 big pots of soup. You might choose to provide the
broth or designate one or two people to bring it, preferably ahead of
time. You may want one pot for adults and another that’s kid friendly.
Or perhaps a vegetarian choice and another for the omnivores. Or, you
may decide to do all veg broth and have some meat options to add in
for those who care to do so. And, depending on how many people
participate, you may well end up with fabulous leftovers.
Ingredients: As ever, you’ll want the highest quality ingredients
available. Organic veg and herbs, preferably fresh from the garden.
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Local, sustainably raised meat and bones. Good, clean water,
preferably filtered.
Here’s the way I’d start: I’d do one pot of bone broth and one pot
of veg and invite people to bring all the extra ingredients. Be prepared
to make suggestions or even get people to sign up so you wind up with
a healthy and interesting variety. You’ll need two 12-quart stockpots.
For the bone broth:
 2-3 quarts frozen or leftover broth, according to your needs.
Chicken, pork, veg, or any of the other options included here.
(Lacking yummy, homemade bone broth, start with veg broth
which you can make quickly, the morning of your dinner and
“double” it as explained in Step 2. It will be great.)
 3 onions, quartered, peels on.
 3 bulbs fresh garlic, cut in half horizontally, paper on.
 8-10 sprigs of fresh thyme leaves.
 2 fresh or 1 dried bay leaf.
Step 1
Thaw frozen broth as needed, overnight in the fridge or for a few
hours on counter. It doesn’t need to be completely thawed to
continue.
Step 2
“Double” your broth. Place 2-3 quarts broth, or more, and a quart
or more of filtered water in your 12-quart stockpot. Add some leftover
or frozen roasted chicken bones if you have them. (A great use for
rotisserie chicken bones!) Over medium high heat, bring to a gentle
boil and skim as you did when making the broth until no more foamy
junk rises to the top.
Add veg and herbs as listed above.
Adjust temp to maintain active simmer. Cook for a couple of hours,
then scoop all the solid stuff out and discard it. You may wish to strain
your broth to make sure there are no small bones remaining.
For Veg broth:
4-5 quarts frozen veg broth, heated to a good simmer. Or make a
batch the morning of your Peace Soup Party. You’ll have plenty of
time. You can use any of the recipes included here, or a combination of
them.
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Step 1
Thaw frozen broth as needed, overnight in fridge or for a few
hours on counter. It doesn’t need to be completely thawed to
continue.
Step 2
Heat broth over med-high heat until it reaches an active simmer.
Step 3 for both bone and veg broths
Add what everybody brings, beginning with the suggestions
below. Be sure to return broth to a very gentle boil just before serving,
and then reduce heat again to a simmer. (Depending on the needs of
your guests, you may want to heat meat and grains separately so
people can add them as they choose.)
 Cooked meat. Rotisserie chicken, a roasted turkey breast,
whatever you like. One of Bill’s favorites is artisanal local
sausage, crumbled or sliced and stir fried. Try Italian or
poblano, or even something like wild boar! Meat that has a
bit of fat content will stay more moist in the soup. And
remember, if you’re using bone broth you already have a
complete protein. (More money for socks!)
 Roasted veg. Potatoes, carrots, cauliflower, zucchini,
mushrooms…whatever you have. It will all go together and
really add deep flavor to your soup.
 Cooked quinoa, especially if you’re making veg soup. It’s a
complete protein. Or cooked rice: white, brown, or wild.
(These freeze well so I tend to make bigger batches and add
some to the freezer for occasions just like this.)
 Cooked Italian white beans or black-eyed peas.
 Cooked fresh green beans.
 Cooked pasta. Try egg noodles or broken spaghetti. If you
use tiny alphabet noodles or orzo, you can add it uncooked
to your broth.
Here are some more simple ideas for things to add straight to the
pot:
 Frozen veg, preferably organic. Okra is a healing choice, if
you like it. Peas and carrots are popular and probably
familiar to kids. Corn. Non-GMO. Or get adventurous with
pea pods or whatever you like. You’ll need less heating time
if everybody thaws frozen ingredients first.)
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Frozen beans, like black-eyed peas. (Or rinsed organic
canned beans.)
 Canned tomatoes, preferably organic. Or a quart of tomato
juice.
 Chopped celery.
 Chopped organic mushrooms.
 Chopped zucchini or yellow squash.
 In a real hurry? Health food stores often have ready to
serve beans and veg to carry out. That works, too.
Use your imagination.
Now, rinse and spin some baby greens, such as arugula, spinach,
kale (I like the flat leaved varieties for this.) or even really small
collard greens. For larger leaved veg, stack leaves and roll together
then slice crosswise into thin ribbons. Add in some chopped fresh
parsley leaves if you have some. (I like Italian flat leaf best.)
Provide small lemon wedges, S&P, and perhaps some crushed red
pepper flakes for seasoning.
I start with a big handful of fresh greens in my bowl. (They’ll wilt
and leave room for the rest of the goodies!) Bill usually chooses
whatever grain or starch might be available. Top with hot soup. Adjust
seasoning as desired. Enjoy with bread or, perhaps a simple fruit and
cheese dessert.
Cool leftovers and send them home with participants or freeze
them to donate to a soup kitchen or homeless ministry. (Remember to
label and date them!)
I know. You’re busy and think this all sounds hard. It really isn’t.
Your house will smell great. You check now and then, skimming and
adjusting the temp as needed. Take pictures to share with those who
will receive whatever you’re donating. Read. Knit. It all works! You’ll
be helping to keep your family and friends and our planet healthier
than before while making a contribution to a cause you care about. If
there are kids involved, you’ll be showing them that they can make a
difference. This is the stuff of hope. And peace!

80

Granny’s Butter Cookies
Vegetarian
This is Granny Elizabeth’s recipe. She always made these cookies
at Christmas, as did Mom. I still bake them whenever we’re with the kids.
Granny also made them when we were there at Thanksgiving. Molly and
I would watch the Macy’s Thanksgiving Day parade and eat butter
cookies and vanilla ice cream for breakfast. Sometimes with Bing
cherries. Light, delicately crisp, and perfect for tea time. (Or breakfast!)
Equipment Note: You’ll need a cookie press for this one. You can
get an electric one but the ones I’ve tried tend to make really uneven
cookies, which don’t bake well. I like a press with a crank to turn
because you can figure out exactly how far to turn it to get perfect
cookies. No matter how many little design discs come with the press,
I’ve only used four in all these years! A food processor, hand or
stand mixer will be really helpful!
Into appropriate bowl for your chosen mixing method, place:
1 lb. organic, salt-free butter @ room temp.
1⅓ c. organic granulated sugar.
Mix together well, until light and fluffy. Add and mix well:
2 good eggs, preferably local.
1 tsp. good vanilla extract.
If using food processor, transfer butter and sugar mix to large
mixing bowl and continue mixing by hand. A wooden spoon works
well.
If using hand mixer, proceed along until about ½ of flour is added.
When the beaters begin to strain, switch to spoon.
If using stand mixer, you’re good!
Add, 1 c. at a time, mixing well between additions, until dough
holds it shape but is not too stiff:
4–4½ c. all-purpose flour, preferably organic. (By the time you
get past the second cup of flour, it will get a bit more difficult to mix.
Keep going! You’re going for well incorporated. )
Preheat oven to 400°F.
Cover bowl with plastic wrap and refrigerate for at least 1 hour.
Fix design disc of your choice to cookie press according to
directions.
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Using a spoon, fill barrel of cookie press with chilled dough. Do not
overwork dough. Screw top of press into place. Begin to press cookies
onto ungreased cookie sheet.
The first 2 or 3 will probably mess up as the dough compacts
inside the press and the air is pushed out. No worries! Just scrape
them up and put them back in the bowl with the dough. Leave about
½ in. space between cookies as they’ll spread. When tray is full,
sprinkle:
Colored sugar, if desired, in “matching colors” over cookies.
We do the flower shaped cookies with red sugar and the
Christmas tree cookies with green. Experiment. Do what works for
your family and the holiday you’re celebrating. Try to get most of the
sugar on the cookies as it will stick to the pans. Let go of any
perfectionist tendencies you may have and let the kids help. They’ll
have a ball! Think of this as a very tasty craft project!
Bake 7-10 min. until cookies are ever so slightly browned on top
and lightly golden brown on the bottom. Watch closely!
With spatula, remove from cookie sheet to layers of paper towels
immediately and allow to cool completely.
Scrape cookie sheets lightly with spatula to remove excess sugar
and crumbs. Continue until all cookies are baked.
These store well in an airtight can or jar for a week or so, though
they probably won’t last that long.
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The Carrot Muffins Aunt Bea Would’ve Made if She’d
Known!
Ingredient Note: Because this recipe is made with sprouted
grains, it may be well tolerated by some gluten-sensitive individuals.
The body perceives sprouted grains more like vegetables than
ordinary grains and flours, making them a good choice for diabetics,
as well. Check out info in Resources. There’s way less sugar involved
in the fabulous icing, which would also work for Red Velvet Cake, if
you’re into that. And, they’re delicious!
Equipment Note: A food processor is handy, but not necessary for
this recipe. If you like muffin tops, you may wish to use either a 24 c.
muffin pan or two 12 cup pans so that you can spread them out.
MAKES: 8 large muffins
Depending on room temp. and desired baking time, remove 8 oz.
organic cream cheese and 8 oz. Mascarpone cheese (preferably
organic) from refrigerator and allow to come to room temp. on
counter, up to 8 hours.
Adjust oven racks so that muffins will bake in the center of the
oven.
Preheat oven to 350°F.
Using the grating disc on your food processor or a hand grater,
coarsely grate:
1½ c. scrubbed and trimmed organic carrots, peels
left on if possible.
(About 2 med. carrots.)
Melt ½ stick (2 oz.) organic, salt-free butter and allow to cool
slightly.
Beat together in glass measuring cup or small bowl:
¾ c. buttermilk, preferably organic, 1 good egg, and
¼ c. honey.
Add cooled, melted butter and mix.
To large mixing bowl, add and mix well:
1 c. organic sprouted grain flour.
1 c. organic sprouted multigrain flour mix.
¼ c. light brown sugar.
⅛ tsp. freshly grated nutmeg.
½ tsp. cinnamon.
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1 tsp. grey, Celtic sea salt, finely ground.
1 tsp. aluminum-free baking powder.
½ tsp. baking soda
To dry ingredients mixture, add and toss to coat:
⅔ c. organic walnuts chopped to med. sized pieces.
Add and mix well:
grated carrots.
2 Tbsp. freshly grated orange rind, preferably
organic, or washed well! (Reserve oranges for juice
to serve with muffins!)
Grease muffin cups with butter, or line with paper liners as
desired. Just before ready to bake, mix:
Wet ingredients with dry ingredients. Stir quickly
with a silicone spatula until just mixed. Do not
overbeat.
Scoop batter quickly into prepared cups. Bake 30-35 minutes until
muffins smell nutty and are starting to pull away from tin. Allow to
cool, tipped in tin or on rack for about 30 min.
While muffins are cooling, prepare icing. Cream together:
8 oz. organic cream cheese.
8 oz. Mascarpone cheese (preferably organic).
3 Tbsp. confectioner’s sugar (preferably 10x).
Really, only 3 Tbsp.!!!
Ice muffins and enjoy!
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Art Starters
A First Quilting Project
After my mom died, I asked Kelly if she would like to have her
sewing machine. It was a new Singer model, barely driven to church
on Sundays. Kelly was delighted. It sat around, getting used to its new
home for a while, when the girls were really little. Finally, the
Christmas we went to Phoenix to visit, we were ready! Kelly wanted
to know how to run the machine. Kenzie, who was about 5 and had
her big girl quilt by then, was intrigued by how the whole quilt thing
worked. Taylor, about 3, thought she’d play, too. I made a plan,
knowing that there would never be all the time we’d need.
Off we went to Phoenix with a large bag full of “charm” squares,
about 5 inches square. I bought a few pre-cut at the quilt store and cut
the rest ahead from bright scraps at home. I think rotary cutters are
best left for older fingers, and they’re hard to take on the plane!
First, Kelly and I did a couple rounds of winding bobbins and
threading the machine. Then I gave each of the girls a big pile of
squares, liberally mixed like tossing leaves in the fall.
The process started with each girl picking two squares she wanted
next to each other. We were chain piecing, by making a long garland of
2 block pieces. Kelly would sew the short, straight seam attaching the
squares. Kenzie’s were the odd numbers on the garland, and Taylor’s
the evens.
The girls got to practice choosing colors to go together and
matching up the block, right sides in. (No pins needed!) At first they
worried about getting just the right pairs. Then they got the hang of
“liberated” piecing and just dove in.
Kelly got to practice lots of straight seams, which is a great place to
start.
As the garlands got long, we separated each 2 block piece and
sorted them into Kenzie’s and Taylor’s. Then we went through the
same process with the girls matching 2 blocks to 2 blocks and Kelly
sewing.
Eventually, Taylor fell asleep, clutching her fabric blocks in her
hands, head pillowed in the heap of squares.
With occasional time out for Grammy to do some pressing, we
kept going until we had a 5 by 6 block piece, the perfect size for a doll
quilt. I pressed some more and Kelly stay stitched the edges.
85

This Christmas…the next lessons!
If you’re learning to quilt, or teaching little ones, be sure to check
out the Resource section for Gwen Marston’s books on a whole new
level of relaxed design that I love and think is great for beginners. For
little ones, you need projects that are fun and have relatively instant
results. And, if you’re not a quilter yet, you can learn together! Just
pick high quality quilt fabric and thread. It makes all the difference.
Practice until you can actually sew a consistent ¼ inch seam. Press.
Press. Press some more!
And then pat yourself on the back. Your kids are learning about
colors, and alignment, and expressing themselves. Also about keeping
somebody they love warm. A great day’s work!
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Knitting Magic
Knitting has had a lot of press lately. I can sure see why! When I
first tried to learn, at about 10 years old, a teenaged neighbor taught
me. I got the hang of back and forth pretty quickly and then we moved
to Florida where there wasn’t much knitting going on. This was the
late 1960s and it was not an era of beautiful yarn. It was also hot in
Florida and sweaters were not something we just sat around wishing
for.
These days, yarn has gotten so gorgeous, you really don’t have to
know much to make something beautiful. In my years of one knee
surgery after another, I made lots of prayer shawls for a church
project. Pretty, though washable, yarn. Back and forth, back and forth,
in big rectangles, delivered, with prayers, to folks in need of comfort
and remembrance.
My mom knit for “something to think about.” Complex patterns full
of counting and repeating and changing yarns. I can do it, but I knit for
something closer to meditation and prayer. It’s a whole different
worldview!
What I learned recently was that the Waldorf school people use
knitting for math and reading readiness. They’ve got lots of research
on when and what. Hunt it up if you’re curious. What I’ve remembered
from all of this is that the portions of the brain used in knitting are
also used in math and reading and knitting is rather like spring
training for some pretty important things.
How cool is that? Projects that build kids’ confidence and sense of
self as an artist, while helping them get ready for some really big
academic tasks and, maybe, doing something for others at the same
time. It’s a good day’s work!
To start, if you don’t knit already, learn. Your knitting shop will be
happy to help. So, for that matter, will YouTube. Or an aunt, or maybe
a friend who would be delighted to teach you. Pick some yarn you
love. There’s nothing worse than knitting with yarn you hate. Choose
for color and for eventual use. Prayer shawls? Washable stuff in pretty
colors. Winter scarves? More fiber choices. Try the variegated yarn
that makes stripes for you as you go. You can even knit strips of quilt
fabric. Biggish needles. Perhaps circular. Ask for help.
Unknitting (or ripping out) is part of the process! If you pick yarn
you like, you just get to enjoy it longer.
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When you can make a scarf and have found something near the
“Zen” mode, it’s time to teach someone else. Again, start simple in
structure and sexy in yarn.
Kids do well with a purpose. Something larger than they are that
they can feel like they’ve contributed to. Scarves are a great place to
start. Surely someone you know is sending them to cold places or,
lately, hanging them from trees in cold climates, free for the taking to
folks who would otherwise be very cold.
Most people think of knitting with girls and imagine all sorts of
fluffy, sparkly, pink things. Knitting is also very beneficial to boys.
Think bamboo needles, and let them choose yarn they think is cool. If
they’re Dr. Who fans, the self-striping yarn would likely be a big hit!
Knitting is also a great project for kids dealing with injuries or
illness as it gives them a way to accomplish something. And, because
knitting involves doing different things with each hand at the same
time, it’s what scientists call a cross-lateral brain motion, which gets
really exciting when you know that cross-lateral brain motions act to
reduce anxiety and depression naturally!
Challenge your kids to finish one piece. (You, too!) Then try again.
If someone in your family is expecting a baby, have little kids knit
pretty colored squares. You knit a bunch, too. Then hook them all
together for a baby blanket your little knitters can feel proud of!
Knit a sweater for the dog. Or a dishrag. Or cool, hand mitts
with fingers free for cell phones. It doesn’t matter except that you
work on it with them and they feel proud and capable when they’re
done. (The math and reading things are going on in there anyway. No
need to spoil the fun with that!)
And, if you’re a fiber arts kind of person, check out weaving
sticks online. Big fun and, in some ways, even easier for beginners
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Homemade Books, With and For Kids
When Kenzie was toddling, we suddenly found ourselves with two
Newfoundland Dogs. We bought Martha, the puppy, from a breeder in
Missouri. As Gramma Elsie would have said, “She’s not bad. She’s just
busy!”
Zeke was a rescue. Huge. Gorgeous. And used to living in the
woods on his own.
We had a couple of challenges! Kenzie was a little anxious about
the very big dogs and not too keen on Martha’s exuberant personality.
She was also not too keen on slobber, which is an issue when
adjusting to Newfies! I decided a story was in order.
What fun! Plan ahead, though. We could be talking as much as
three weeks to finish, depending on your design and the weather.
High humidity means slower drying. We don’t want to make a
fantastic book for our kids and have the pages all stick shut!
First, I headed off to Michael’s where I purchased a spiral bound
sketchpad, probably about 6x10 inches, with very thick paper. A large
jar of Mod Podge and a fist full of disposable foam brushes got me
started. Oh, don’t forget waxed paper from the grocery store. You’ll
need lots! (Maybe a couple of boxes for a book.)
The first step in a book for a small child is to glue several pages
together until you have pages like those in kids’ board books that
they’ll be able to turn. Decide how many pages you’ll want glued
together to make one board page. Then divide them into sections with
wax paper dividers. You’ll want enough pages to tell your story. Extras
can be removed later.
When you’ve got your pages divided out, it’s time for glue. With a
foam brush, use Mod Podge to glue pieces of sketch paper together,
being sure to put wax paper between glued, thicker pages, so they’ll
dry without sticking to each other. Depending on the weather, it can
take 24 hours or so for three or four pages to dry into one. While the
glue is drying, you can place your brush inside a zippy bag and seal to
reuse later.
While everything is drying, start collecting art. Xerox copies of
photographs, stuff cut from magazines, sketches of your own, text cut
from books, etc., or printed out on your own. Think of it like
scrapbooking. Maybe some lined tablet paper with hand-printed text.
Maps. Fabric will work, too. Lots of stuff you like that goes with your
story.
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I used copies of pictures of Martha and Zeke, maps, text blocks,
and some textured paper for backgrounds. I also used a small paw
print design rubber stamp and other related images.
When your book-base is dry, use sheets of wax paper between
pages as you work. Begin to block out your story and start adding
elements to your pages from the background toward the foreground.
Colored pencils and markers, foil powders, even glitter can be added
according to the story you’re telling. (Watch for things you don’t want
really little ones to eat.)
As tempting as it is to focus on all the cool stuff you could possibly
add to your pages, try to focus on your story. I wanted Kenzie to
understand where Martha and Zeke came from and some of the
reasons they needed us. This can be a place where we remember that
a capable reader is one who learns to empathize with the characters.
I used pictures of airplanes and dog crates to talk about Martha
coming on the plane from Missouri. Trees and Kudzu and pictures of
rain helped explain that Zeke had been camped in the Kudzu and we
didn’t know why.
I tried to keep the story simple, and not scary for a small child. I
didn’t want Kenzie imagining that she’d be living in the woods hunting
road kill!
Making this book was huge fun for me. As a therapist, I also know
it can also be huge healing. There’s an important technique called
“externalizing” painful or traumatic stories so that survivors can deal
with them outside of the self. Foster kids, kids who’ve lost loved ones
early, even a traumatic move or divorce can all be externalized in this
manner and thus edited. Start small and age-appropriate. Ask verbal
preschoolers what they want to happen next, or what this character
should say. Older children may want to make books of their own. Get
support, if you even suspect you need it, from therapists who work
narratively with children. We’re not trying to solve all the problems of
the world here. We’re just giving tools to kids we love that may be
very helpful for working out some of that story they’re writing inside
about meaning and the events in their lives.
Make a cover in the same way. You may need to paint out
whatever was on the cover of the sketchpad with white, low VOC
primer. Again, getting everything dry could take a while.
When I made Kenzie’s book, she was thrilled and mind-boggled
that “Gammy made” a book. She got a lot more comfortable with the
dogs, though I’m still trying to convince her that slobber is moisturizer
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and good for her skin. For me, the books I’ve made were less about art
than expression and that’s a really important thing for kids to learn.
Mine may be getting book kits for Christmas!
One last note…if you’re not nearby to read, you can find blank
recordable books on line and decorate them as above, then record the
story in your voice. Or, you can hunt used recordable books at garage
sales, paint them out with the white, low VOC primer and start all
over.
There are many ways to be present!
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Resources
Note: These, of course, are not all the options, nor even all the ones
I love. Some of them are a little older or off the beaten path. Some are
my current favorites. All of them are very likely to lift your spirits and
stretch your world.
For Adults…
Wisdom and Inspiration
Raising Self-Reliant Children in A Self-Indulgent World
Seven Building Blocks for Developing Capable Young People
By H. Stephen Glenn and Jane Nelsen, Ed.D. Prima Publishing &
Communications 1989
Callings
Finding and Following an Authentic Life
By Gregg Levoy Three Rivers Press 1997
the life-changing magic of tidying up
The Japanese art of decluttering and organizing
By Marie Kondo Ten Speed Press
Women’s Ways of Knowing
The Development of Self, Voice, and Mind
By Mary Field Belenky, Blythe McVicker Clinchy, Nancy Rule
Golderberger and Jill Mattuck Tarule Basic Books 1997
Storycatcher
Making Sense of Our Lives through the Power and Practice of
Story
By Christina Baldwin New World Library 2005
Goddesses in Older Women
Archetypes in Women over Fifty
By Jean Shinoda Bolen, M.D. HarperCollins 2001
The Dovekeepers
By Alice Hoffman Scribner 2011
Some Assembly Required
By Anne Lamott with Sam Lamott Riverhead Books 2012
Help Thanks Wow
The Three Essential Prayers
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By Anne Lamott Riverhead Books 2012
Grace (Eventually)
Thoughts on Faith
By Anne Lamott Riverhead Books 2007
(Or, really, anything else by Anne Lamott)
Run with the Horsemen
By Ferrol Sams Peachtree Publishers Limited 1982
The Healing
By Jonathan Odell Doubleday 2012
Succulent Wild Love
By SARK and Dr. John Waddell New World Library 2015
(And anything else by SARK!)
The Enneagram of Parenting: The 9 Types of Children and How
to Raise Them Successfully
By Elizabeth Wagele Harper Collins Publishers 2010
Audio Recordings and Podcasts
The Dangerous Old Woman
Myths & Stories of the Wise Women Archetype
By Clarissa Pinkola Estes, PhD Sounds True 2010
Mother Night
Myths, Stories & Teachings for Learning to see in the Dark
By Clarissa Pinkola Estes, PhD Sounds True 2010
The Joyous Body
Myths & Stories of the Wise Women Archetype
By Clarissa Pinkola Estes, PhD Sounds True 2011
The Power of the Crone
Myths & Stories of the Wise Women Archetype
By Clarissa Pinkola Estes, PhD Sounds True 2011
Mama Truth Show
By Amy Ahlers – support, encouragement, and community for
Mamas and Mamas who happen to be Grammies.
mamatruth.podbean.com>mobile
Food
Cultured Food for Life
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How to Make and Service Delicious Probiotic Foods for Better
Health and Wellness Donna Schwenk Hay House, Inc. 2013
The Nourished Kitchen
Farm-to-Table recipes for the Traditional Foods Lifestyle
By Jennifer McGruther 10 Speed Press 2104
Let’s Boil Bones…Grammy’s guide to bone broth and other
yummy things!
By Sue Boardman 2016
Local Flavors
Cooking and Eating from America’s Farmers’ Markets
By Deborah Madison Broadway Books 2002
Food Matters
A Guide to Conscious Eating
By Mark Bittman Simon & Schuster 2009
The Edible Garden
How to Have your Garden and Eat It, Too
By Alys Fowler Viva Editions 2013
The Slow Down Diet
By Marc David Healing Arts Press 2005
The Third Plate
By Dan Barber Penguin Publishing Group 2014
We Gather Together…holiday feasts with the family you have!
By Sue Boardman Tools for the Journey 2015
The No Asshole Rule…building a civilized workplace and
surviving one that isn’t
By Robert I. Sutton, PhD. Grand Central Publishing, 2007. ISBN
978-0-446-69820-7
Quilting
Liberated Quiltmaking
By Gwen Marston American Quilter’s Society 1996
Fabric Picture Books
By Gwen Marston American Quilter’s Society 2002
Out of the Box with Easy Blocks
By Mary Lou Weidman and Melanie Bautista McFarland
That Patchwork Place, Martingale & Company 2011
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Websites
https://www.ewg.org/foodnews/index.php
For “dirty dozen” and “clean 15” fruits and veg.
www.healthjourneys.com
Guided imagery on r a variety of issues and challenges for
adults, teens, and children.
www.healthyflour.com
This is where I get sprouted grain flours.
www.isabellacatalog.com
“Gifts for Reawakening the Spirit” from very cool tooth brushes
to tea and non-toxic skin care. Just reading this is like a day at
the spa!
www.springforestqigong.com
Energy work, exercises, and meditations for wholeness.
www.sueboardman.guru
Notes from an accidental contemplative on family, food, quilts,
gardening, and ideas of many kinds.
www.PlanetSARK
Pure inspiration. (No passport required!)
Just google “weaving sticks” for lots of good info and sources.
For Children…
Books
Belle, the Last Mule at Gee’s Bend
By Calvin Alexander Ramsey and Bettye Stroud Candlewick
Press 2011
Peanut and the Wind (series)
By Holly Jenkins Williams
Run with the Horsemen
By Ferrol Sams Peachtree Publishers Limited 1982
Grandfather Twilight
By Barbara Helen Berger Penguin Group
Charlotte’s Web
By E.B. White HarperCollins Publishers 2015
Gone Away Lake
By Elizabeth Enright HMH Books for Young Readers 2000
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Harold and the Purple Crayon
By Crockett Johnson HarperCollins 2015
Peanut Butter and Brains…
a zombie culinary tale (about making peace)
By Joe McGee 2015 Abrams Books for Young Readers 2015
Spring Walk, Summer Walk, Fall Walk, Winter Walk
By Virginia Brimhall Snow Gibbs Smith 2015
The Poet's Dog (not a picture book -but a wonderful book)
By Patricia MacLachlan Katherine Tegen Books 2016
Love Letters from God- each bible story has an envelope with a
letter from God that can be address to the child.
By Glenys Nellist Zonderkids 2014
The Three Pigs, Flotsan, 7 Sector
(Plus all his other books!)
By the award winning David Wiesner Clarion Books
Glad Dreams
By Elise Altaberry Kids Prefered
Three Magic Balloons
By Paul and Julianna Margulies Random House Books for
Young Readers 2016
The Enneagram for Teens: Discover Your Personality Type and
Celebrate Your True Self
By Elizabeth Wagele PLI Media 2014
Words and Not Opposites
By Linda Ragsdale
Flowerpot Children’s Press
How to Handle Cyberbullies (for tweens and teens)
By Ann Truesdale Cherry Lake Publishing 2013
the bully, the bullied, and the not-so-innocent bystander
By Barbara Coloroso Harper Collins 2013
2015 ISBN 978-0-06-257216-5
Audio Recordings (from Amazon.com)
Lullaby Versions of James Taylor
Roma Music Group 2012
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Around the Campfire
By Peter, Paul and Mary
All You Need Is Love: Beatles Songs for Kids
By Music for Little People
Family Time
By Ziggy Marley
Dreamland: World Lullabies & Soothing Songs
By Various Artists and Carlos Santana
Games (also from Amazon.com)
Sleeping Queens Card Game
By Gamewright
Websites
www.chinaberry.com
A catalog of fabulous things for kids! Including:
Before We Eat about where food really comes from
By Pat Brisson Tillbury House Publishers 2014
The Blessing Cup about love and generosity.
By Patricia Polacco Simon & Schuster/Paula Wiseman Books
2013
Just So Stories (with gorgeous illustrations for this important
classic).
By RudyardKipling
Wisdom Stories with folktales from every continent
By Joslin, Mary
http://thepeacedragon.com
Linda Ragsdale. Amazing resources for parents, teachers, and
children on teaching peace.
www.healthjourneys.com
Guided imagery for a variety of issues and challenges for
adults, teens, and children.
http:Nobullying.com and http://bulliesinbooks.com
(Both with resources for parents and teachers.)
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