Memory 5820
Just recently I was quite hurtful to my son, who’s just started high school.  He said something to me that was very off-color, and I was lashing back. I don’t know what he heard me say, but it had nothing to do with what I said. Because he was so disrespectful and it was early in the morning before he went to school, I jumped up and talked to him like a drill-sergeant in the Marine Corps.  He was sitting in a chair and I was screaming up one side and down the other. I told him something to the effect that if anything ever happened to him, he’d have me, but if anything were to happen to me and all I had was him, I’d be in very bad shape. I told him he was going to have to go to school without the check I was going to give him for his gym clothes. I was screaming and hollering like a banshee.  Then as he was getting ready to go to school, I said, “Have a blessed day. Have a nice day,” and he said “No, I won’t.” As he went to school, I thought about it. I thought, “Well he still needs his gym clothes and I really do need to apologize to him, because I talked to him like he would have talked to me”.  I actually acted like a teenager, that was my response.  I went to school and I got him his gym clothes and I met him in his homeroom. I gave him the gym clothes and I said I needed to speak to him, could I walk him to his next class? He said, “I don’t think so.” He didn’t want to be seen with his mother walking to class.  So I said, “Let me just say that I have to apologize for speaking to you that way, because that was totally uncalled for.  I’m supposed to be the parent, so there was no excuse for me to talk to you like that, even if you would have talked to me like that.” I apologized.  And I said, “I don’t like when my mother talks to me like that, either.”  He said thank you and it felt good.

