Daughter – Mother = A Missing Piece

     What started out as a symbiotic relationship between a mother and her child ultimately will end with a missing piece.  This in no way diminishes the father’s role in a child’s life.  Especially a daughter.  The lifelong impact a father will have on a daughter is as varied as who she will marry, how she sees men and even how men see her.  It helps determine what kind of wife and mother she will become.  The unspoken words of approval or disapproval resonate even more loudly.  Yet the physiological aspect and connection a mother has to her yet unborn daughter or son is a truly miraculous thing.

     A life begins in a human incubator.  A place where mom is all you need to survive.  As the years quickly start to pass the relationship begins to change a bit and mom begins to need you more.  What a sweet irony we experience here on earth; yet it still ends with the final scene.  

     I received a call from my best friend the other day.  I knew her mother had been sick for some time now.  But she was a fighter and always came back.  She had spunk and it was doubtful that any disease in her body would be able to linger very long.  But this time was different.  She didn’t come back as strong as she always had in the past.  My friend and I shared that maybe she was finally ready to go.  She did indeed lose her fight on July 15th.  But then again maybe she just threw it.  

     She did do most things on her terms so why would this be any different.  As weak as mom was near the end, she still waited for her daughter, and my best friend, to fly to L.A. so she could be by her side as she took her last breath.  Never thought of it before but interestingly it was in a hospital you meet mom and dad for the very first time and it this is often in a hospital where you come together again to say your final goodbyes.  It’s as if things come full circle.  

     But regardless of what kind of mother you had, know that she did the best she could do, given her circumstances, her upbringing and her own history and baggage.  It may not be fair.  It may not be right.  But it is what it is.  Comparisons are dangerous.  

     A young child may wish for different parents.  Maybe a rich or famous mom and dad; or a parent who lavishes undivided attention on them.  But the only parents that matter are the parents you have.  The fantasy parents are not real.    

     I’ve quoted Maya Angelou in the past and one of my favorites is sort of an observational type prose, “No parent sets out to mess up their kids.  They do the best that they can do and; when they know better they do better.”  

     Love of a parent is a choice.  It is very different than the undeniable connection that begins before birth.  The connection between a mother and a child runs deep regardless of the status of their relationship.  A child is conceived and thrives because of a mother’s perfectly controlled warmth and nourishment from her own body.  To know that a mother/child connection is formed at the very beginning nano seconds of life only to question whether that connection might become diminished or less powerful after birth, appears to be quite a jump.  Every aspect of your being is forever intertwined with hers.  She and your father are part of your DNA.  For better or for worse.  This world is a mix of good and bad, positive and negative.  So grab at the good while repelling the evil. And remember your focus will lead you to exactly where your vision is directing it to go.

     God’s Speed…..  

