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1. INSTANT RETURN 

You're diapered, powdered, gurgling, fed; 
Tiredly, I whisper, "Are you ready for bed?" 
I smell something foul, you smile and coo, 
Then fill up your diaper with smelly poo-poo. 
Here we go again--how I'd love to wake your father 
When it goes in one end and comes right out the other! 
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2. MOTHER-IN-LAW I 

I know he's your grandson, mother-in-law, 
And that I've been cursed with a terrible flaw: 
I've never been a mother before-- 
But I'll learn, like you did, and soon I'll know more! 
I'll feed him, burp him, love and protect him, 
If I catch a cold, I will not infect him. 
Remember, you trusted your son to my care-- 
OK, bad example, he's plump, lost his hair. 
If, in a month, the kid's balding and fat, 
I'll let you take over and that will be that! 

 


3. MOTHER-IN-LAW II 

Of course you can visit (two weeks at the most), 
She's thriving on breast milk (I don't mean to boast), 
She's pale, much too white? Didn't you make the connection? 
That's your family trait--washed-out, ashen complexion. 
This poor, helpless baby once removed from your genes 
Will grow up--that's my vow! Heck, at least reach her teens! 
Solid food's fine now, the doctor says yes, 
But how dare our physician second-guess 
A woman who's been a mother since the Jurassic age, 
And wrote the best baby book, first to last page? 
For now hold and feed her, soothe her colic and then, 
In two weeks, you'll go home--she'll be all mine again! 

 


4. MEDICAL MIRACLE  

Taking my son to the doctor 
Is a task that has lost its charm, 
Every time he gets a shot, 
I feel it in my arm! 
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5. TAKE THAT, POP! 

For our labor of love, 
We heave, curse and cry, 
Wanting to gun down our hubbies 
Shouting, "You did this--DIE!" 

 


6. SIBLING GUILT TRIP 

"Mommy, did you have to bring that baby home? It stinks, it cries all the time and it takes away a lot of the attention you and Daddy used to give me. I've never felt this sad--and mad! 

My friend felt this way after her baby sister was born, her grades slipped from A's to D's, and now she's talking to a psychiatrist every other day! 

My friend isn't getting an allowance anymore because her parents said they can't afford it with the therapy bills and all--it'll probably be a long time before my friend gets over it, maybe years! . . .a puppy of my very own? Sure! It's a deal! A pleasure doing business with you, Mom!" 

 


7. URP 

Projectile vomiting, watch where it falls, 
Pooling on the carpet, jelling on the walls, 
Once I had kids, it amazed me to see 
How what's in their stomachs defies gravity! 

 


8. GOT TO JOG MY MEMORY! 

The kids are in school, I'll be wild and free, 
Do a whole bunch of things that just aren't me-- 
Put a streak in my hair of purple hue, 
Work up the nerve to get a tattoo; 
Dance naked in the street on Main and Pratt, 
Where everyone who sees me will shout, "You're fat!" 
I'll watch a sleazy movie, chock-full of nookie 
(And probably catch my teen son there, playing hooky). 
Nah--I'll pick up some groceries, shop in the malls, 
Feast on a sundae, make a few calls; 
My wild days are done--I'm a mother now, 
I can't get too crazy 'cause I don't remember how. 
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9. NOT FOR ME! 

See the gals in that studio 
Bouncing wildly around, 
They're skinny and lithe, 
Their toes don't touch the ground. 
I should join them in sweating, 
Lose forty pounds or more, 
But I pass by, guilt-free, 
And into the ice cream store. 
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