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Reader Reviews
“I loved Dear Mom, but I love Find Your Pink Flamingos even more!  What a 
superb job of  capturing the emotional journey of  finding the gifts of  our 
moms…thank you!”  

Amy Engel 

“Dee Dee and her writings first sparked my willingness and then became the guiding 
light when I gained the courage to look for the gifts I received from Mom, Dad and 
others who have defined my life. Find Your Pink Flamingos gave me so many 
‘aha!’ moments I need to go back and re-read it so I can capture those moments and 
experience others. Thank you, Dee Dee, for showing me the way.”

Mary Cerney

“Plain and simple—Dee Dee’s a gifted writer who makes an emotional impact. Her 
heartfelt stories in both Dear Mom and Find Your Pink Flamingos make me 
smile, laugh, cry and appreciate my own ‘Dear Mom.’   Dee Dee delivers hope and 
healing, real gifts from a writer who helps us celebrate the gifts from our moms.”  

Nancy Monson

“Dee Dee’s message on finding the gifts of  a mother’s love is in itself  a gift to those who 
are grieving this loss. She provides necessary tools for using memories to sustain the 
relationship beyond life. This approach offers an ongoing comfort and peace when 
experiencing the journey of  grief. As she speaks to grieving people she reinforces the 
tremendous gifts that are received from mothers, ‘hidden’ in words and actions so easily 
taken for granted. I encourage readers to enjoy Dee Dee’s newest book, Find Your 
Pink Flamingos, to treasure the memories and appreciate a mother’s love forever.”

Dr. Marcie R. Moran
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Dedication

To the loving memory of  my aunt Bernice,     
my “other mother,” 

whose 92 years on this earth 
just wasn’t quite enough.    

Thanks for teaching me to be strong, 
trust God, and to enjoy the journey.

Thanks for a lifetime of  love!
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Foreword
GIFTS FROM THE HEART

Values are something we assign high worth to in life. Their 
imprint is lifelong, and like the rudder of  a ship, they steer 
our life course. Sometimes, we disconnect from our values, or 
we take them for granted, or we stray from them, or we 
behave in ways that contradict them.  Dee Dee’s book gently 
reminds us to be conscious of  the gifts our moms share with 
us through the values they imparted. 

As a mother and grandmother, I am an expert in declaring 
mothers are not perfect. Yet, I have always been intrigued 
with the word “imperfection.” One can read it as 
imperfection or “I-m-perfection.” That is what mothers are, 
imperfectly perfect! And Dee Dee captures this in her book. 
Not only does she capture it, but it is the pulse of  her book.

Her beautiful message to us is to see, appreciate and pay 
forward the blooms our mothers have offered us throughout 
their lives. Yes, there are weeds and perhaps even a few 
thistles, but there are so many gifts from mom. Dee Dee 
captures them in beautiful and distinct ways as she talks about 
the values our moms imparted to us.

She demonstrates repeatedly, through stories, her own and 
others, how important it is to realize the legacy inherent in 
valuing optimism, humor, and simplicity. What a great way to 
greet each day! What a different day it is when we meet our 
challenges with optimism, when we can laugh at ourselves or 
the preposterousness of  something gone “so” wrong; or 
when we can simplify and enjoy the precious gifts each day 

offers.  When we value simplicity, we remove the clutter in 
our heads and in our lives, and we are better able to 
appreciate our relationships, the little moments that form the 
very best memories.

How do we come to know the inner royalties of  living from a 
place of  compassion and kindness? I like to call this heart-
centered living.  Where would we have learned it is safe to 
open our hearts if  not from our mothers?  Granted some 
moms have an unusual way of  showing their compassion. 
They could look and sound tough on the outside, but when 
they sacrifice their time to help someone in need, or push 
through their fatigue to offer support to those who have 
none, these are the  “poignant and real moments.”

We use to call my mom “Sarge.” She was bossy and 
uncompromising. But let something happen to someone who 
needed help, and she used that same energy to support that 
person through the crisis. She was not much interested in 
compliments or recognition, but she did make sure that my 
sister and I learned how important caring and compassion 
were to living a full life.

Dee Dee shares some wonderful stories about faith and 
gratitude. I recently read a card that said, “The only 
transportation around here is a leap of  faith.” What else helps 
us move through our losses and grief? What else helps us 
believe in tomorrow? What else allows us to see, despite our 
pain, the beauty in each and every day? As Dee Dee says in 
her book, “I think seeing the best in people is the closest we 
come to being angels while we’re here on earth.” 

To be able to see beauty even when we are hurting, is a mom 
gift and it has an angelic quality!

When my mom was dying I asked her to send me a signal that 
she had arrived “on the other side” and was safe and in a 

The Forward
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Introduction

The time was the late 1950s, when Americans settled into a 
prosperous era of  productivity and invention on a national 
scale. Families formed into communities…around church, 
education, neighborhoods, and farms. Families took pride in 
their homes and properties, convinced that colorful flower 
beds and green lawns needed some colorful decorations. 

GOOFY FLAMINGOS

Even on the South Dakota prairie, home to ducks, geese, and 
pheasants, my mom was convinced that one more bird would 
add even more beauty. In front of  her ranch-style house, my 
mother, Betty Hauge, moved in a flock…a whole flock of  
pink flamingos. These plastic creatures lived on the green 
lawn in front of  her aqua house. She even installed a white 
picket fence in front of  them. I wondered back then if  she 
thought they were going anywhere.

Mom embarrassed me with her pink flamingos!  You have to 
understand this situation through my child eyes that saw the 
farm north of  Roslyn, South Dakota as a wildlife paradise of  
hills, sloughs and trees, home to deer, geese, ducks, swans, 
mud hens, muskrats and more. On a busy day, five or six cars, 
maybe 10 cars on Sundays, went down the gravel road that 
was about 50 yards from our house. But every time a car 
drove down the road, I blushed. I just knew the people in the 
car saw the pink flamingos. They knew we were goofy and 
silly to have fake birds. Oh, how hard I tried to hide the fact 
that we were goofy!

1x

good place. My mom responded, “I’ll try but I don't know if  
I will be able to do that.”

Shortly after she passed, I returned home with my youngest 
daughter. We were both feeling deeply sad and so we were 
silent. I opened my bedroom window to let the spring air 
come in. My daughter followed me into my bedroom, and 
both of  us heard a double train whistle. We looked at each 
other, shocked because there are no train tracks anywhere in 
the vicinity in which I live. My daughter and I smiled at each 
other and we instantly knew, “Mom was okay. She was in 
heaven.” She did figure out how to signal us and we got it.

That very moment remains with me daily. My mom passed 
seven years ago, and I mostly remember with deep gratitude 
her train whistle; and my next thought is one filled with deep 
gratitude not just for her signal, but for her life. For all the 
things she wanted for my sister and me; for all the sacrifices 
she made for us; for all the times she yelled at us to make us 
better human beings; for the high expectations she held for 
us to ensure we could take care of  ourselves in life and offer 
a hand to those in need.

Dee Dee’s book is deeply touching. You cannot read it 
without shedding a few tears and a few smiles and giggles.  
Through her wisdom and stories, Dee Dee reminds us of  
what is important in life, what matters, and what gifts we 
need to remember and celebrate because they were given to 
us in unique ways by our moms, and they help define who we 
are today.

Elaine K. Williams, ACSW, CHt

Author of  The Sacred Work of  Grandparents Raising Their 
Grandchildren, Balboa Press, Autumn, 2011.

Find Your Pink Flamingos
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FLAMINGO FLOCKING

Flamingos have gone from a few select sightings in the 50s 
and 60s to becoming a cultural icon in America.  “Flocking,” 
the practice of  sneaking an entire flock of  plastic pink 
flamingos onto a front yard during the darkness of  night, has 
become an effective fund raising tool as well as a way of  
celebrating significant birthdays. Madison, WI, had its capital 
grounds flocked in honor of  Wisconsin proclaiming the pink 
flamingo as its state bird. However, my personal favorite now 
is seeing flamingos in gardens and yards, standing tall amidst 
flowers and bushes, as if  protecting, watching over, or 
guiding. In fact, flamingos can be sighted almost everywhere!

A cultural icon has become a personal symbol for me of  the 
values that guide my life. I once thought Mom’s gifts included 
things she made like the Christmas ornaments that adorn my 
tree each year.  Now I see that her gifts were the 
extraordinary values she taught in a very ordinary life on a 
farm, and as with the flamingos, I now see her gifts 
everywhere. 

SETTING THE STAGE

For people like me with rural roots, life doesn't get much 
better than waking up on a farm.  Horses whinny, morning 
doves coo and the corn stands tall—all greeting a prairie 
sunrise that inspires the most talented artists.

I feel at home when I wake up on a farm. The feeling is 
familiar because I spent the first 15 years of  my life on a 
prairie farm with cattle and chickens, farmers with tractors 
who planted and harvested fields, and a mom who planted 
and harvested a garden every year. 
 
I didn’t appreciate the gift of  growing up on a farm. The 
grass was always greener someplace else, known as “the other 
side of  the fence” to us farm kids.  Even cattle knew grass 
was better on the other side.  Why else would they jump a 
fence and create the repetitive chore called “chasing cattle” 
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when the prairie was green—or brown—on both sides of  the 
barbed wire?

Growing up on a prairie farm during the turbulent 60s 
disallowed a dream I had from age 14.  I wanted to be a 
hippie.  I wanted to march for civil rights and against the war 
and the establishment that seemed to not care.  I wanted my 
voice to join the millions of  others not yet called The Baby 
Boom Generation. I wanted to make a real difference out 
there, where the action was, on the other side of  the fence.

It was easy to take the prairie life for granted. It was so quiet 
and there was not much action on the prairie, after all.  As 
black and white television showed the civil rights 
demonstrations in the early 60s, the prairie seemed far 
removed from the headline news each night.  

Yes, this was reality…I was on a farm with fences, and I had 
an older brother who thought rock music was a bad influence. 
So I grew up listening to Hank Williams Sr., Ernest Tubb, 
Hank Snow and Buck Owens. I knew the words to Tiger by the 
Tail and Your Cheatin' Heart before I knew the words to any of  
the Beatles’ songs. 

FAST FORWARD

Fast forward four decades later and I’m enjoying the quiet 
farm country. I feel at home in a place I had taken for granted 
during the first 15 years of  my life. The first time I 
appreciated the prairie was when I brought Kim, my fiancé, 
home from college to meet my family and see where I grew 
up.  Kim stood on the land I called home and said, “It’s so 
beautiful.”  Beautiful was not a word I had used to describe 
the dusty farm, but I began to see the rolling hills and tall 
prairie grasses through his eyes. 

The second time I appreciated what I grew up with was when 
Mom died.  Losing her suddenly with no chance to say 
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when the prairie was green—or brown—on both sides of  the 
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the dusty farm, but I began to see the rolling hills and tall 
prairie grasses through his eyes. 
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My flamingos have helped me celebrate my gifts from Mom 
every day. I have photos of  one of  my flamingos wearing a 
red scarf  for the American Heart Association Go Red 
Campaign.  I have a photo of  her standing proudly in front 
of  the American flag one day in a Toastmasters meeting. She 
has entertained my granddaughter, embarrassed my daughter, 
and become the state bird of  Wisconsin. No wonder she 
wore a cheese head when the Green Bay Packers won Super 
Bowl 45.

A WONDERFUL LIFE

 “Each man’s life touches so many other lives,” counseled 
Clarence, the guardian angel to Jimmy Stewart’s character 
George Bailey in the classic, It’s a Wonderful Life.

In my version of  wonderful lives, I believe that each mom’s 
life touches many other lives. 

I published my first book, Dear Mom, Remembering, Celebrating, 
Healing, in 2005 because I knew that it would help people 
who had lost their moms.  I knew the incredible pain of  
losing my mom suddenly without the closure of  saying 
goodbye. The years it took for me to heal finally started one 
Christmas and has continued as I reach out to help others 
bring closure to their loss. 

Losing a mom is one of  the hardest things you’ll ever face. 
The journey of  remembering and celebrating is one of  the 
most important you’ll ever take. For that reason, I believed 
God inspired those healing letters to be published in a book, 
and I finally got it done.  We all deserve wonderful lives filled 
with love and appreciation.

I’ve been blessed to meet many people who have shared 
stories of  their moms, and I’ve collected amazing cards, 
letters and e-mails from readers of  Dear Mom. The heart-
warming feedback from a community of  women and some 
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goodbye or thank you made me realize how much I’d taken 
for granted all those years on that prairie I had called home.

The gifts from my mother’s life—those amazing values that 
guide my journey—were hidden in love and life lessons.  Like 
the flamingos, I had to look at them twice to find Mom’s gifts 
to me in the ordinary life of  an ordinary woman on the 
prairie.  

Now her legacy stands out, like the flamingo, tall and proud, 
pointing the way with that long neck and beautiful beak. 

FLAMINGO FANTASIA

And there begins my story of  finding the gifts of  Mom’s life, 
hidden in birds whose plastic bodies stood on metal legs, 
brightly accenting a prairie I love, where the gifts of  my 
mother’s life shaped my own.

When I was writing the letters to Mom in what became the 
book Dear Mom, I wrote one in Mexico when I saw real 
flamingos, and I asked Mom why she had them. Then I 
found the answer. She was doing what every mom did, trying 
to make the environment a little better. The prairie can be 
hot, and heat can make it dry. She wanted to add color and a 
little sense of  humor. That’s my theory.  My brother says she 
got the flamingos on sale at the dime store in town and 
couldn’t resist a good deal!

That’s it…. the pink flamingos have become the metaphor 
for the values I didn’t know I had received from Mom.

Now, just like finding more gifts of  my mother’s words, 
actions and traditions, there are pink flamingos 
everywhere…. my aunt and uncle found a “flock” in 
Nebraska and brought them to my home.  Despite my 
daughter’s embarrassment, they adorn my lawn and symbolize 
the gifts of  my mother’s life.
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put it there, and no one can take it away.

Perhaps the journey of  healing from the death of  our moms 
gives us permission to live life more fully, for we see how life 
and death are entwined.  Yes, we will all die, but the real 
questions are:

Ÿ Will we live fully and passionately?
Ÿ Will we help and serve where we can?
Ÿ Will we celebrate all we have been given?
Ÿ Will we choose daily to be fully present to the gifts of  

the one who gave us life?
 
I will! The reason is because thirty-five years ago, I made a 
simple decision that proved to be prophetic in my life. I chose 
my wedding announcement with silver calligraphy on aqua 
blue paper, with Kahlil Gibran’s simple words that have come 
so true: “Love joins our present with the past and the future.”

I believe it’s a journey worth taking because of  the gifts you’ll 
find:  the love, the life lessons and the legacy of  values.  Real 
values—not some version of  values that can be bought or 
sold or are promoted for self-indulgence, but genuine, 
authentic values that can only be lived and shared!

7

men, who understand that the loss of  a mom is a very 
significant life shift in life no matter one’s age, has been an 
incredible part of  my journey of  celebrating.

One day during a speech, I found myself  telling an audience 
that the values I got from Mom were her real gifts to me. 
Realizing that the core, personal values are the essence of  our 
goodness—our ability to serve, to make a difference, to be 
our best every day—was my breakthrough moment. My 
inspiration rose like an eagle taking flight. Suddenly, I was 
sharing those values in book events, and then in presentations 
to women’s groups, and then through keynotes. Eventually, 
Mom’s values became a part of  my customer service training 
to a high-tech telecommunications business in South Dakota.

I now see the valuable, unending circle of  a mother’s gifts 
passing through generations simply by the way we live our 
lives as families. What I cherish from my mother I have 
passed to my daughters. Since I have become a grandmother, 
I observe how my daughter shares what she received with her 
own children, and how her sister conveys similar messages as 
an aunt. Our values become the glue that holds us together.

PAY IT FORWARD

What we pay forward are the values our mothers or some 
other wonderful persons gave us at an early age. Those values 
are rock-solid foundations of  our character traits. I see such 
values shared with others in the goodness of  people, their 
acts of  kindness, compassion, and forgiveness. I see them in 
creativity and resourcefulness, and in humor and cooperation. 

My goal is to help you find the gifts of  your own “Dear 
Mom,” or other people who were key to your life when you 
were a child.  I’m passionate about helping everyone be the 
best they can be, because they already are!  They already have 
it in them.  It may be very cleverly disguised, it may be buried 
deep or just below the surface, but this I know:  your mother 
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SECTION ONE

The Journey

“One day you finally knew what you had to do, 
and began….”

Mary Oliver, The Journey
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urgently said, “The hospital called. They don’t think Mom’s 
going to make it. Get home now!” Click.  
 
Stunned, I called her right back, and she repeated her 
message. I sat, doubly stunned, on the bucket of  mud, the 
only chair available in the middle of  the makeshift kitchen.

DEALING WITH DEATH

I have wondered why Mom died at the most hectic time right 
before Christmas when I was in the middle of  remodeling a 
kitchen. But, now I realize we have little say about the timing 
of  events on the journey. Things happen, stuff  happens, and 
what matters is how we deal with it.

I dealt with Mom’s death by going into shock. I lost seven 
pounds in seven days, but had no clue that I’d lost weight 
until a friend took me shopping. Whoa…I was fitting into a 
size I’d never worn before.  

I felt like a time bomb was slowly ticking within me as I saw 
people enjoying Christmas, saw lights and decorations and 
felt a horrible emptiness inside.  The bomb exploded on 
Christmas Eve during church services as I sobbed. I had 
buried my mom, and I hated that the rest of  the world was 
celebrating the holiday she had created every year of  my 
entire life—until this year.

I dealt with it by going to counseling, denying, getting mad at 
God, pretending to be better, figuring out that wouldn’t work, 
and slowly working my way through the grieving process.

I grieved, yet my journey back to life as the busy Baby 
Boomer continued with two small daughters, my career, and 
my husband. We moved to another house. I made six more 
trips to Japan for South Dakota Tourism, changed jobs, and 
in 1996 we relocated to Wyoming for my husband’s work.

11

How amazing is your life journey? Do you have great 
adventures filled with wonderful days of  brilliant sunshine, 
the giggles of  small children playing delightfully, and time 
spent with people you love and cherish? On some days, every 
road you take seems to be a smooth, straight path to your 
destination. 

Then there are other days when the sun doesn’t shine, and the 
journey becomes hard and lonely.  Days when every road is 
filled with potholes and you stumble into nearly every one.  
Days when the road has confusing detours that slow your 
progress. 

Life is a journey of  paradoxes that offers both kinds of  
days…sunny and not sunny, smooth roads or detours.  Life is 
like that. The yin and the yang, the opposites producing what 
we didn’t expect and could never have predicted.

The hardest journey of  my entire life started with the day my 
mother died.  Yet, some of  my greatest joys came from the 
healing from her death.  

THE DAY LIFE CHANGED FOREVER

In December 1990, I was 34 years old and enjoying having it 
all. I had two beautiful daughters, a wonderful husband, the 
fulfilling career at South Dakota Tourism, and volunteer 
positions in school, church and Girl Scouts. Why wouldn’t I 
have been extremely busy?  My generation believed that we 
could do it all. Moreover, we would do it all well.  

Yet, being busy wasn’t enough for a tried and true female can-
do-to-all Baby Boomer.  My husband, Kim, and I also 
decided to tackle remodeling the kitchen. On December 5, 
1990, our kitchen was stripped down to bare walls. The living 
room was filled with the new cupboards in large boxes, and 
our bedroom served as the makeshift kitchen.  In the middle 
of  this mess, the phone rang. On the line was my sister who 
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chance to have another conversation with Mom. I asked her 
questions I might have asked had I known our time together 
would be so short. I found the answers in my writing.
 
Mostly, the letters gave me an opportunity to express my 
gratitude for all Mom had done, said and given me.  The 
hardest thing about sudden death is being robbed of  the 
chance to express love and gratitude. I have seen others lose a 
loved one with the time to show their love through hugs, 
tender words of  thanks, and sharing memories of  wonderful 
times that allowed both to smile and give thanks to the Maker 
of  the journey.

THE THANK YOU CARD CALLED “DEAR MOM”
Something nearly magical, certainly spiritual, happens deep 
inside of  us when we give thanks.  Our gratitude fills 
emptiness when we acknowledge all we have received, and we 
celebrate it by giving thanks. This highest form of  prayer 
demonstrates how blessed we are to see what we have, 
instead of  what we have lost, to focus on the good instead of  
the bad.

I never had closure with Mom. I never got to tell her thanks 
for all she had done for me. As I wrote letters continuously, 
Dear Mom became one big thank you card to Mom. My joy is 
that many people used the book to write letters of  thanks to 
their moms.  One woman wrote her mom letters, placed them 
in the book, and gave it to her mom for Christmas.  Others 
tucked their own letters inside of  the Dear Mom book to gift 
the moms for Mother’s Day presents. Many have told me that 
my speaking to them about the gifts of  their moms prompted 
them to make that phone call they’d put off.  Those stories 
describe the beauty of  their journeys. Finding the gifts of  our 
mothers’ lives is good for us; it’s good for our mothers, and 
it’s good for those who follow us.  

13

COMING TO TERMS

In 1999, I finally dealt with Mom’s passing on December 5, 
the anniversary of  her death.  Mom’s simple Christmas 
ornaments, crafted out of  red, green and white yarn, 
sometimes blue, decorated my tree each year. She skillfully 
made miniature mailboxes with the year, bird feeders, stars, 
even a miniature church that reminded of  me of  Fron 
Lutheran Church where both Mom and Dad are buried near 
my hometown. 

That day, I sat on the couch, enjoying a cup of  coffee and 
looking at the ornaments, when I began to see them as “gifts” 
from Mom.  That made me think of  other gifts from her, and 
question what I would say to her if  she were still alive. That 
was so easy to answer. I would tell her about Jessica, Kelsey, 
Kim and me.  

At that very moment, an inner voice said, “Get up off  the 
couch and go downstairs to the computer.”  For a change, I 
listened to that little voice and went to my computer.  I sat 
impatiently, finally looked up over my left shoulder and said, 
“Now what?”  My hands responded and simply wrote, “Dear 
Mom.” My fingers swiftly typed an emotional outpouring.  I 
bawled a flood of  tears, releasing pent-up grief  that I never 
imagined was balled up in me.  Then I wrote “Dear Mom” 
again, and I cried and laughed as the second letter poured 
out. Thereafter, I kept writing, feeling lighter with each 
missive. 

Over the course of  six or seven months, I wrote more than 
70 letters about simple, ordinary things like the first day of  
snow, Valentine’s Day, Mom and Dad’s anniversary, my 
birthday, Easter, spring, and how her granddaughters were 
growing. The list went on.  Words flowed so easily on to the 
computer screen, sometimes on a napkin in Mexico, and once 
on a piece of  scrap paper in a Cody, Wyoming hotel room.  
Wherever I was, whatever happened in my life became a 
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have shared stories about healing from the loss of  a mom by 
finding the gifts of  her values. 

Sharing my healing stories was risky for me.  I work as a 
professional speaker and consultant on matters related to 
customer service, communication, leadership and life 
balance—not on the topic of  losing a mom.  Sharing such a 
personal journey was never on my list of  professional goals. I 
didn’t plan to work with hospice and bereavement counselors.  
I didn’t plan on having book signings and presentations in 
which audience members were in tears.  And I didn’t plan on 
receiving a file full of  cards, letters and notes thanking me for 
what I shared.  Sharing was simply something I knew I had to 
do.  The rewarding responses affirmed my decision to take 
the risk of  publishing Dear Mom and continuing to share my 
heart in my Dear Mom E-Letters. 

Letters and e-mails from readers of  both Dear Mom and my 
Dear Mom E-Letters have blessed me. 
 
“As my mother’s life narrows to my house and her bedroom and 
bathroom, with occasional forays into the sunlight in my den, I watch her 
quietly and let my heart feel the love I always wanted us to share.  We 
never had matching dresses, like my friends and their mothers; we never 
became best friends or shared secrets and hugs. But I have this time of  
caring for my mother in a loving, compassionate way and I am so 
blessed.”

“I’ve been grieving for over a week and I have no control over what’s 
about to happen. I feel helpless. Thank you for letting me know that 
grieving is OK. Your ‘Dear Mom Letters’ are a blessing.”

"I wonder - how many of  us have been ‘helped to heal’ from our 
Mother’s deaths, through you?  Just the other day, in ‘tidying up’ for 
Christmas, I ran across a letter I’d written to my mom.
 
Mom died in August (I don’t even remember what year - it doesn’t 
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The journey is finding—remembering—giving thanks—and 
celebrating—the gifts of  the one who gave us life.

That incredibly ordinary woman from the incredibly ordinary 
prairie of  northeastern South Dakota gave me more than I 
ever realized.  When I finally said thanks to Mom, I 
experienced the healing I needed. 

God inspired my way of  dealing with Mom’s death.  I didn’t 
write the letters to write a book, but thanks to encouragement 
from friends and family, I published Dear Mom: Remembering, 
Celebrating, Healing five years later. The journey of  self-
publishing could be called “Do it yourself  project—with 
support and a great editor.” I found my editor, who loved the 
subtitle, because, she said, “So many people think they have 
to heal before they can remember and celebrate. You’re telling 
them they can remember and celebrate, and that will lead to 
healing.”

I wrote to heal.  I call it narrative healing because writing was 
my medium; my writing narrated my memories of  Mom and 
healing was the wondrous result! A journalist called me an 
accidental author because I wrote without intending to 
publish. I wrote letters to Mom in a random process, inspired 
by dishes, weather, events and celebrations that brought to 
mind another question for Mom, or another story that had to 
emerge from within me onto the piece of  paper or napkin or 
notebook.  Writing to Mom was an emotional release that 
continued for more than 70 letters. 

"Every time an old person dies, it’s like a library burning down." 
 Alex Haley

After publishing Dear Mom, inspiration pushed me to 
continue writing.  I wanted to stay in touch with the amazing 
women and men who shared my journey.  I decided to 
publish for the past five years a Dear Mom E-Letter in which I 
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“The newsletters are wonderful and are an exceptional gift to those who 
are seeking healing after the death of  a loved one.” 

“My grandmother called Memorial Day, ‘Decoration Day,’ and that 
was because they always visited the cemetery to tend and decorate graves 
of  the family members who have passed. I have ‘been there, done that,’ 
as you described in your letter.  Knowing that your story is closely 
connected to mine is what provides the healing. To know that we humans 
are all connected and not separate is the key, I think, to everything in 
life.”  

This letter in particular makes such a true statement about all 
of  our hearts and our pains. None of  us is alone, even when 
we feel solitary and sad after the death of  a mom or dad. We 
forget in our overwhelming heartache that every human being 
has, is or will experience the same burdened heart in death. 

“Years ago I met you while you were in Cheyenne, and I purchased your 
‘Dear Mom’ book. At the time Mom was a survivor of  her first cancer 
-- Colorectal. Three years ago when my mom was diagnosed with her 
second cancer - Endometrial, I re-read your book and started writing my 
own ‘Dear Mom’ letters. Sometimes they were short and sweet -- like the 
one I scribbled down on a receipt as my daughter made our traditional 
Christmas cookie. Others were literally pages and pages -- like the one 
that came after I dropped my oldest off  at college last fall.  I will never 
be able to share in words how much these letters meant to both of  us. 
She must have told me 100 times how much she appreciated ‘getting to 
know me with words.’

“Mom’s funeral was yesterday and we spent the weekend starting to go 
thru her home in Illinois of  30+ years, and I came across the stacks of  
pages I had sent her. They were in her night stand and they were tattered 
and torn like a well-loved book. I have no doubt Mom read them over 
and over. So, I wanted to thank you! You started this journey for me 
with your loving, inspirational book. THANK YOU!”

17

matter - it could have been this very past August or ten years ago!) and 
this letter was dated just days before Thanksgiving - - - In it, I’d written 
about my phone calls to her regarding ‘the bird,’ and whatever else I was 
making for Thanksgiving - talking about mashed potatoes - - - you 
know - - - the things of  life that make/made memories.
 
I was not sitting on my porch reading it; I was sitting in that ‘then’ 
kitchen I wrote from, with Mom across the table from me - well, actually 
- I could see her kitchen. I am ever so grateful I wrote that letter, and 
kept it. 
 
Thank you, Dee Dee, for what you do for me, and the hundreds & 
thousands, like me - and you :)”

“Dee Dee - Once again you touched my heart ... my father’s name was 
Orvie and he served in World War II ... I could just imagine what his 
Mother’s Day card would have said to his mother.  This being the first 
Mother’s Day without my mom, it is bittersweet, as I know where she is.    
Thanks again for your Dear Mom letters, they are such a joy.”  

“My mom always thought decorating our family graves on Memorial 
Day was extremely important. After she died I kept that tradition alive. 
Every year, my sister and I go to the cemetery in Lake Preston and put 
flowers (NOT PLASTIC) on the graves. Mom hated plastic flowers!! 

And then I read that you take water and wash off  the bird poop on the 
gravestones. I started laughing and so did my sister.  She has made fun 
of  me for years because I always take water and a sponge AND a 
broom to clean everything off  before we set flowers on the graves. Now I 
know I’m not the only one doing that.

Thank you for sending the ‘letters’ to me. I enjoy each and every one of  
them.”

16
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She taught me to have a sense of  humor, to treat others the 
way I would want to be treated, to always give my best effort 
to anything I did.  One of  my jobs was to dust.  When I took 
shortcuts, Mom would say, “If  you’re going to bother doing 
something, do it well.”  

Mom modeled lessons on compassion, kindness and patience, 
plus other timeless, authentic values were instilled in those 
growing up years. I simply saw her in action, taking care of  
her father, allowing strangers stuck in a blizzard to make our 
home theirs until the storm subsided.  I saw hospitality 
without ever hearing the word.  

She repeated key phrases. “Do it right the first time.”  “Hard 
work never killed anybody.”  “Close the door, were you raised 
in a barn?” I memorized those phrases because I heard them 
so often. I simply thought it was part of  her job.  Mine was to 
listen and take appropriate action.

In addition to being Baby Boomers whose mothers were 
usually home, we were also raised by what Tom Brokaw 
coined America’s Greatest Generation.

AMERICA’S GREATEST GENERATION

“…But taken as a whole this generation did have a ‘rendezvous with 
destiny’ that went well beyond the outsized expectations…”

Tom Brokaw 

Our nation’s most senior members are survivors.  As kids 
they survived the Great Depression, the Dust Bowl and as 
young adults, they survived fighting in and supporting WWII.  
They lived with a sense of  sincere gratitude for life with rain 
for crops, food for family and cattle, and plenty of  gasoline 
and sugar—both rationed during WWII. 
My family members of  that generation—Mom, Dad, my 
aunts and uncles—had been raised by a very modest breed of  
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 TAKING GIFTS FOR GRANTED

“Being taken for granted can be a compliment. It means that you’ve 
become a comfortable, trusted element in another person’s life.”

Dr. Joyce Brothers

Familiarity may be the reason we take for granted the people 
who are most important to us.  Stay-at-home moms raised 
many Baby Boomers.  Mom’s presence in life was natural and 
assumed.  We didn’t know what day care meant, and we rarely 
had baby sitters.  Preschool didn’t exist on the prairie and 
neither did kindergarten.  I was home with Mom until first 
grade.

I loved school. My teachers were wonderful women with 
names like Mrs. Lardy, Mrs. Roth and Mrs. Gruby.   
Eventually, I had Mr. Glad and Mr. Pereboom.  They were my 
teachers for language, arts, history, bookkeeping and typing. 
Dated myself  quite nicely with that list, didn’t I? 

However, Mom was the teacher of  life, and a sneaky one at 
that.  She taught what I really needed to know without telling 
me I was being taught lessons for life.  Mom’s best teaching 
technique was repetition in words, actions and traditions. In 
other words, she was consistent in her words and actions. She 
was a model of  integrity.

Mom taught me compassion, kindness, and patience by being 
so. For example, she exhibited great patience during the many 
times I announced at bedtime that I needed a pan of  
brownies for school the next day. She always baked them.

It was Mom who taught me honesty, trust and optimism.  
When I complained about a problem in school, Mom would 
say, “There’s a silver lining in every cloud.”  When I was sad 
over breaking up with a boyfriend, Mom said, “There’s always 
more fish in the ocean.”  (Really, Mom? Thought we lived on 
the prairie…)
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My journey of  discovering profound courage in the lives of  
my mom and other women in my family happened by asking 
them to help me, guide me, and to be there for my children 
and grandchildren.  It’s a wonderful way to make my journey 
great. 

Death is a very intimate journey for the living.  Most recently, 
my aunt Bernice died. Those of  us who knew her deemed her 
passing a bit premature. After all, she was still living alone, 
playing poker and making plans for attending her home 
church’s 125th anniversary.  

I spent the night in Bernice’s hospice room in Minneapolis.  
Just before returning home to Sioux Falls the next day, I was 
alone with her.  I held her hand and stroked her hair.  With 
each stroke, I said, “thank you, for...” My list went on and on 
as tears flowed, my heart heavy with loss, but very grateful for 
one more night with this woman who had been in my life 
forever.

I can only imagine the journey of  the one who has passed on, 
how they must smile when they look down. I know Mom 
smiled the day I said thanks.  And I’m sure she said, “She got 
it!”  That’s how powerful the healing journey is…. the 
journey of  remembering and celebrating the gifts of  the one 
you’ve lost.

It’s a journey I highly recommend you take. 

HOW TO USE THIS BOOK FOR YOUR JOURNEY

There are three places where you’ll find the gifts of  your 
mother’s life, and section two of  this book will guide you 
through the process.

Ÿ First, you'll find the gifts of  your mom in what she 
said.  Did you hear your mother say, “Count your 
blessings,” when you complained about not having 
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people who believed that telling their stories constituted 
bragging. Discovering the stories of  my parents’ generation 
has led to finding the gifts of  their values—the core values 
that helped them survive struggles of  epic proportions.  

I discovered the story of  my great-grandmother who 
homesteaded as a widow with two small children.  The gifts 
of  that story were perseverance, hard work, and strength. I 
discovered that Mom had been a schoolteacher, and then quit 
when she married Dad. The gifts of  that story were loyalty, 
compassion, hard work and a love for family.  I’ll never forget 
the night my dad told me for the first time stories related to 
WWII and how he earned three Bronze Stars and the Purple 
Heart.  The gifts of  that story were understanding the 
sacrifice young men made for our freedom—and the fact that 
few of  us had any real clue as to what they endured fighting 
in the Pacific Rim.

I value the stories that hold the values of  life that strengthen 
us for the journey and share them with my daughters and my 
grandchildren. I believe our lives are enhanced when we 
authentically live these core, personal values to the best of  
our abilities. The examples from our past do a great job of  
guiding us with courage into the future.

COURAGE

We can find the values of  our parents, grandparents, aunts 
and uncles through conversations and videos, letters and life 
reviews. My late aunt Bernice is a great example.  She lived to 
be 92, played poker three times a week and she played to win.  
I loved hearing her stories of  the flour sack dress, finding 
favorite antiques, life growing up in South Dakota and her 
mother's life in Olso. I love knowing I am related to her 
because of  her strength.  Her strong genes are mine, and her 
courage offers an example of  strength that I can choose.  
After all, she said it many times:  “Be strong.” 
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My prayer for my daughters and my grandchildren is always 
strength to deal with whatever life throws at them.  We all 
suffer loss—of  loved ones, of  things that won’t happen as 
we’d hoped and planned.  Trusting God, your Higher Power 
or whatever you believe in, is a way of  acknowledging we’re 
not in control, and we don’t have to be.  

What we have to be is open to the experience, to life. 
The best way I know to do that is to trust God.

One day, when my Aunt Bernice and I were driving across the 
prairie near our hometown, I asked her how she did it.  How 
did she stay so strong in her life, given the fact that she 
survived the Great Depression, lost her husband, lost my dad 
to whom she was very close, and lost her mom?  She looked 
at me and said, “Two words: trust God.”

This I now know:  I have fewer days ahead of  me on this 
journey than I have behind me.  I will not waste my time 
blaming, criticizing, or condemning.   I will relax, enjoy, 
celebrate, cope, survive and thrive to the best of  my ability 
every day.  With a lot of  help from God, I will daily live the 
serenity prayer:  accept what I cannot change—other people, 
and change what I can—me, and have the wisdom to know 
the difference.  

That wisdom makes the rest of  my journey great.  But in the 
accepting part, I can also accept the best of  the gifts, tucked 
away in stories that illustrate the values I hold dear.  And 
when I accept the gifts of  those who have gone before me, I 
am changed, able to better live in the strength of  those values.  
And that makes my journey great.
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what your friends had? I did, and her words taught 
me to be grateful for what I had, even though I really 
wanted something else.  

Ÿ Second, you’ll find gifts in what she did. Her actions 
most likely spoke volumes.  Did your mom always 
make room for others at the dining room table? Mine 
did.  And it taught me the value of  heartfelt 
hospitality.  

Ÿ Third, and my favorite, you’ll find your mom’s gifts in 
honored traditions and unique items like plastic pink 
flamingos Mom had in her prairie yard in the 1960s.   

Section Three will help you see the spiritual heritage you 
received and show you some ways of  “paying it forward” to 
your children and grandchildren.  Finally, you’ll find a 
meditation I wrote to guide you to have “one more day” with 
your mom.

Finding the gifts of  your mom’s life is a very pro-active 
journey of  discovering, not blaming.  When you find 
behaviors, words or actions that hurt or confuse you, let them 
go, like holding them tightly in your hand, and then gently 
opening your hand and watching the wind blow them away. 
Forgiveness is not only divine; it’s part of  what helps us heal.  
Why would you take junk with you on your journey? Have 
courage to let go and forgive, and replace what didn’t work 
with what does work.

My daughters are examples of  courage in action.  Aunt 
Bernice told both of  my daughters to “be strong” at tough 
times in each of  their lives. Bernice knew how hard it was to 
be a young mom with a husband off  to war.  She knew the 
struggles of  tough times. So did my mom.  Both Bernice and 
Mom offer real examples of  strong women who made do, 
created what they needed from what they had on hand, and 
faced each day being the best they could be.  
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SECTION TWO  

The Gifts
MOM’S LEGACY OF VALUES

“I am blessed by remembering and celebrating 
the best gifts of  my mother’s life—

the love, life lessons and legacy of  values 
that make my journey great.”

Dee Dee Raap
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Ah yes, we do become our moms. I smiled and with a twinkle 
in my eye, replied, “It’s like this, Kelsey. Mirror, mirror on the 
wall, you’ve become your mother after all!” I have to 
commend Kelsey. She exercised considerable self-restraint, 
especially when I kept smiling and gave her pink flamingo 
Christmas lights to cheer her up.

We really do become our mothers after all.  The really good 
news?  We can choose to become the best of  them by taking 
the journey of  finding the values they instilled in us. We just 
need to remember and celebrate that fact. The stories and 
questions in this section help you take that journey. 

So I remember Mom, and my symbol for her gifts to me has 
become my pink flamingo, and a whole flock lives in my front 
yard.  Sorry Kelsey! You can relax…the neighbors are used to 
it.

FINDING YOUR OWN PINK FLAMINGOS

Yes, I have a flock of  flamingos.  I have bought some, but 
mostly friends and complete strangers who have shared the 
journey called “Dear Mom” have given them to me. I have a 
stuffed flamingo three feet tall and one that is only one foot 
tall.  I have pink flamingo Christmas tree lights and two large 
Christmas tins decorated with flamingos wearing Santa hats.  
I have flamingo napkins, toothpicks and a pen given to me by 
a friend who saw it in a gift shop in Florida, and said it was, 
“Screamin’ Dee Dee!”

I have flamingo notepads, a flamingo journal, flamingo 
candles, puzzles and cards. I have a Vegas showgirl flamingo 
and several flamingo Christmas tree ornaments. The cement 
flamingos stand four feet tall in my back yard, and flamingos 
with spinning wings are in my vegetable garden. A dear friend 
made me a beautiful flamingo quilt. 

Finding your own flamingos leads to the celebrating.  I 
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Some people have dogs.  Some people love cats.  However, I 
have a flock of  pink flamingos, a strange tendency I inherited 
from my mother. In section two, you’ll discover a very true 
fact that could brighten your day or make you terribly sad. 
The true fact is that we women become like our mothers. 
Love or hate your mom, but embrace your mom’s legacy with 
humor, love, and if  needed, a sprinkle of  forgiveness for her 
gifts to you. 

My story of  Mom’s legacy became apparent to me in July 
2004 when my husband, Kim, and I moved from Cheyenne 
to Sioux Falls before I completed the book Dear Mom. I 
believe the move was God’s way of  giving me the time to 
grieve my dad’s death, as well as propel me to finish the book 
Dear Mom. I spent the year missing my dad and writing about 
my mom, and my heart was raw and vulnerable and grateful. 

Our daughter, Kelsey, stayed in Cheyenne and worked at a 
restaurant to help pay for college.  She took the indirect route 
back to college in Spokane by first coming east to Sioux Falls 
for a two-week visit. When Kelsey got out of  her car, she first 
picked up the pair of  plastic pink flamingos in my front yard 
and moved them into the back yard.  Apparently Kelsey did 
not appreciate my flamingo humor, and she was a bit 
embarrassed by her mother.

As she unpacked her suitcase, Kelsey said, “Mom, your 
friends at the restaurant have been asking about you, wanting 
to know how your book is coming along. Then they 
complimented me. Guess what they said? ‘Kelsey, you are so 
like your mom.’” 

I could tell by the look on her face and the tone of  her voice 
that the she wanted to scream. Kelsey looked me in the eye, 
insuring I received her message: “I’m going to scream if  one 
more person calls me ‘Little Dee Dee!’”  
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CHAPTER ONE

Optimism

“You live through the darkness 
by what you learned in the light.”

Hope MacDonald

“There’s a silver lining in every cloud.”   
Mom

“Always look on the bright side.”  
Mom

29

believe my purpose in life is to help other people find their 
gifts—and a great place to start is by finding the gifts of  your 
mother’s life.

What are the gifts of  your mother’s life?  This section is 
designed to share mine and help you find yours.  Who 
knows? You may even end up dancing with your flamingos.  
Ready to cha-cha-cha?  Or should I say, fla-fla-fla?  
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bit more glamorous, and they would have kept my feet warm, 
and I would have looked cool.  

Mom didn’t buy them.  She convinced me what my feet 
looked like in the garden would not affect the taste of  green 
peas.

Spring always followed winter on the prairie and signaled that 
we were closer to the delicious fresh vegetables that Mom 
would serve. Today it would be called “organic gardening.”  
Back then, it was called the way of  life. Because it was so 
normal, I took it for granted.  

Mom’s gardening set an example I have followed my entire 
life.  Moreover, I have actually taught those same practices to 
my grandson, Gavin.  

GARDENING WITH GAVIN

“Grandmothers and roses are much the same. 
Each are God’s masterpieces with different names.” 

Author Unknown

At 7 a.m., the birds chirped and the sun shined, a welcome 
sight after days of  rain.  Tulips decorated my yard with 
splashy colors of  red, yellow and white as I enjoyed my 
morning coffee. It’s spring—time to grow gardens, plant 
flowers and enjoy every moment of  the great outdoors in our 
own backyards.

Just before the five days of  rain, my grandson, Gavin, and I 
decided to plant “our” garden, as he calls it.  We selected seed 
packets of  lettuce, carrots, beets, beans, cucumbers, flowers 
and a bag of  onions.  Recording the purchase in my 
checkbook, I realized it was May 3, Mom’s birthday.  I asked 
Gavin to guess whose birthday it was, and after telling him it 
was my mommy’s birthday, I told him she was in heaven.

31

Optimism is the perfect value with which to herald a new year 
and a new vision for your values. Optimism, the sense that 
there is a silver lining behind every dark storm cloud, gives us 
hope. Hope helps us look forward to better situations or 
times and not live our lives by looking behind us, wondering 
what happened, or harboring regrets.  

Yes, we begin each New Year with a sense of  optimism, ready 
to tackle the world with new-found energy and enthusiasm. 
My mom’s optimism carried the family through long winters 
as we feasted on the food she had preserved the previous 
summer and delighted in the seed catalogs that promised 
gardening success the following summer.  

SEED CATALOGS

Gardening on the prairie was an act of  optimism.  Hot days, 
strong winds and the ability to buy almost anything tempts 
one to abandon the hard work of  digging, planting, weeding, 
and harvesting.

But then, the Gurney’s seed catalogs came. When I was a 
child on the farm, they came every winter, offering us the 
dream of  the taste of  food fresh from Mom’s garden. For a 
prairie kid, catalog pictures were an act of  optimism needed 
in the middle of  winter. 

Of  course, I wanted to order peas, my childhood favorite, 
because Mom let us pick, shuck and eat while standing in 
rows between the plants. Also my favorites were carrots, 
which tasted great, freshly pulled with a little dirt intact, and 
corn that I loved to husk.   I loved almost everything Mom 
grew, and perusing the seed catalogs made me believe winter 
would end and planting time would begin.

What would have made it better? I would have liked to own 
and worn the green boots Gurney’s included in the garden 
accessories.  Bright green boots would have made gardening a 
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and conversation with another, use those memorable stories 
to comfort and share the values you learned from mom.  

LOOK ON THE BRIGHT SIDE

Did your mom say, “Look on the bright side” when 
something went wrong in your life?  Mine did.  I didn’t care 
much for that saying as a child, but now I cherish the value it 
represents:  optimism.

Our moms taught us optimism in some interesting ways.  For 
one thing, even though moms threaten to take our 
lives…justified by the fact they gave it to us in the first 
place…they never gave up on us.

Moms cannot give up on their kids.  Like the needle of  the 
compass always pointing to true north, moms have to believe 
their kids will always come through. We can always learn 
something new, achieve something better, or create 
something desperately needed.  

Moms simply believed in us. Mine did.  She always saw my 
bright side even when I couldn’t see it. I’m sure she saw the 
other side as well, especially in my teenage years, but she 
played to my strengths as smart moms do.

THE VALUE OF YOUR OPTIMISM

Our values are gifts from our moms that become our 
strengths.  In today’s world, as with every generation, we need 
to be strong to face life’s journey.  The value of  optimism is 
that it brings out the best in people.  When we look at the 
bright side, we are seeing the best, and we always get more of  
what we see.

Isn’t that a wonderful gift from our moms?  That’s one reason 
why it’s so hard to lose her.  She simply believed in us.  She 
had to—she gave us life.  That brought out the best in her, 
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Mom worked hard in her garden, growing most of  what we 
ate, and it was delicious.  She was a great cook, meticulous in 
food preparation, clever in design, and superb with flavor.  
Thinking of  Mom’s green beans dressed with onions, bacon 
grease and vinegar still makes me drool.

As I worked in my garden with Gavin, I reflected on how 
hard Mom must have worked in her garden, which was at 
least 10 times the size of  mine.  If  my back hurts, what did 
hers feel like?  And just how many bug bites did she survive?

When Gavin and I planted our garden, I said that Grandma 
Betty loved to garden, and I was sure she would be our 
“garden guardian angel.”  We planted, sang our “Grow, grow, 
grow” prayer, and said “Amen!” while our garden guardian 
angel smiled down on us.

After five days of  rain, we checked on the garden.  Nothing 
had sprouted.  We’d sing and check, sing and check.  I started 
to get a little worried, looked up, and said, “Really Mom?”  It 
then occurred to me that five days of  rain had created a crust 
of  soil that prevented the sprouts from showing.  A little 
digging loosened the soil and up popped green bean sprouts.  
Gavin had his garden.

Yes, Mom, I’m telling Gavin about gardening with you…how 
much fun I had picking peas, how great raspberries tasted 
(especially when I knew I wasn’t supposed to pick them), and 
of  course, about your great torte created with rhubarb 
straight from the garden.

In my prairie child days, making rhubarb torte was an annual 
rite of  spring.  Picking rhubarb with Gavin just made it even 
better.  And eating rhubarb torte was the perfect reminder of  
wonderful mom memories, just in time for Mother’s Day.  
Remember and celebrate the happiest memories of  your 
mom.  If  it’s food, gardening or just enjoying a cup of  coffee 
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When Gavin and I planted our garden, I said that Grandma 
Betty loved to garden, and I was sure she would be our 
“garden guardian angel.”  We planted, sang our “Grow, grow, 
grow” prayer, and said “Amen!” while our garden guardian 
angel smiled down on us.

After five days of  rain, we checked on the garden.  Nothing 
had sprouted.  We’d sing and check, sing and check.  I started 
to get a little worried, looked up, and said, “Really Mom?”  It 
then occurred to me that five days of  rain had created a crust 
of  soil that prevented the sprouts from showing.  A little 
digging loosened the soil and up popped green bean sprouts.  
Gavin had his garden.

Yes, Mom, I’m telling Gavin about gardening with you…how 
much fun I had picking peas, how great raspberries tasted 
(especially when I knew I wasn’t supposed to pick them), and 
of  course, about your great torte created with rhubarb 
straight from the garden.

In my prairie child days, making rhubarb torte was an annual 
rite of  spring.  Picking rhubarb with Gavin just made it even 
better.  And eating rhubarb torte was the perfect reminder of  
wonderful mom memories, just in time for Mother’s Day.  
Remember and celebrate the happiest memories of  your 
mom.  If  it’s food, gardening or just enjoying a cup of  coffee 
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I am cheap.  Don't believe me?  Just ask my daughter, the 
bride, whose stress over how I would look at her wedding 
resulted in the mother-daughter shopping trip. 

I tried on every dress Kelsey brought me, and when I tired of  
every bulge showing and the appearances of  bulges I didn't 
know I had, I was done.  As we left the fitting room, I was 
surprised to see an aqua blue dress because I hadn’t seen aqua 
fashions in a long time.  I told my daughters it was the same 
color as our farmhouse that was destroyed by fire when I was 
15.  

Two days later, near the farm where I grew up, my sister 
delighted us with Mom’s traditional Easter dessert, a family 
favorite called Calla Lilies.  We talked about how Mom made 
the sweet dough and stuffed the Calla Lilies shapes with 
whipped cream. Mom loved to bake in her aqua farmhouse. 

Then I shared with my sister about shopping for my MOB 
dress and seeing the aqua blue dress.  Suddenly, she 
interrupted me, saying she had something I would really love.  

MOM’S MOB DRESS

I did love Mom’s mother of  the bride dress from my 
wedding.  The gown hung to floor length, had long sleeves 
and was aqua blue. I have few pictures of  Mom and me, but 
the one I cherish is the wedding photo of  me in my dress, 
Mom in her aqua blue dress, and Dad in a tux.  

I married in 1976 when I was 20, young and in love.  I didn’t 
realize until after Mom died in 1990 that we were married and 
had kids at the exact same ages.  Now I really like aqua blue, 
and to this day, I think of  Mom every time I see it.  We really 
do become our mothers, don’t we?

Shopping for my mother of  the bride dress reinforced the 
uniqueness of  aqua.  I rarely see a color that is emotional for 

and in turn, she did her best to bring out the best in us. 

Why not journal answers to the following questions to find 
your mom’s gifts.

Ÿ How did your mom show you she believed in you?  
Ÿ How did she teach you optimism?  
Ÿ What did your mom say when things didn’t go as 

you’d planned or hoped?  
Ÿ Did she notice what you did right, and help you do 

more of  it?

Think about your own level of  optimism, and how your mom 
taught and reinforced it.  I hope you find the same gift I 
found: a bright side in every situation, and even when I can’t 
quite see it, I can trust it will eventually appear.  

One of  the real acts of  optimism is getting married.  But a 
close second?  Shopping for the mother of  the bride dress!

THE MOTHER OF THE BRIDE DRESS

“What I wanted most for my daughter was that she be able to soar 
confidently in her own sky, whatever that may be.”

Helen Claes

For the second time in my life, I was about to be the 
MOB—mother of  the bride—and that meant I needed a 
dress.  That was stressful because I hate shopping.

Shopping is disguised torture.  I tried on clothes that didn’t 
look very good until I found clothes that did look good on 
me. Then, was I supposed to believe that the value of  the 
item exceeded the cost, making it a great deal, regardless of  
the impact to my bank account?
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could be affected by “room temperature” and of  course, 
“humidity.”
Easily taken for granted, the taste and smell of  homemade 
bread baking in the oven is the result of  optimism in action 
by a mom who practiced, fine tuned a skill, and probably still 
smiles over my description of  the first time I tried to bake 
bread like my mom.  I’m sure we ate it….right Kim?

PRACTICING OPTIMISM 
When I identified the values I learned from Mom, optimism 
wasn’t at the top of  the list.  One day, though, I realized she 
encouraged me to find the good, even in the storm clouds, 
and to find the bright side in places that looked dark and 
confusing.

Now, optimism is at the top of  my list because I believe few 
values change our lives with the power that optimism offers.

We desperately need optimism to offset the negativity that 
fills our airwaves and public conversations today.  We’re at 
war.  The economy is coming out of  recession.  Loss piles up, 
weighing us down, unless we can find the hope in every day 
life.

Optimism helps us find solutions to real problems.  
Optimism brings out the best in us, and our commitment to 
live and practice it authentically eliminates our negativity. 
Seeing, even expecting the silver lining, makes our journey 
great.

The most fun I’ve had in becoming an optimistic person is 
the impact on my daughters.  They seem to think I’ve become 
a bit naïve in my optimism.  “Duh, Mom, there’s nothing 
good about it!”  Or, “You’re just so cute, you and your 
optimism.”  

My mom said, “Practice makes perfect.”  Optimism is a both 
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me, but when I do, I instantly visualize my home on the 
prairie, amidst green lawns and brown fields framed by the 
endless South Dakota blue sky. 

I know it was only a dress.  But since I didn’t have one yet, 
and the wedding was only a month away, I should I have told 
Kelsey I had fallen in love with the color aqua, and let her 
guess whether I had really become my mother after all. 

Weddings are proof  of  an eternal optimism.  We love, we 
marry, and begin a new life regardless of  what dresses our 
mothers wear at our weddings.

Ÿ Do you remember the dress your mom wore to your    
 wedding?  

Ÿ Did you shop with her for her dress?  
Ÿ Do you have a favorite photo of  the two of  you  

 from your big day?  
Ÿ Do you see smiles of  optimism in those gathered to 

 celebrate your big day?

BREAKING BREAD TOGETHER

The optimism of  our mothers took on its own life in the 
kitchen.  What else can be said for mixing yeast with water, 
adding flour and everything else the recipe calls for and 
watching it rise…knowing, trusting, believing that bread 
would be ready for a hungry family for dinner that night.

Mom was a great cook, a woman whose hands created and 
baked the sweetest, lightest dough to feed her family.  I 
remember watching her bake bread, but never baking with 
her.  Of  course, after getting married, I wanted to bake bread 
like Mom had.  That’s when I learned it’s a little more than 
yeast, water and flour mixed together.

Something called “kneading” was involved, with terms like 
“elasticity” which was followed by “doubling in size” which 
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a gift and a skill I have cultivated with practice.  You can too, 
and wouldn’t it be fun to become so optimistic that we could 
bring out the best in people more often?

Choose optimism.  It’s a legacy that makes a real difference.

38

Find Your Pink Flamingos


	Page 1
	Page 2
	Page 3
	Page 4
	Page 5
	Page 6
	Page 7
	Page 8
	Page 9
	Page 10
	Page 11
	Page 12
	Page 13
	Page 14
	Page 15
	Page 16
	Page 17
	Page 18
	Page 19
	Page 20
	Page 21
	Page 22
	Page 23
	Page 24
	Page 25
	Page 26
	Page 27
	Page 28
	Page 29
	Page 30
	Page 31
	Page 32
	Page 33
	Page 34
	Page 35
	Page 36
	Page 37
	Page 38
	Page 39
	Page 40
	Page 41
	Page 42
	Page 43
	Page 44
	Page 45
	Page 46
	Page 47
	Page 48

