
A Grown Son, a Mother, and a Ceramic Goose!A Grown Son, a Mother, and a Ceramic Goose!

It was a goose. A two-foot tall,
ceramic, in¬ animate goose. But this
wasn't just any goose. It was my moth-
er's goose. And it sat on her front
porch at her Pennsylvania home.

And this goose wasn't just any inani-
mate, ceramic, two-foot tall goose;
this one had a wardrobe: an outfit for
spring, summer, fall and winter, and
even a few special items for holidays.

I never understood the reason for
the goose, but I accepted it because it
seemed to matter to my mom, and she
got great joy from having it grace her
front porch.

I found things out about mothers
from this goose.

Let me take you back. It was April
and my mother, who at 83, with con-
gestive heart failure, had moved to
Cleveland, Ohio, to be with my sister
and her family so they could care for
her. Mom had been in Cleveland most
of the winter to be close to medical
care.

My wife and I traveled from Kansas
City to Cleveland to visit her just
before Easter. You'd have thought
being together as a family would have
been the most important thing during
our few days together, but not so.

Mom had a request for me. She had
one special thing she needed me to do
before we returned home and that was
to drive to Pennsylvania and change
the clothes on the goose that stood
guarding the house on the front porch.

I had specific instructions where I
would find the new outfit, how I was
to dress the goose, and where I was to
store the other outfit.

So I found myself, a 50 some year
old son, taking what would be one of
the last precious days I had to spend
with my mother, driving hours to
Pennsylvania to dutifully change the
clothes on a ceramic goose.

That's when it dawned on me.
Mothers will always be mothers. You

may be 15 or 50.
You may have a
wife, friends,
kids, relatives,
bosses, clients
and a thousand
other relation-
ships in your life,
but your mother
is always going to
be a mother.
Mothers are
always going to
be doing what
mothers do; nur-
turing, repri-
manding, direct-
ing, instructing,
questioning,
molding, shaping
and even demanding. Your mother may
be 30 or 83. But as long as there is life
in her, she is going to be a mother.

Dads are different, you know. Seems
like when you get to be about 17 or
18, Dads realize the battle is over, he's
either won or lost, and they start
treating you more like an adult. I'm
sure at about the age of 18, my Dad
watched me go out the door one night
and just sighed, and thought, "I did
the best I could. The boy ain't too
bright, but he's going to have to figure
it out on his own."

Not mothers. They will still be work-
ing on you when they are drawing
their last breath.

As it happened, one week after my
trek to the old homestead to change
the clothes on the goose my mother
slipped away from the bonds of this
earth and went to be with her heaven-
ly Father. My last gift to her was to
change the clothes on a stupid, inani-
mate ceramic goose.

Seemed like a small thing then. It's
one of my most precious memories
now. Looking back, I'd have moved
heaven and earth to give her joy dur-

ing her last days with us. As it was, all
I had to do was to dress a silly goose.

Did I worry about what the neigh-
bors thought of this strange guy dress-
ing the ceramic goose on Mrs.
Anderson's front porch? 

No way! 
Would I have had my regrets if I had

just assured Mom before she died that,
"I'll take care of it," but never seemed
to get around to doing it? 

You bet I would!
So here is my advice. Don't ever live

with regrets, especially when it comes
to your mother. Don't try to figure her
out. She's just being what God intend-
ed her to be—a mother. 

Just celebrate what she's done for
you in giving life! o
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