
When God was creating mothers He was into his sixth day of overtime when the angel 
ap p eared and said,  ‘ Y ou ’ re doing a lot of fiddling arou nd on this one.’  A nd God said,  ‘ Have 
you  read the sp ec on this order? ’  
‘ S he has to b e comp letely washab le,  b u t not p lastic. 
Have 1 8 0  movab le p arts,  all rep laceab le. 
R u n on b lack  coffee and leftovers. 
Have a lap  that disap p ears when she stands u p . 
Have a k iss that can cu re anything from a b rok en leg to a disap p ointed love affair. 
A nd have six p airs of hands! ’  
T he angel shook  her head slowly and said,  ‘ S ix p airs of hands?  N ot p ossib le.’  
‘ I t’ s not the hands that are cau sing me p rob lems’  said God,  ‘ I t’ s the three p airs of eyes that 
mothers have to have.’  
‘ T hat’ s on the standard model? ’  ask ed the angel. 
God nodded. 
‘ O ne p air that sees throu gh closed doors when she ask s,  “ What are you  k ids doing in there? ” ,  
when she already k nows. A nother here in the b ack  of her head that see what she shou ldn’ t,  
b u t what she has to k now,  and of cou rse the ones here in front that can look  at a child when 
he goofs u p  and reflect,  “ I  u nderstand and I  love you ” ,  withou t so mu ch as u ttering a word.’  
‘ God’ ,  said the angel,  tou ching his sleeve gently,  ‘ C ome to b ed - tomorrow… ’  
‘ I  can’ t’ ,  said God,  ‘ I  am so close to creating something so close to myself. 
A lready I  have one who heals herself when she is sick ,  can feed a family of six on one p ou nd 
of hamb u rger,  and can get a nine year old to stand u nder the shower.’  
T he angel circled the model of T HE  M O T HE R  very slowly. ‘ I t’ s too soft’ ,  she sighed. ‘ B u t 
tou gh’ ,  said God excitedly,  ‘ Y ou  cannot imagine what this mother can do or endu re.’  
‘ C an it think ? ’  
‘ N ot only think ,  b u t it can reason and comp romise’ ,  said the C reator. 
F inally,  the angel b ent over and ran her fingers across the cheek . 
‘ T here’ s a leak ’ ,  she p ronou nced. ‘ I  told you  you  were trying to p u t too mu ch into this 
model. Y ou  can’ t ignore the stress factor.’  
God moved in for a closer look  and gently lifted the drop  of moistu re to his finger where it 
glistened and sp ark led in the light. 
‘ I t’ s not a leak ’ ,  He said. ‘ I t’ s a tear.’  
‘ A  tear? ’ ,  ask ed the angel. ‘ What’ s it for? ’  
‘ I t’ s for j oy,  sadness,  disap p ointment,  comp assion,  p ain,  loneliness and p ride.’  
‘ Y ou ’ re a geniu s’ ,  said the angel. 
God look ed somb re. ‘ I  didn’ t p u t it there.’  
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