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A man came home from work late, tired and irritated, to find his S—year—old

son waiting for him at the door.

"Daddy, may I ask you a question?"

"Yeah, sure, what is it?" replied the man.

"Daddy, how much do you make an hour?"

"That's none of your business. Why do you ask such a thing?" the man said an—
grily. "I just want to know. Please tell me, how much do you make an hour?"pleaded
the little boy.

"If you must know, I make $ 20 an hour."

"Oh," the little boy replied, with his head down. Looking up, he said, "Daddy,
may | please borrow § 107"

The father was furious, "If the only reason you asked that is so you can borrow
some money to buy a silly toy or' some other nonsense, then you march yourself
straight to your room and go to bed. Think about why you are being so selfish. I work
hard everyday for such this childish behavior."

The little boy quietly went to his room and shut the door. The man sat down and
started to get even angrier about the little boy's questions, How dare he ask such
questions only to get some money? After about an hour or so, the man had cahned
down, and started to think: Mayhe there was something he really needed to buy with

that $ 10 and he really didn't ask lot money very often.



The man went to the door of the little boy's room and opened the door.

"Are you sleep, son?"he asked.

"No, daddy, I'm awake." replied the boy.

"I've been thinking, maybe I was too hard on you earlier," said the man, "it's
been a long day and I look out my aggravation on you. Here the $ 10 you asked for."
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As teenagers we live in a different world from our mothers, a world where moth—

ers hang out un the peripheries. Of course, almost everyone has one; they are un—
avoidable annoyances.

Today, as I approach that edge, as I am the one with the teenage daughter, 1
look at my mother through different eyes. And | sometimes wish I could halt the
years and stop her from growing older, stop her from repeating herself.

We sit at my kitchen table as the sun designs a mosaic of light on the ftoor.My
daughter, Anna, sits next to my mother.

"When is Rick going to be here?" my mother asks, referring to my husband.

"I don't know, Mom," I answer patiently, "He'll be here for dinner."

I sigh and get up from the table. This is at least the tenth time she has asked
that question in as many minutes.

While my mother and daughter play Monopoly, I busy myself making a salad.

"Don't put in any onions," Mom says, "You know how Daddy hates onions."

"Yes, Mom," I answer, shoving the scallions back into the fridge.

1 scrub off a carrot and chop it into bite—size pieces. 1 thrust the knife into the
carrot with more force than is necessary. A slice falls onto the floor.

"Don't put any onions in the salad," she reminds me. "You know how Daddy
hates onions."

This time | can't answer.
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I just keep cutting,chopping,tearing. If only I could chop away the years.Shred
the age from my mother's face and hands.

My mother had been beautiful. She still is. In fact, my mother is still everything
she has been, just a bit forgetful. I try to convince myself that's all that it is, and if
she really concentrated, she would not repeat herself so much. There isn't anything
wrong with her.

I cut off the end of the cucumber and rub it against the stalk to take away the
bitterness. The white juice oozes out the sides. Wouldn't it be nice if all unpleasant
situations could be so easily remedied? Cut and rub. This is a trick I have learned
from my mother, along with a trillion other things: cooking, sewing,dating, laughing,
thinking. I learned how to grow up. I learned the art of sorting through emotions.

And I learned that when my mother was around, I never had to be afraid.

So why am I afraid now?

I study my mother's hands. Her nails are no longer a bright red, but painted a
light pink, almost no color at all. And as [ stare at them, I realize I am no longer
looking at those hands but feeling them as they shaped my youth. Hands that packed
a thousand lunches and wiped a million tears off my cheeks. Hands that tucked con—
fidence into each day of my life.

I turn away and throw the cucumber into the bowl. And then it hits me. My
hands have grown into those of my mother's.

Hands that have cooked uneaten meals, held my own daughter's frightened fin—
gers on the first day of school and dried tears off her face. '

I grow lighthearted. I can feel my mother kiss me goodnight, check to see if the

window is locked, then blow another kiss from the doorway. Then I am my mother,
blowing that same kiss to Anna off that same palm.
Quitside everything is still. Shadomfsﬂamg&eueeg, shaped li
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