ANAAAAAANAANANAANAANAANAANAAANAANANAAANAANANANANN

A MUST FOR LIFE

The babies in the fondling home were dying and the doctors could not determine
why. The children had no signs of disease; they simply lost interest in their food
and toys, then grew weaker until they died. The team of United Nations doctors
happened to be in the South American country, and the local doctors summoned
them for help. After studying the children for a few days, the UN doctors gave this
prescription: “For ten minutes of every waking hour, each child is to be picked up,
hugged and kissed, petted and played with, then hugged and kissed some more.”
Within a short time, the strange epidemic disappeared, the children brightened,
they ate again and played with their toys, and when their ten minutes came they
held out their arms as the nurses approached. The UN doctors identified the fatal
lethargy as “MARASMUS”, a mysterious and gradual emaciation of the body
which seems to strike the very young and very old when people in between do not

take time to show them enough love.
... found in my files—cab

BEING A MOTHER ISN’T EASY

Lest we get caught up in the rhetoric of the day and forget, being a
mother isn’t easy.

No book or class can prepare a woman for that frightening but
precious moment when her first-born is laid in her arms. There is no
training for motherhood and you don’t get a second chance if you do it
wrong the first time. It’s like having to swim the English Channel the first
time you get in the water.

A woman comes close to death bringing a child into the world. Then
her work starts.

Being a parent is just about the only full-time job. A mother is
always a mother, twenty four hours a day, seven days a week. If she is also
a secretary or a teacher or a police officer, she is first of all a mother. The
term “working mother” is redundant. There has never been a fit mother
who did not work harder for her husband and children than for her
employer.

A mother can generally expect to do most of the children rearing. If
both she and her husband work outside the home, he’ll probably expect
her to do nearly all the cleaning, cooking, washing - - everything she would
do if she stayed home. This isn’t fair. But who said life has to be fair,
especially to mothers? Women have traditionally shouldered the burden of
religious training for the children. This isn’t God’s plan (father and mother
should share equally), but if she is conscientious and he isn’t, what else
can she do?

Nobody has been able to think of a substitute for a mother. A baby-
sitter is good to the extent she becomes a second mother. Machines are
useful to give mothers more free time to spend with their children. A
mother is the soft cushion between the hard realities of the world and her
helpless and vulnerable child, and no machine can kiss and hug and



stroke.

Mothers never stop worrying about their children or, as time goes by,
their grandchildren. The nest may be empty but the heart stays full. Her
boy may be a foot taller than she is, and a hundred pounds heavier, may
even be a father himself, but in one corner of her mind - - he is always
taking that first hesitant step.

Mothers don’t ask for recognition. They know the debt is eternal, too
far by large to be repaid with flowers or telephone calls or Sunday visits.
The greatest tribute a woman can pay her mother is to teach her daughters
to be mothers.



