♣


My mom's philosophy of child-raising was, generally speaking, to let her kids make their own mistakes, let them live with the consequences, and help them learn whatever lessons might be learned from their mistakes.  Unless it meant something really drastic, something that would change their lives forever, like getting pregnant or thrown in jail.  Otherwise, she pretty much let us do what we wanted to do, and helped us learn from whatever mistakes we made along the way.


One time, in 1972, my friend Paul Lampland said, "Hey Mike, guess what, we're going on a bike trip down to Lake City!  It's a hundred miles away, and we'll be gone a whole week!"  I said, "Really?  Cool!" and I raced home to tell my mom.  I was 14.  

When my mom heard the news she said, "Well now isn't that wonderful!  That sounds so exciting!  I hope you two have a really wonderful time!"  Then she gave me a big hug.  So I got my bike ready and packed up all my stuff, sleeping bag and cookware and tent and everything, strapping it all onto my bike so it wouldn't fall off.  And my mom just looked out the kitchen window, watching silently.  


Now, most mothers under such circumstances would be pelting their child with questions – do you have enough clean underwear?  How about socks?  A plastic bag for laundry?  How are you going to eat?  Do you have enough money?  What if you get a flat tire?  Stuff like that.  That is, if they'd let them go at all. 


Not my mom.  She bit her tongue, she didn't say a word except when I asked her about something, and then her answer would be brief and to the point.  She never expressed the least bit of hesitation or reservation or worry about this week-long 200-mile bike trip with crazy long-haired Paul Lampland.  All she said is, Michael, I know you two are going to have a wonderful time, and be sure to call when you get to where you're going or if you need anything.  

Years later I learned that it took every ounce of courage and restraint she could muster to keep herself from peppering me with questions about my socks and underwear and whether I had a decent raincoat.  And, to keep me from knowing that she was worried sick the whole time we were gone.  I didn't have a clue.

♣

