
We were in a fierce com-
petition. The game was tight.
My team had won a game
and the other team had won
one. This was the tie-breaker.
The winner-take-all finisher.

What had started as a
simple, friendly, innocent
game of cornhole in my
parents’ backyard was now a
grueling match to the finish.
I was pitching against my
mother. For the first couple
of games we traded points.
One time she would get the
score and the next time I
would score the points. But
this last game was different.
We were cancelling each
others’ points. And if we did
happen to get a score, the
next pitch would find the
score tied again or the other
team on top and then vice
versa.

But I felt like I had a
rhythm going. My first toss
had missed the board but my
next one had hit the board
giving me one point. The
next one went into the hole
of the opposite board— three
points. I had one bag left. So
far mom had missed the

board twice. It was her turn
to throw next. I was feeling
confident for once. I had
four points already on the
board and one bag left to
throw. Mom had two but her
performance on this turn had
been less than stellar.

Then she took aim and
threw her bag. Swoosh, it
went into the hole. Her three
points had cancelled my
three points. Now I only had
one more bag left, one more
chance to score for my team.
But Mom had a bag left, too,
and I threw first.

I took my spot in the grass

and threw the bag with as
much skill and aim as I
could muster. It missed and I
was ticked. I did a little
dance of frustration and I
turned around to see my
mom giggling. She couldn’t
help herself. She had one
bag left and the opportunity
to either score on the board
and nullify my point still left
on the board or score in the
hole and give her team two
points.

She twisted her hips and
took her spot on the grass.
But before she could throw I
said it.

“You’re a poopy head.”
Then I took two sniffs.
“What’s that smell?” I

asked to no one in particular.
“Oh, that’s your poopy head,”
I said looking at my mother.

Then both of us busted
out laughing. She couldn’t
throw and I couldn’t answer
when our partners at the
other board started asking
what was wrong.

She tried to compose
herself and throw her last
bag but one look at me and
she was laughing again and

so was I.
It was ridiculous really. I,

a grown woman, had called
my mother a “poopy  head.”

But it was enough to
make our belly hurt from
laughing and served as a re-
minder that it’s OK to act
like a child every so often
— for both of us. She’s my
mom and I’m her daughter,
that will never change. But
now we’re more like friends
than parent and child. And
sometimes it’s OK if you call
your friend a “poopy head,”
especially if they are acting
like one.

Mom did manage to
compose herself long
enough to throw her last bag
and it landed on the board.
She canceled out my points
and no points were scored
for either team. We went
back and forth for a few
more rounds until eventually
Mom’s team won. Then she
did a dance of victory and I
smiled. I couldn’t help it. It
was a good game.

Happy Mother’s Day
“poopy head.”
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Q: Do you believe same-sex
marriage should be legal?

Yes: 60 percent
No: 40 percent

>> Vote in this paper’s poll at www.kystandard.com.
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Today is Mother’s Day and as families come
together to celebrate generations of mothers,
take some time to reflect on all that your own
mother has done and continues to do for you. 

Our mothers truly know us better than anyone
else in the world. They can look deep in our eyes
and know what’s going on inside our souls.
Whether we are excited, frustrated, depressed or
confident — they can read us like any good
book.

They kiss our first boo-boo and make it feel
better. They hold our hands when we step on the
school bus for the very first time. Mothers are
there when we experience our first heartbreak,
hugging us close while feeling their own agoniz-
ing pain all over again.

At some point during our teenage years, they
grit their teeth and try to remember how pre-
cious we once were and simply declare that
aliens have taken over their child. Mothers
endure our attitudes, fashion statements and
declarations of independence, all while still lov-
ing us. And the worry about us constantly.

They encourage us to blossom, experience life
and search for our true passion. When things
don’t quite go the way we intended and the
world seems to be falling down around us, they
calmly look in our eyes and say “This too shall
pass.” Mothers find silver linings for us where
no one else would even think to look. They will
be honest but compassionate, strong but loving,
harsh yet forgiving. Mothers are devoted to their
children.

Then remember the day you married and had
children of your own, you finally started to
understand the unconditional love that your
mother gave you. You understood just how
important her role played in your life. Then fun-
ny things started to happen. You started to think
like your mother, act like your mother and her
words even started spewing out of your mouth.
And then suddenly you realized you’ve become
your wonderful mother.

Mothers make a house a home. She’s the rock
that every family member beats against. She
organizes, plans, follows up and makes sure
everyone is where they need to be. They are the
last one to bed and the first one to rise making it
all come together for the entire family. 

A man once said that he was sad that his
mother never knew him because she died while
giving child birth. But someone quickly remind-
ed him that his mother knew him well for she
carried him for nine precious months. This story
reminds us all that a mother knows her child
well — even from conception until death.

For all the mothers reading this today— Have
a wonderful Mother’s Day.
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My mom, the ‘poopy head’
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“Live your life to the
fullest.” I bet I could speak
for everyone when I say that
all of us have heard this at
least once.  At times this
phrase can seem like an
excuse to do something you
would normally feel guilty
about doing, such as eating
that extra bit of ice cream
that you know you don’t
need, or buying an expensive
pair of shoes. But what does
this phrase really mean? My
interpretation of it is exactly
how it reads.  

When I was younger, I
had this perfume that I loved.
I hated using it because I
dreaded the day when it
would be gone and there
wouldn’t be any left for me
to use. Today, even at 16
years old I still think about
some things in that manner.
One important thing my
mom always taught me is to
enjoy the things I have, and
when they’re gone, you ap-

preciate the times that you
had to enjoy them. The same
could be applied to friends
and family.

One of the most important
things in a person’s life are
the people who surround
them, and that they hold
close to their heart. My
friends and I are especially
close, and I have never, not
even once, taken them for
granted. I know for a fact

that I might not have them
around me forever, and that
makes me appreciate them
that much more every single
day I’m with them. Last
weekend, I went to a concert
with one of my best friends,
who I could easily call one
of the greatest people I’ve
ever met. Just the fact that
she was there to experience it
with me made it a million
times more fun. I believe that
is what living a great life is
all about. Enjoying and re-
specting what God has
blessed us with, and taking
note of it.

Living your life to the
fullest seems like it would
mean not dwelling on the un-
pleasant experiences we go
through, but appreciating
how much stronger they
make us. Remembering and
appreciating the little experi-
ences in life that spark
happiness in us is what en-
joying your blessings is all

about. Even the smallest
things such as taking a walk
or watching a movie with
your family are meaningful,
and some of the best things
with which life graces us.

I genuinely hope that
when I’m older and look
back on my life, I can see
that I lived it to the fullest,
enjoying every step that I
took to get through it.
Keeping a positive outlook
as you go through life will
make each and every
moment even more precious.
Every moment is a jewel,
and as many as I’ve already
had, I’m looking forward to
all the experiences with
which I will be blessed in the
future.  Everyone should be
able to reflect positively on
their lives and on themselves
as the years go by, because
one day life will flash before
our eyes.  Let’s hope when it
does it will be worth
watching.

Living life to the fullest
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