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Damn Good Mother

“I’m a damn good mother.”  My 8-year old son and his friend looked at me blankly as they had their after school snack. It was not what they were expecting on the eve of their long holiday break. Their focus was on the best fortification in the playroom for their ensuing sock and underwear fight.  My son, without skipping a beat, replied, “Why should we care?” and then continued to eat his cookie. His friend just looked at me, as if to wonder ever so innocently why anyone would even bother to bring up the subject of the quality of mothering. 

My personal coach had caught me dancing with my Gremlin just a few hours before. The Gremlin that says, “You’re the major breadwinner of the family, spending so much time on a new business and thus, you can’t possibly be a good mother.” Yeah, the one that also says, “How can you be a good mother when you don’t volunteer in the classroom, go on the fieldtrips, or plan the holiday parties? For God’s sake, you barely got the toga made from old sheets for the last class project on Roman history. And that was only because no sewing was required.” And, this is the same one that says, “Really good mothers don’t yell at their kids.” 

So my coach gave me an assignment to stop the dancing and to finally embrace the fact that I really am a good mother. I was to live in the place of knowing that I’m a really good mother by BRAGGING to others that I’m a damn good mother. Yes, that’s right, bragging. Clearly, this would be a challenge. 

After trying this out on my youngest son, I thought I would give it a whirl with my husband. “Honey, I’m a damn good mother.”  “Yes, I know that dear.” Well, that was better, if not a bit uninspiring. 

So today, I realized that being a damn good mother wasn’t about being able to sew, going on the field trip to the zoo, or baking for the classroom party. It wasn’t even about spending time with them or sparing them the ugly, angry part of me on occasion. 

In the short time that they have been in my life, I’ve taught my sons to make their own lunch and to clean their own bathroom. I’ve taught them the value of writing thank you notes that speak to what the gift means to them. And why playing Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star, on the piano and serving desserts at the soup kitchen means so much to grizzly men with leathery faces. I’m a damn good mother. 

I’ve acknowledged them for being funny, a whiz in math, friendly, thoughtful, and generous. And I’ve let them make their own mistakes and comforted them afterwards. I’ve felt their pain when no one else seemed to. And I’ve cut them no slack when they needed to be less self-absorbed. I’m a damn good mother.

I’ve counseled them on which book to take for the school book exchange, and whether it’s warm enough for shorts on a cool spring day. And I’ve told them about college and roommates on our morning drive to school. I’ve laughed at their jokes and teased them when the moment seemed right for more light-heartedness. And I’ve diligently read from the Highlights magazine at bedtime to carry on the ritual that seems so comforting to them. I’m a damn good mother. 

Today, I took my sons to the Target to do their Christmas shopping. As we got out of the car, on this mild December morning, I put my arms around both of them and softly said, “Boys, I’m a damn good mother.” They are small enough to let me do this in public, and old enough to understand the truth in my voice. And this time, there was no wondering or surprise. Only accepting silence. 

Did I tell you I’m a damn good mother?
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