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                                        Strength Felt in a Mother’s Touch

            My daughter was acting grumpy the other day and when she is in one of these moods I know I need to give her some space. I understand her; I’m her mother.  

When she misbehaves I often use the same line my mother used with me. I tell her I don’t like what she has done, but that I love her very much.

            This usually makes her get teary-eyed and she puts down the wall we sometimes raise when we’re young, and lets me reach her heart.

            My mother has always known how to do this with me. She and I have had very few arguments, because I could never stay mad at someone who loves me so very much. 

            When my daughter is not telling me the truth about something I can immediately see it in her face.  “Is there something else you need to say to Mami,” I’ll ask her.  She’ll sigh, and then blurt out the whole story.

            I could never keep secrets from my mother.  The guilt would kill me.  I would rather tell her the truth and get in trouble. She has always had the gift to hear the things I have left unsaid.

            The other day while I was driving I reached over and held my daughter’s hand. I do this all the time because it is something my mother has always done with me. Whenever I sit next to her she always reaches out to me.

            There is immense strength in a mother’s touch.  Most people don’t realize this.  They walk around stiffly avoiding each other, instead of reaching out in the most powerful way we can communicate.

            Sometimes a soft touch on your shoulder or a caress can help you get through difficult times. Whenever my children are worried about something I give them a hug and tell them I am passing all my positive energy to them.

            When I was a little girl my mother would hold my hand and her touch would give me courage and strength. Now I am the giver of all the love I received as a child.

There is nothing in life that can compare with the unconditional love you receive from your mother.  It is a love given freely with no strings attached; it’s simply given out of pureness of heart.

No one on earth will ever love you the way your mother does. My mother has always seen the beauty in me even on my worst days.  She believed in me before I had faith in myself. 

My daughter asked me a few days before Mother’s Day what it was I wanted for a gift.  I gently pulled her towards me and sat her on my lap. “This is what I want from you,” I told her giving her kisses.  “I want lots of hugs and kisses from you for the rest of my life.”

She began to giggle and then said, “No, really Mami.  What do you want?”

“Really,” I answered with all the sincerity in my heart. “This is all I want!”           

The gifts I cherish the most are the ones my children give me throughout the year. It’s the special moments I spend with my children, the long talks, the tears, the inevitable pulling away that occurs when your children grow up, but the bond that never breaks.

It’s the knowledge that no matter what occurs throughout their lives my children know that I love them. 

The gift I cherish most is whenever my children walk in the back door and I know that they are home if only for awhile, but that their hearts will always be mine.
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