Mum, Meet My Mother
Jo Wanmer
It felt weird. We were driving our daughter to meet her mother. For eighteen years I had
been her mother, her only mother. However, we had always explained that she had come
out of another woman’s tummy. As a three-year-old she had stamped her feet, declaring,
‘I didn’t want to be in another lady’s tummy!’
The opinionated three year had morphed into a beautiful, independent, and yes,
opinionated young woman. All these years, we had talked about her birth mother,
wondered who she was and what she was like. She’d often wondered if she even
remembered. I had promised to help locate her once she turned eighteen. But our efforts
were unnecessary as her birth mother had rung me on the day of her birthday. It was a
bittersweet contact. We didn’t have to search, but I had to face the reality of another
mother, whose love was shown by her reaching out. Now the day was here. We were on
our way to meet this mythical person.
The route was familiar. The two-hour journey took forever, so it seemed. What
would she be like? Look like? We had spoken to her on the phone and had ascertained
she shared our daughters’ skinny legs and ample breasts. She was very keen to see her,
had organised a meeting as soon as possible. Spontaneous - just like our daughter, her
daughter.
But would she be welcoming? Easy to talk to? We continued to drive despite our
daughter’s random demands to turn around. Ten minutes later she’d be excited again.
Then desperate. As I said, it was a very long two hours.
As her mother, it was a strange sensation. Raising teenagers is never easy but the
last few years with our daughter was filled with unique challenges. Had I mothered well
enough? Would she connect with this woman in such a way that she didn’t need me
anymore? I’d cared for her, nursed her, fought for her in all sorts of spheres. She, more
than anyone, had taught me about love, the gritty, messy, unconditional love. Our
relationship had been through severe fires of testing and our love was now strong. But
today changed everything. What does one say to the woman who gave up her baby?
What would she think of us? She had already babbled over the phone, excited that her
daughter’s parents were still together, that she was in a stable home.
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Her father and I waited in the car whilst our girl gulped a deep breath and
knocked on the door. Within minutes, an auntie came from the house and, with a warm
smile, invited us to join them. Inside, it was hard to know who was talking the most, but
they paused as we were introduced.
‘Mum, Dad, meet my mother.’
These two women, birth mother and daughter, instinctively related to each other,
both talking at once. They shared a common taste in dress, even owning some of the
same clothes. Their hair was dyed the same colour and they smoked similar cigarettes.
They were both the only ones in their families who smoked.
I sat and watched them amazed. Our daughter’s tastes had always been very
different to ours – but now it seemed they were the same as her birth mother’s. Intrigued,
and a little alarmed, I watched for other genetic connections.
As I chatted with the aunt, I told her our daughter had named her pet budgerigar
‘Shovel’. We laughed together about the crazy name.
Her new mother’s ears picked up the story. ‘Why did you choose that name?’
My daughter grinned. ‘It is the model of Harley Davidson I hope to own one day.’
Her birth mother stood, an unreadable expression on her face. ‘Come with me.’
Mystified, we followed her through the house to the garage. She pointed to an
object covered by a tarp. ‘Have a look.’
With a bemused glance at me, our daughter lifted the cover and screamed. A
Harley Davidson Shovel motor bike gleamed in their garage. Her dream bike was owned
by our daughter’s birth father.
Then I understood. So many facets of my daughter’s character, that we struggled
to understand, became clear. Her genes were stronger than many of the things we tried to
teach her. I was so glad I’d released my control on her clothing choices. Her smoking
made sense. Although our family modelled no smoking and she agreed with her mind, in
her body there was a greater pull.
So was our training, guiding and discipline a total waste of time? Had we spent all
those years trying to put a square stick in a round hole? What would she do now she had
found her ‘missing pieces’? Her birth father wasn’t there that day as he was working in
the mines. But they were living together. Both her parents. She had the fairy tale ending.
Later that afternoon as we drove home, she filled the car with stories and
excitement. There were already arrangements for them to get together again. This return
trip was a quick two hours.
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A big question loomed in my mind. ‘Is there room for us in this new story?’ I
squirrelled the question away, asking God for grace and wisdom. We were Christian
conservatives. The other couple worldly. Many of our guidelines would seem
unnecessary to them. Yes, the lady was lovely, and thanked us over and over for raising
her so well. There was no indication that she wanted to take over now. But would our
daughter gravitate that way?
All we could do, as her parents, was to commit her to the Lord and his keeping.
Once again, we laid down our claim to her and trusted the Lord to watch over her and
keep her. Yes, there were tears, as there always are, when we surrender another part of
our life to him.
A few days later, I lounged in a double beanbag before our open fire, watching the
flames, relaxing. This precious daughter came in and joined me on the bean bag. We just
snuggled for a while in silence. She pushed up on one elbow and looked at me. ‘She’s
lovely, my birth mother, but she’s still a stranger. She’s not my Mum. You will always be
my mum.’
Now, twenty-five years later, our family is still close. Yes, another family
enriches the mix, but this adult daughter is still my girl.
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