A Mother’s Skirt

Some mommy’s have frilly skirts, some have satin pressed skirts, some have burlap skirts, and some don’t wear skirts at all.  But let me tell you about one mothers skirt that I found in the bottom of the dirty clothes.

When precious, barely toddling, Tommy falls to the ground from his unsteady gait; it is that skirt that lovingly wipes his tears.

When, the fussy preschooler comes running in with a skinned knee and wounded spirit, it is that handy skirt that wiped the dirt from the wound.

And an all-knowing hug that heals the soul.

When the precocious 6 year old comes in from a scrap with a neighbor boy with a bloody nose, and mama can’t find a sterile towel fast enough, it is the skirt that is tattered to aid the wound.

When the little ones get soapy bathwater in their tender eyes the owner of that skirt rushes to them and quickly uses it to wipe their faces clean.

When a stranger comes to the door to talk to mama, it is that skirt that the shy little ones hide their dirty faces behind.

When the youngest loses his balance, as he is dressed in new black shoes, it is that skirt that he clings to, to stop his fall.

When mama gently rounds up her little troops to tell them that Daddy won’t be coming home any more, it is that skirt that wipes their tears and, if for a moment, calms their fears.

It is the same skirt that mama cries softly on as her little ones sleep.

This mother’s skirt will never be washed.

