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Sometimes a Bad Boy Is So Good

by Jean Kerr
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[ try to be a good mother to my four boys. I really try. 1
try not to shout at them. 1 try not to raise my voice when I
say, “You know, dear, Mommy doesn’t like you to throw the
calendar into the toilet.”

But believe me, being a mother is not easy, not easy at all.
Just one morning with my boys will show you what I mean.

[t’s 7 a.m. 1 go downstairs in my husband’s old bathrobe
and start to get breakfast. But first —

“Mom! I can’t find my shoe!” That’s one of the twins.

“Mom! Where's my spelling book?” That’s the other twin.

“I need 32 cents for lunch!” That’s Christopher, the old-
est boy.

I find the shoe, the spelling book, the 32 cents and go
back to the kitchen. I find that Gilbert, the youngest boy, has
been strapped to a chair with a cowboy belt. ! I untie him. All
the while, I keep my temper.? I don’t even raise my voice
when the fighting starts. I hear myself saying softly, “Just be-
cause he ate your crayons is no reason to hit him on the head.”?

Finally, the boys are seated at the breakfast table. The
twins spell out their names in butter on the tablecloth. But I

refuse to let this upset me. Then all four boys decide to make



sandwiches out of boiled eggs and cereal. I keep cool. “After
all, they’re just little boys,” I tell myself. Then I see Christo-
pher — stirring his orange juice with an old pocket comb. That
does it.* I raise my voice — higher and higher. I can be heard
for miles and miles.

In trying to manage my boys, ['ve learned one thing for
sure.” It is: Don't let a child have the last word.® This isn’t
easy. Somehow, when I'm dealing with a five-year-old, I be-
gin to sound like one myself. And a five-year-old is better at
five-year-old talk than I am.

Let’s say I'm busy downstairs. Suddenly I hear a great
crash from upstairs. I shout up.

“What was that awful noise?”

“What noise?”

“You didn’t hear that noise?”

“No. What did it sound like?”

“Never mind what it sounded like. Stop it.”

“Stop what?”

“Whatever you're doing.”

“I'm not doing anything.”

“Stop it anyway.”

“I'm brushing my teeth. Shall I stop that?”

I've learned I can’t win this way. So now, when I hear a
crash from upstairs, I don't give the boy up there a chance to
talk. Instead I call up, “Hey, you, pick up your pants.”

Of course, I don’t find out what caused the noise. But I do get



results. A pair of pants gets picked up. (There’s always at least one
pair on the floor. ) And the boy stops whatever it is he was doing.”

[ know [ should punish a boy when he is bad. That’s part
of being a good mother. But sometimes a bad boy is so good
that I can’t punish bim. Let me tell you about Christopher.

He was at school when I discovered what he had done. He
had taken my new lipstick. ‘And with it he had drawn a map on
the floor of the garage. It was a beautiful map — a map show-
ing where pirates had buried their treasure. But my lipstick was
gone. And the garage floor was a mess. [ was just waiting to
get my hands on Christopher. 3

At four o’clock he arrived home from school. He was
whistling happily. 1 started to call to him. But just then
Christopher saw my husband, who was working in the yard.
“Hi, Dad!” the boy sang out.’“Where is the beautiful lady?”

Me — a beautiful lady! Chris!®was calling me a beautiful
lady! Now how could a mother punish a good boy like that?
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When Mothers Get the Bug

by Jovce Lubold
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Have you ever had the 24-hour bug?' You know, you have
a fever, you ache and you have to stay in bed. Well, most peo-
ple have had it sometime, and most people get over it in 24
hours. Most people, that is, except mothers.? A mother can
get over it in 12 hours or less!

Mother has just taken her temperature — and it’s over
100.3 She’s got the bug that’s going around.

It’s right after lunch. The older children are at school,
and the baby is sleeping. There’s no reason why Mother cannot
go to bed. But first she has a few things to do. Prepare the
meat for dinner. Leave a note for the cleaners. Find someone to
serve coffee for her at the meeting tonight. Put in the next load
of wash.* Carry out the trash. _

At last she falls into bed. Ah-h-h-h! Her aching legs feel
cornfortable on the cool sheets. Her burning eyes close. She’s
asleep!

Then, suddenly, the front door bangs open as the children
come home from school. “Mom! Mom! Where ARE you?”
Mother tries to answer but their cries drown out her weak

calls.” Soon they find her — in bed.



“Didn’t you even get up yet?” cries the younger girl.

“Who'll take me to the training class?” asks the boy.

“What about dinner? We've got to eat,” says the older
girl. .

Mother understands. She knows that the children aren’t

5“I’m sick, "she says. “I can’t do any-

used to a mother in bed.
thing. I'll just have to leave it all to you,” she says. “Cook the
potatoes ... take care of the baby ... put plates, spoons and
forks on the table.”

The children ran off like soldiers going into battle. For a
time Mother is left to the quiet of her room and the ache in her
head.”

Then Father comes home. He comes into the bedroom,
drops heavily on the side of the bed and reaches for her hand.
He looks tired. Mother starts worrying about him. “It’s noth-
ing, dear — just this bug that’s going around,” she says. “I
can get up and do dinner and ..."

Father shakes his head. “You stay right there. Don’t wor-
ry about a thing. The kids and I will take over.® We'll get
along fine without you.”

Mother’s room is quiet again. But it’s also empty. Mother
lies still, listening for family sounds. She feels left out.’ She
feels terrible! But everybody else seems to feel great. In fact,
there seems to be some sort of party going on. There are gig-
gles from the children. And there are loud laughs from Father.

Suddenly there is a crash, followed by Father's voice.



“Get the baby out of the way before he cuts himself! Where's
the broom? Don’t disturb your mother! 1 said DON’T DIS-
TURB YOUR MOTHER!”

Now the house grows quiet. It is clear to Mother that the
family is eating dinner while she lies there sick and alone. No
one has thought to bring dinner to her. They have forgotten all
about her. They are doing fine without her.- There’s no point
in going on living. 1

Then there is another crash. The younger girl rushes in
with the news. “They dropped your plate and the dog ate all
your dinner.”

The girl runs off. There is more noise until, finally, the
children appear, smiling. They are proud of what they bring.
There’s a glass of water, three beans, a cold boiled p;)tato, a
small piece of burned meat. “Can we stay with you while you
eat?” they ask. “Dad is kind of angry. And the kitchen is very
dirty. And nobody knows where the broom is. Is it all right if
we stay with you?” '

Suddenly Mother feels wonderful. As the children watch
carefully, she eats her cold dinner. “Everything tastes so
good,” she says. Without surprise, her aches and pains are
gone.

The old girl speaks up. “Mom, 1 wish you'd get better.
It’s just no fun when you're sick.”

“Yes,” says the boy, “I hope you feel better tomorrow.

We miss you.”



Mother smiles. “I feel better already,” she says
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