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This series of booklets was inspired by a friend’'s pain when facing a situa-
tion that was difficult to explain to their preschooler.

The Bearly Tolerable BOOkS
Mommy's Friend Goes Away
Mommy Goes Away

Daddy’s Friend Goes Away
Daddy Goes Away

Daddy Hits Mommy

What About Me?
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Bradley was depressed. Ever since Bonnie fell off

of the swing and
broke her leg,
things had been
bad.

Bradley was angry too. Everybody was saying,
poor Bonnie this and poor Bonnie that. Bonnie

was getting
cards, and
toys and
phone calls
from aunts
and uncles
saying poor
Bonnie.
“What about
me,” Bradley
thought? “I
feel badly too.”

Bradley hugged his Dad back and said, “Dad
that is a great idea, and don’t feel badly, | love
you and Mom and soon Bonnie and | can play
together again and everything will be back to
normal. Good night Dad.” “Good night Brad-
ley, | love you,” said Dad as he turned off the
light and closed the door. Bradley sighed and
fell asleep, feeling much better.



hugged him . “Bradley, it is a tough time, but
Mom and | love you and your sister. Right now
your sister needs a little more attention than you
do and we feel guilty that maybe we haven't
paid enough attention to you. You better be-
lieve though, that we love you and we haven't
forgotten about you.”

“Tomorrow we will go out and find a new stuffed
animal for your sister for you to take to the hos-
pital and maybe we can find a new toy for you
for being so brave about all of this.”

Just because Bonnie was in the hospital in inten-
sive care, she was getting all the attention. “It
was me, who ran to Mommy for help,” thought
Bradley. “Somebody should pay attention to me
too.”



Bradley looked at Dad and said, “What do you
mean?” “Well, son, | suspect that you have
been feeling badly about all of this. Your sis-
ter is in the hospital, maybe you are thinking
you were at fault, and maybe even being angry
that no one sees that you feel badly too,” Dad
said. “l know this has been a hard time for you,
it has been a hard time for all of us.

“You know even parents, get scared and angry
and guilty when something bad happens,” Dad
said. Bradley was surprised, he never dreamed
that maybe his parents were feeling some of the
same things he was. Dad reached over and

Bradley fought with his anger and guilt. Throw-
ing his toys at the wall, just didn’t help at all.
“I don't like feeling guilty and | don’t like feeling
angry,” thought Bradley, “but what can | do?”

Bradley just wanted to cry, but crying made him
feel even worse. Just then his door opened.
“Bradley are you still awake,” asked his

Dad. “Sniff, yeah, I'm awake,” Bradley said.
Dad came in and sat on the edge of Bradley’s
bed. “You can go and visit Bonnie tomorrow
and let her know how you are feeling.”



