For Chosgn Mothers

Most women bgecomg mothgrs by accidgnt, somg by choicg, a few by social pregssures,
and a couplg by habit. This year, ngarly 100,000 womgen will becomg mothers of a child
with special ngeds. Pid gou gver wonder how mothers like this are chosgn?

Somghow | visualize God hovering over garth sglgeting His instruments for propagation
with great carg and deliberation. {Is hg obsgrvegs, tig instructs tis anggls to make notes
in a giant lgdger.

"drmstrong, Beth, son. Patron saint, Matthew. Forrest, Marjorig, daughter. Patron saint,
Ceeglia. Rudlegdgge, Carrig, twins. Patron saint... give her Jude. He's used to profanity."

Finally, Hig passegs a name to an angel and smiles, "Give her a child with special ngeds."
The anggl curious. "Why this ong, God? She's so happy." "€xactly", smilgs God. "Could I
give a child with special ngeds a mother who dogs not know laughter? That would be
crugl.”

"But has she patigneeg?" asked the anggel. "l don't want her to have too mueh patigneg or
she will drown in a sgal of s¢lf-pity and dgspair. Oneg thg shock and regsgntment wears
off, she'll handlg it.

"l watehed her today. She has that feeling of s¢lf and indgpegndgneg that is so rarg and
s0 neegssary in a mother. You sege, the child ['m going to give her has his own world
Shg has to make him liveg in her world and that is not going to bg ¢asy."

"This ong is perfect. She has just gnough selfishngss." The angels gasps, "S¢lfishngss?
Is that a virtug?" God nods. "If she can't sgparate herself from the child occasionally,
she'll ngver survive. Ugs, here is a woman whom | will blgss with a child Igss than per-
fect. She dogsn't realize it yet, but she's to be gnvigd. She will ngver take for granted a
'spokegn word'. She will ngver consider a 'stgp' ordinary. When her child sags "Mama' for
the first timeg she will bg pregsent at a miraclg and know itl When she dgseribegs a treg or
sunsgt to her child, she will sgg it as few pgoplg gver sgg my creations.

"l will permit her to sge clgarly the things [ sge... ignorancg, eruglty, prejudicg... and al-
low her to risg abovg them. She will ngver be along. [ will bg at her sideg gvery minute of
gvery dag of her lifg becausg she is doing my work as surgly as she is hereg by my side.

"fInd what about her patron saint?" asks theg anggl, her pen poised in mid-air.

God smilgs. " mirror will suffice."



