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It really is remarkably satisfying! You know the scene. The one that makes you want to flee. Throw in some
PMS, and a mom is bound to feel trapped. We need to pre-plan our alone time. Some solace can be found,
however, in the quick and simple practice of this new technique: It can be quickly and effectively unleashed
between sibling disputes, social calls, work and domestic duties. Here are the 10 simple steps to a calmer,
happier youâ€¦ The Discontented Buddha 1. Stop and seize the moment. The one that occurs right before you
lose your temper, your cool or your mind. Remove yourself from the situation and promptly find a semi-quiet
corner, behind a curtain or large plant perhaps, in a bathroom, a closet or even the garage. Imagine the smell of
eucalyptus or lavender wafting through the air as you inhale and exhale deeply. Lift both arms above your
head, palms facing behind you. Place each hand into a fist, releasing only the middle finger on each note the
calm starting to take hold. Now take a deep, cleansing breath and exhale while simultaneously lowering your
two hands, middle fingers extended. Feel the instant sense of peace as it blankets over you. Repeat until you
are no longer in meltdown mode. Return to your family, a new woman until next timeâ€¦ Then start back at 1.
No longer is closet time reserved just for crying, hiding, wine sipping and ice cream eating. It can also be used
for this very handy yoga-like technique. So, go on, share The Discontented Buddha with your fellow mom
friends so they, too, can fend off their meltdowns , two fingers at a time. There, she ponders the meaning of
life, while poking fun at her handsome British hubby. Sign up today for free and be the first to get notified of
new posts just once per week. Interested in seeing your name here? Join Team Sammiches and submit a guest
piece. You can also help support our creative juices by donating to our tip jar.
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Chicken Dippers Today was our two year and three month check up with the health visitor. Mainly under
duress and chocolate button based bribery. Turns back to me and puts Hokey Cokey on the iPad for the th time
today. Baby 1 peels his off and ditches it with an irreverence that makes me beam with pride and I just about
manage to resist doing the same. I make a beeline to the back where I can sit and hide the look of abject
disgust on my face but am hijacked again and offered a laminated sheet of paper upon which I am asked to
write my innermost fears and concerns about Baby 1 and his behaviour and development. Instead I give the
pen to Baby 1 who scrawls something indecipherable, then discretely shove it on the table and slope off to the
back of the room. Boy are they going to be sorry who are actually taking this pantomime seriously. Are you
jokers having a laugh? Do I really have to sit here and listen to you bleet on at length about a play date three
weeks ago when little Maximilian twatted little Lucy on the head because she nicked his tractor? But the
thought was there. I sit quietly raging, introduce Baby 1 and me by name only and say no more. To illustrate
her point she related how Maddie would only eat Chicken Dippers if they were referred to as Dippers and any
reference to the word chicken was omitted. Cue several knowing and empathetic nods and comments about the
texture of chicken etc etc. Why was no one addressing the real problem which is feeding your kid Chicken
Dippers in the first place! To stall for time I rationed his banana into such small pieces that it took him twenty
minutes to eat it and I only had to go back in when I was finally called for my one-to-one. This repeats itself in
the night and my husband ends up sleeping with him. Have you got any advice please? So what do you
suggest? It scared the shit out of him and he ran out of his room screaming, in what can only be described as a
scene reminiscent of the Blair Witch Project. Your repertoire is limited to parroting WHO advice on
breastfeeding, telling us we need to give vitamins to all under 5s and limp suggestions about getting two year
olds to share their fucking toys. I leave feeling incensed about this colossal waste of time and the
ridiculousness of the whole process. I make a mental note to self to schedule an urgent work meeting when the
time comes, chuck a tube of Bonjela at Baby 1 for the journey and we sing the Hokey Cokey all the way
home. Author thediscontentedparent Posted on.
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Posted on April 1, by Discontented Dad â€” Leave a comment Ok in my last post I told you how this past
week I bent over backwards trying to get Ex2 time with my daughter. He wanted to come over on his spring
breakâ€¦ I believe and Ex2 has even said.. So I thought Well they will be back in town.. I will probably have
wrapped up most of our family Easter celebration by 5: He is never over here but maybe days a year. So I
figured why not let Ex2 have our daughter for a few hours.. See I guess I just knew what he would want. That
is the real reason he came. I told her I would call her back later after things wrapped up. She was really
pushing like she just wanted to come on over to our celebration. I am moving beyond this as I have to, we
have a child, but my family has not let it all pass yet. So unfortunately my oldest daughter was feeling sick
most of the day.. I called Ex2 around 4: I needed to get back home anyway and check on my older daughter.
Let me start off by saying.. I have no issues with my soon to be Ex-Stepson. What I am told when I get over
there is that Ex2 is not hungry and will not be eating.. Now I needed to go home and check on my other
daughter. Here is a mother.. I need to get some sleep.. I have things I need to do and I was not planning a meal
for all of us last night.. She had her son over to visit.. I can only try but it is very hard for me to even consider
her a parentâ€¦ Mother? I mean she did give birth but by no means does that make you a parent. Parent is the
classification I am questioning.. Who gives up the opportunity to spend time with their daughter when she is
only 5 mins away from where you live and people really do whatever they can to let you be involved? As
always, Stay positive and until next time, TDD.
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An Illustrated Monthly , vol. Lee Library, Brigham Young University. It narrates the experience of a young
boy who learns to overcome his jealousy and greed. THERE are some people in the world who are never
satisfied. Put them where you will, they are sure to find some cause for complaint. They imagine that
everything goes wrong, when the truth is that the wrong is in their own hearts. Where one is determined not to
be pleased, it is hard to make him feel satisfied. If there is nothing around him that ought to make him
unhappy, he thinks there is, and that amounts to the same thing with him. Did you ever put on a pair of green
spectacles? Father, mother, brothers, sisters, uncles, aunts, cousins, and friends, all looked green. The sky was
green, and the birds were green, and the room you stood in was green, and everything about you was of the
same colour. Now, what was the matter? Had they all really turned green? You were looking through green
glassesâ€”that was all; and when you took the spectacles off, there was nothing that seemed green but trees
and grass. I think that the great trouble with most of these folks who are never satisfied is, that they wear green
spectacles. What I mean by that is, that there is such an evil disposition in their hearts they cannot see things
as they ought to be seen. They think that all they see is different from what it really is. Hence, they are
constantly complaining, and grumbling, and changing their places and their plans. I do not know of any living
creature that is like them excepting themselves. The little birds that hop about the trees, or pick up worms on
the ground, are all the time moving and changing; but then they are very happy. Who ever heard of a bird
grumbling and complaining? The precious little creatures hop because they are happy, and sing for joyâ€”their
throats swelling and throbbing as the music gushes out. I hear them now, while I am writing about them. I
wish I could write their music. Do you suppose the birds are unhappy because they are not something elseâ€”a
horse or an ox, for example? Or do you think a small bird is jealous of a large one? Does the wren wish
himself a raven, or the robin sigh because he is not a goose? They are all as happy as they can be, each in his
own place. But children are sometimes discontented, wishing themselves to be better off than they are, when,
in reality, they are better off than many others. Harry Baker was one of this sort. He lived in a large city, and
though his parents were not rich, neither were they poor. They dwelt in a comfortable house, and Harry had
plenty to eat and to wear, good books to study and to read, and a clean bed to sleep on. He ought to have been
a very happy boy, but he was not. He was constantly complaining about his food, or his clothes, or something
else. He knew many other boys that were better off than himself, and he thought it was hard that he could not
live in as fine a house as they did, or eat as rich food, or wear as fine clothes. He had yet to learn that
happiness is to be found in something else than houses, or food, or clothes. He knew nothing about suffering.
He was never hungry in his life without having enough to eat to satisfy his hunger. Nor was he ever cold for
want of clothes, or fire, or house. He did not know what it was to want. Had he known how some other people
lived, or tried to live, I think he would have been more contented. There were hundredsâ€”yes, and thousands,
too, in the city where he dwelt, that would gladly have taken one-half of the comforts he enjoyed if they could
have obtained them. But Harry never thought of that. His father had often tried to cure him of this foolish habit
of complaining, but found it a very hard task. Harry always had something to say about such and such a one,
who lived in such a house, and had so many nice things that he could not have. He never thanked God, the
great Giver of all good, for the many blessings He had given him, but rather complained because there were
others He had not given him. His father one day thought it might do the boy good to see how some of the poor
people in the world live. Only that very day Harry had been complaining as usual. This time it was about his
skates. But Harry did not see why he could not have as good a pair of skates as Joseph; he wished his father
was as rich as Mr. Simpson; it was too bad that he could not have things like other folks; and thus he talked
and complained more like a great baby than a noble, manly-hearted boy. Baker was tired of it, so he said: I
have something to show you. He therefore got ready as soon as he could, and they started on their walk. It was
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a very cold day. The sky was clear, and the wind fresh, and the pavements slippery with ice. But Harry was
warmly dressed, and did not feel the cold. He had on a comfortable overcoat, good enough for any boy to
wear. Harry would have thought it good enough for him if he had never seen a more costly one. That made
him dissatisfied with his plain coat, as he and his father passed Willie not long after they left home. However,
he did not freeze, though he had no fur trimmings to his coat. On they went, crossing street after street, turning
down broad avenues and going through narrow alleys, until Harry wondered where his father would lead him.
He noticed, too, that the houses were all mean-lookingâ€”even the new ones looked dirty, while the old ones
looked as if they were about to tumble down into the street. Presently they met a plain-dressed, kind-looking
man, to whom Mr. I thought I should meet you somewhere around this part of the town. You are about your
usual work, I see. Baker, to see the misery there is in this place. I often think if some of those people who are
constantly complaining could only see one half the wretchedness I see, they would be for ever after contented
with their lot. I can answer those questions, though Harry could not. Sloan was a gentleman who had retired
from business in good circumstances, and whose whole time was taken up in trying to relieve the poor and the
afflicted. Baker readily consented to go with him to a few of the families he had to visit that afternoon, for it
was for this very purpose he had brought Harry. The first house they entered was a large four-storey building,
and very dirty-looking. There were four separate doors and as many staircases. On each side of each hall was a
door opening into a little room, with a still smaller room behind it. These two little rooms were meant for one
family; and as Harry saw there were four entrances to the house, with two of these doors to each hall, he soon
reckoned that there were eight families to each storey of the house. Then, as he noticed the four stories of the
building, he saw that there must be thirty-two families in that one house. And so it was. How they all lived
there I cannot tell; and only God knows how much of misery, and wretchedness, and suffering was endured by
the poor inmates of this house. The people here all knew Mr. Sloan, and seemed glad to see him, especially the
children, who crowded around him as he went from room to room. In almost every room they visited they
found some one in trouble. One family was crying over a dead child, that looked as though it might have been
starved to death. The poor mother was a widow, and had not money enough to buy a coffin for her dead babe.
This she told to Mr. Sloan, who promised that her wants should be attended to. When they got into the hall,
while Mr. Sloan was going up-stairs to the floor above, Mr. Baker took Harry aside and said to him: You have
not used them yet, and Mr. Harden, I have no doubt, will take them back if you want a better pair. He thought
of that dead baby and no coffin for it. His father saw it all, and it was just what he wanted to see. He said to
him: If so, you may have it, provided it is for a good purpose. Sloan get the money for these poor people? So
they hastened up-stairs to the fourth storey, where they found Mr. Sloan surrounded by a group of
frowzy-headed folks. There was no carpet on the floor, unless a thick covering of dirt could be called a carpet.
There were no chairs, no table, no bed.
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I received this book a while ago and had fully intended on reviewing it in October. Then the proverbial sh! I
was finally able to start reading this over the holidays and can write up on it now. Because this means there
has been three months in which people may not have been buying and reading this book. For those of you who
like quick reviews, let me say this: This is by far one of the best books I have ever read for new parents. Then
share it with another new mom. Now the longer versionâ€¦ I want to start with who Dr. I highlighted one of
her review papers here on EP when she conducted a full review of the studies of sleep training in the first six
months of life, highlighting the risks associated with early sleep training you can read that here. This book is
an accumulation of nearly three decades of medical practice and research as well as her own personal
experiences as a mother. The book focuses on the three main issues that plague new parents and sometimes
repeat parents: Unfortunately so many people treat these issues as independent from each other when they are
so very intertwined. Through her years in practice as a doctor, Dr. She talks about nursing on demand, nursing
to sleep, and bedsharing in scientific and historical contexts. As an ICBLC she knows all of the various ways
in which breastfeeding can be going wrong and describes these in such detail that many moms reading may
not even have to book that appointment for help. As a researcher, she also knows the value in making sure
new parents stay social, get outside, and focus on their own mental health as well. Instead, she advocates naps
on the go after all, babies will sleep when tired enough if there are no medical conditions preventing issues
and making sure mom or dad take care of their own mental health. The overarching goal of this book is to
calm parents and it does a wonderful job of that. I like to imagine what a society would look like if every new
parent read this book along with some others that I love. First there is the issue of the information in it. If all
caregivers had this information then we would hopefully see an end to the various pieces of advice that
sabotage breastfeeding relationships, that tell parents they need to sleep train or stop bedsharing, and so on. In
the anecdotes, Dr. So go buy it.
Chapter 6 : what is the meaning of the song "I've never been to me"..? | Yahoo Answers
The Discontented Buddha was born one hot July afternoon after being asked too many questions while carrying heavy
groceries into a messy, craft-filled kitchen with the words: "Mommy, I'm done!" being shouted from the upstairs
bathroom.

Chapter 7 : The Discontented Gopher â€” South Dakota Historical Society Press
"The Discontented Gopher" is a short story by L. Frank Baum. It is the third of his Animal Fairy Tales, and was initially
published in the March issue of The Delineator. Summary A mother Gopher has raised her brood of three through the
winter; come Spring, she is ready to send them out to.

Chapter 8 : Victorian Short Fiction Project - The Discontented Boy
"Carolyn gives The Discontented Gopher a refreshingly updated look while remaining true to Baum's original
style."â€”Mom's Choice Awards, Entro Magazine "A knowledgeable introduction and delightful illustrations"â€” The
Baum Bugle.

Chapter 9 : The Discontented Horse by Unknown Author - Rainy Day Poems
It's called 'The Discontented Little Baby Book.' (Here is a great review by Evolutionary Parenting). This book is an
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