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Believe it or not, this summer I have begun my first diary. It`s a colorful copybook full of wonderful sounds, incredible discoveries, first adventures, unforgettable minutes.
No, I am writing not about visiting exotic places or uncharted territories. I am writing about being a mother.

Three months ago a wonderful event happened in my life and turned upside my daily way of life.

This summer had brought a lot of bright moments I included in my diary.

[image: image1.jpg]



[image: image2.jpg]



[image: image3.jpg]




     








       June, 1-month-old


�





You are my “PIONEER”


                                 I am your “SUPPORTER”


…The first month of your life is an amazing time. You try to adapt to this new and strange world of challenges and joys. I feel like a supporter getting used to take care of your needs. You are my newborn totally depending on me and I like it very much. You look at me with your big blue eyes and I cannot believe that you are with me, that I hold you tight, touch your small fingers and toes. I learn every part of your body, every cell of you body. It seems I will be able to find moles and birthmarks if somebody turns off the light. People say that you and your daddy are as like as two peas. I am really very glad to hear it because I absolutely believe in the saying that if a daughter looks like her dad she will be happy in life. Maybe is sounds like prejudice but I believe in it because I am my father`s daughter and I am very happy, I walk on air. I want the same life for you, my little girl, where there are people who help you in tough situations, where there is somebody you can rely on, where there is something that pleases you. I will do my best to make your life the best. You are my firstborn and I try to perceive the world from your point of you. I like watching you. It is an unspeakable happiness to meet this summer with you. The summer of 2013 I will remember all my life. I will associate it with the beginning of new life, the life of my little girl.








July, 2-month-old
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You are my “HEART   AND   HEAD”


                                 I am your “BODY”


… It is so interesting to get a sense of your personality. I decipher your signs while looking at your face. I read in your eyes what you like, dislike or want. As if a reflection I implement your wishes in the twinkling of an eye. Just as heart gives signals to the head, I understand you without any word. I absolutely know when you are hungry, when you are going to sleep, when your dirty diapers discomfort you…
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…My girl is getting more and more curious by the day. It is funny to see how you express yourself through smiles and laughs. I like the way you smell flowers in our summer garden, enjoy the sun, birds, grass, berries, everything in bright colors. You are my own little ray of the sun. I am attached to you as well as you are attached to me. You show your future character and it is so nice to learn the world through your actions and reactions, to see the world in the way you see it, to make the first steps altogether with you. I don`t remember me in your age but when I look at you I subconsciously recognize me. On one hand, it is explainable because you are a part of me, my blood. You possess something that I possess: traits of character, appearance, habits. On other hand, you are an individual having your own likes and dislikes. All the time I will support you. No matter, you are right or you are wrong. I will always love you.


YOU ARE MY MIRACLE AND I LOVE YOU SO MUCH.


To be continued….





August, 3-month-old





You are my “LIGHT”


                                 I am your “BLEARNING”








Фото взяты из архива автора (семьи Вальгер)








