you Xnow you ”te ’?ea[ly a 'mom Wlwn .o

You count the numbet of sp’zink[es on each kid's cupcake to make suze t/wy aze equa[.
You have time to shave on/y one [eg at a time.

You hide in the bathtoom to be alone.

Your child throws up and you cateh it.

Someone else’s kid throws up at a party and you Leep eating.

You consider finge’z pawnt to be a controlled substance.

You masteted the azt of p[acing fooc{ ona p[ate without anyt/ling touc/ling.

Your child insists that you read “Once Upon a Potty out loud in the lobby of the
doctors oﬁ[ice and you do it.

You hire a l)a[)ysitte’z because you havent been out with your husband in ages, then you
speml lzaé[ the nig/nt ta/king about and c/tecking on the kids.

You llope Letc/mp isa vegetaé/e because it's the on[y one your child eats.

You fmc{ you’zseé[ cutting your husband's sandwiches into unusual sltapes.

You obsess when your child c[ings to you upon paiting c{u’zing his ﬁ’zst month at school.,
then you obsess when he SAZpS in without looking back.

You cant beat to give away [)a[)y clothes--it's so ﬁnal.

You hear your mothets voice coming out of your mouth when you say, Mot in your
gooc{ clothes.”

You stop cuiticizing the way your mother raised you.

You vead that the ave’zage—five—yea’z old asks 437 questions a a[ay and feel p’zouc[ that

your Lw! (s "a[)ove average.”




