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POSITION: Mother, Mom, Mama, Mommy 
JOB DESCRIPTION: Long term, team players needed, for challenging permanent work in an, often chaotic environment. Candidates must possess excellent communication and organizational skills and be willing to work variable hours, which will include evenings and weekends and frequent 24 hour shifts on call. Some overnight travel required, including trips to primitive camping sites on rainy weekends and endless sports tournaments in far away cities. Travel expenses not reimbursed. Extensive courier duties also required. 
RESPONSIBILITIES: The rest of your life. Must be willing to be hated, at least temporarily, until someone needs $5. Must be willing to bite tongue repeatedly. Also, must possess the physical stamina of a pack mule and be able to go from zero to 60 mph in three seconds flat in case, this time, the screams from the backyard are not someone just crying wolf. Must be willing to face stimulating technical challenges, such as small gadget repair, mysteriously sluggish toilets and stuck zippers. Must screen phone calls, maintain calendars and coordinate production of multiple homework projects. Must have ability to plan and organize social gatherings for clients of all ages and mental outlooks. Must be willing to be indispensable one minute, an embarrassment the next. Must handle assembly and product safety testing of a half million cheap, plastic toys, and battery operated devices. Must always hope for the best but be prepared for the worst. Must assume final, complete accountability for the quality of the end product. Responsibilities also include floor maintenance and janitorial work throughout the facility. 
POSSIBILITY FOR ADVANCEMENT & PROMOTION: Virtually none. Your job is to remain in the same position for years, without complaining, constantly retraining and updating your skills, so that those in your charge can ultimately surpass you 
PREVIOUS EXPERIENCE: None required unfortunately. On-the-job training offered on a continually exhausting basis. 
WAGES AND COMPENSATION: Get this! You pay them! Offering frequent raises and bonuses. A balloon payment is due when they turn 18 because of the assumption that college will help them become financially independent. When you die, you give them whatever is left. The oddest thing about this reverse-salary scheme is that you actually enjoy it and this wish you could only do more. 
BENEFITS: While no health or dental insurance, no pension, no tuition reimbursement, no paid holidays and no stock options are offered; this job supplies limitless opportunities for personal growth and free hugs for life if you play your cards right.
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Why are you crying?" he asked his mom. "Because I'm a mother" she told  him. "I don't understand," he said. His mom just hugged him and said, "You never will. 
Later the little boy asked his father why Mother seemed to cry for no  reason. "All mothers cry for no reason" was all his dad could say. 
The little boy grew up and became a man, still wondering why mothers cry. So he finally put in a call to God and when God got on the phone, the man said "God, why do mothers cry so easily." 
God said, "You see son, when I made mothers they had to be special. I  made their shoulders strong enough to carry the weight of the world, yet gentle enough to give comfort. 
I gave them an inner strength to endure childbirth and the rejection  that many times come from their children. I gave them a hardiness that allows them to keep going when everyone else gives up, and to take care of their families through sickness and fatigue without complaining. I gave them the sensitivity to love their children under all circumstances, even when their child has hurt them very badly.  This same sensitivity helps them to make a child's boo-boo feel better and helps them share a teenager's anxieties and fears. I gave them a tear to shed. It's theirs exclusively to use whenever it is needed. It's their only weakness. "It's a tear for mankind". 
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Once upon a time, there was a child ready to be born. 

He asked God:"They tell me you are sending me to earth tomorrow but how am I going
to live there being so small and helpless?" 

God: "Among the many angels, I chose one especially for you. She will  be waiting for you and will take care of you."

Child: "But tell me, here in Heaven, I don't do anything else but sing and smile, and that's enough for me to be happy. Will I be happy there?"

God: "Your angel will sing for you and will also smile for you every day. You will feel your 

angel's love and be happy."

Child: "How am I going to be able to understand when people talk to  me if I don't know the language that men talk?"

God: "Your angel will tell you the most beautiful and sweet words you will ever hear. 
With much patience and care, your angel will teach you how to speak."

Child: "And what am I going to do when I want to talk to you?"

God: "Your angel will place your hands together and will teach you how to pray."

Child: "I've heard that on earth there are bad men. Who will protect me?"

God: "Your angel will defend you even if it means risking her own life."

Child: "But I will always be sad because I will not see you anymore."

God: "Your angel will always talk to you about me and will teach you the way to come back 

to me, even though I will always be next to you."

At that moment there was much peace in Heaven, but voices from earth  could already be heard. The child, in a hurry, asked softly: "Oh God, if I am about to leave now, please tell me my angel's name."

God: "Your angel's name is of no importance. You will call your angel ... Mommy." 
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One afternoon a man came home from work to find total mayhem in his house. His three children were outside, still in their pajamas playing in the mud, with empty food boxes and wrappers strewn all round the front yard. The door of his wife's car was open, as was the front door to the house. 
Proceeding into the entry, he found an even bigger mess. A lamp had been knocked over, and the throw rug was wadded against one wall. In the front room the TV was loudly blaring a cartoon channel, and the family room was strewn with toys and various items of clothing. In the kitchen, dishes filled the sink, breakfast food was spilled on the counter, dog food was spilled on the floor, a broken glass lay under the table, and a small pile of sand was spread by the back door. 
He quickly headed up the stairs, stepping over toys and more piles of clothes, looking for his wife. He was worried she may be ill, or that something serious had happened. He found her lounging in the bedroom, still curled in the bed in her pajamas, reading a novel. 
She looked up at him, smiled, and asked how his day went. He looked at her bewildered and asked, "What happened here today?" 
She again smiled and answered, "You know everyday when you come home from work and ask me what in the world I did today?" 
"Yes," was his incredulous reply. 
She answered, "Well, today I didn't do it." 
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We had the meanest mother in the whole world! While other kids ate candy for breakfast, we had to have cereal, eggs, and toast. When others had a Pepsi and a Twinkie for lunch, we had to eat sandwiches. And you can guess our mother fixed us a dinner that was different from what other kids had, too. Mother insisted on knowing where we were at all times. You'd think we were convicts in a prison. She had to know who our friends were, and what we were doing with them. She insisted that if we said we would be gone for an hour, we would be gone for an hour or less. 
We were ashamed to admit it, but she had the nerve to break the Child Labor Laws by making us work. We had to wash the dishes, make the beds, learn to cook, vacuum the floor, do laundry, and all sorts of cruel jobs. I think she would lie awake at night thinking of more things for us to do. 
She always insisted on us telling the truth the whole truth, and nothing but the truth. By the time we were teenagers, she could read our minds. Then, life was really tough! 
Mother wouldn't let our friends just honk the horn when they drove up. They had to come up to the door so she could meet them. While everyone else could date when they were 12 or 13, we had to wait until we were 16. 
Because of our mother we missed out on lots of things other kids experienced. None of us have ever been caught shoplifting, vandalizing other's property or ever arrested for any crime. It was all her fault. We never got drunk, took up smoking, stayed out all night, or a million other things other kids did. 
Now that we have left home, we are all educated, honest adults. We are doing our best to be mean parents just like Mom was. I think that is what's wrong with the world today. It just doesn't have enough mean moms anymore. 
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We are currently seeking applicants for a divine role in the work force. Very little experience is needed, as you will have complete "on-the-job" training. 
Must be willing to work 24 hours a day, 7 days a week. Patience is a must. We will start you out doing some heavy lifting and carrying for about 9 months after which you will be asked to suffer extreme pain for a few hours. You will then move on to the "parent" part of our program, where you will teach, nurture, and care for little children. After they have become independent, you will be on call for the rest of your life to rescue burning chickens, save loads of laundry, lend a listening ear, etc. 
Pay is minimal, but the eternal rewards are priceless. Men need not apply, as they have not the skills needed for such a job. 
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When the Good Lord was creating Mothers, He was into the sixth day of "overtime" when the angel appeared and said, "You are doing a lot of fiddling around with this one." 
And the Lord said "Have you read the spec on this order?" 
She has to be completely washable, but not plastic. She must have 180 moveable parts...all replaceable, Run on black coffee and leftovers. She needs to have a lap that disappears when she stands up, A kiss that can cure anything from a broken leg to a disappointed love 
affair... and six pairs of hands... 
The angel shook his head slowly and said, "Six pairs of hands...No Way." 

"It's not the hands that are causing me problems," said the Lord. "It's the three pairs of eyes that mothers have to have." 

"That's on the standard model?" asked the angel. 
The Lord Nodded. "One pair that sees through closed doors when she asks, 'What are you kids doing in there?" even though she already knows. Another here in the back of her head that sees 
what she shouldn't but what she has to know, and of course the ones here in the front that can look at a child when he goofs up and say, "I understand and I love you" without so much as uttering a word. 
“Already I have made one who heals herself when she is sick... , can feed a family of six with one pound of hamburger...  and can get a nine year old to stand under a shower." 
The angel circled the model of a Mother very slowly. "It's too soft," he sighed. 
"But tough!" said the Lord ."You cannot imagine what this Mother can do or endure." 
  "Can it think?" 

"Not only can it think, but it can reason and compromise," said the Creator. 
Finally, the angel bent over and ran a finger across the cheek. "There is a leak," he pronounced. 
"I told you, you were trying to put too much into this model."  

"Its not a leak," said the Lord "its a tear." 
 "What's it for?" 
 "It's for joy, sadness, disappointment, pain, loneliness and pride." 

"You are a genius," said the angel. 
The Lord looked somber. "I didn't put it there......" 
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We are sitting at lunch when my daughter casually mentions that she and her husband are thinking of starting a family. "We are taking a survey", she says, half-joking. "Do you think I should have a baby?"

"It will change your life," I say, carefully keeping my tone neutral. 

"I know," she says, "no more sleeping in on weekends, no more spontaneous vacations. . . ."

But that is not what I meant at all. I look at my daughter, trying to decide what to tell her. I want her to know what she will never learn in childbirth classes. I want to tell her the physical wounds of child bearing will heal, but that becoming a mother will leave her with an
emotional wound so raw that she will forever be vulnerable.

I consider warning her that she will never again read a newspaper without asking, "What if that had been MY child?" That every plane crash, every house fire will haunt her. That when she  sees pictures of starving children, she will wonder if anything could be worse than watching your child die.

I look at her carefully manicured nails and stylish suit and think  that no matter how sophisticated she is, becoming a mother will reduce her to the primitive level of a bear protecting her cubs. That an urgent call of "Mom!" will cause her to drop a souffle
or her best crystal without a moments hesitation.

I feel I should warn her that no matter how many years she has invested in her career, she will be professionally derailed by motherhood. She might arrange for childcare, but one day she will be going into an important business meeting and she will think of her baby's sweet smell. She will have to use every ounce of her discipline to keep from running home, just to make sure her baby is alright.

I want my daughter to know that everyday decisions will no longer be routine. That a five year old boy's desire to go to the men's room rather than the woman's at McDonalds will be a major dilemma. That right there, in the midst of clattering trays and screaming children, issues of independence and gender identity will be weighed against the prospect that a child molester may be lurking in the restroom.

However decisive she may be at the office, she will second-guess herself constantly as a mother. 
Looking at my attractive daughter, I want to assure her that eventually she will shed the pounds of pregnancy, but she will never feel the same about herself. That her life, now so important
will be of less value to her now that she has a child. That she would give it up in a moment to save her offspring, but will also begin to hope for more years - - not to accomplish her own dreams, but to watch her child accomplish theirs.

I want her to know that a cesarean scar or shiny stretch marks will become badges of honor. My daughters relationship with her husband will change, but not in the way she thinks. I wish she could understand how much more you can love a man who is careful to powder the baby 
or never hesitates to play with his child. I think she should know that she will fall in love with him again for reasons she would now find very unromantic.

I wish my daughter could sense the bond she will feel with women throughout history who have tried to stop war, prejudice and drunk driving.

I hope she will understand why I can think rationally about most issues, but become temporarily insane when I discuss the threat of nuclear war to my children's future.

I want to describe to my daughter the exhilaration of seeing your child learn to ride a bike. I want to capture for her the belly laugh of a baby who is touching the soft fur of a dog or cat for the first time. I want her to taste the joy that is so real, it actually hurts.

My daughter's quizzical look makes me realize that tears have formed in my eyes. "You'll never regret it," I finally said. Then I reach across the table, squeeze my daughter's hand and offer a silent prayer for her, and for me, and for all of the mere mortal women who stumble their way
into this most wonderful of callings.   This blessed gift from God . . . That of being a Mother.
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