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!hen 7 recalled the Family Life class I had attended a few weeks back in our

class :�e� Seminary. Hiroshi Minami gave some background remarks and then the 
1 t 

s discussed the roles of women in the workadav world. There was certain-
oi �� 

unanimity in the views they expressed. Some women· held finnly to the point 
. ew that a woman's place was in the home, and that they should be there when thechildren retu:ned home from school. Others felt that the �ost of living in Hawaii, for all practical puFposes, settled the question. There needed to be two incomes tomake ends meet. Another sentiment expressed was that if a woman worked but could be 

home when the younger children returned f rom school, this might be a good compromise. 
It would avoid both poles: over-mothering, on the one hand, and neglect, on the 
other. 

Some authorities go as far as to say that there is confusion today when it 
comes to a woman's role. The woman has both family and non-family roles. She is 
mother and housewife, in the first :' .1.stance; and wage earner and cornrnuni ty volun
teer, in the second. Because of thf: conflicting pressures and traditions bearing in 
upon her she often feels confused. it was because of these factors coming home to
me that I decided not to speak on the "petite, polite, and mild mannered lady. n 

Yet, all of us do feel very strongly that we owe much to our mothers. I endea
vored to think back over my childhood this past week to recollect home and the 
influences that bore in upon me. s-;:r�ngely enough the only specific Mothers r Day 
occasion I could recall was when I �as 12 and my sister Jane was 15. It was the 
year the depression hit. Somehow I mustered up 25¢ and bought Mother a box of 
pansies, and this made Jane feel small and cheap because she didn 1 t have anything 
purchased with money to present to Mother. 

However, there are many things about Mother that we children have talked about 
since her passing. We mentioned that we never knew that ��ther liked milk until all 
of us were grown and had left home. Then, not until then, could she allow herself 
that luxury ••• hitherto, all that we could afford went for the S children. I recall 
her self-sacrifice in order to buy me a second-hand suit for graduation from high 
school. 

There was an allowance of 5¢ a week for treats. I still can visualize my 
brother and I, noses pressed against the candy counter glass, debating whether to 
buy a bottle of soda pop, or a bag full of stale candy. The pop tasted better, but 
the candy lasted much, much longer. 

Mother only finished the 8th grade, so her formal training was definitely 
limited, but I recall that lt was she who encouraged me to continue on in high 
school during those depression years when I was tempted to drop out to help meet 
the family budget. 

I often wonder, as I look back, how Mother took the whirlwind of activity. 
Our kitchen was where neighborhood ping-pong tournaments were held. In our drive
way, adjacent to the garage was where our basketball. team practiced. In our back
yard was the high jump, broad jump and pole vault pit for our track meets. To stop 
and think about it, I Just now realize that we didn't have a park or a play-yard in 
our small town. 

I never consciously remember Mother or Dad teaching us ethics, morals or reli
gion. It was Just a part of their life. Before each meal there was a prayer--and 
the meal was also concluded by a prayer. At dinner every day--but we never called 
it "dinner", it was 11supper 11 to us--Dad read from the Bible. I dontt recall being 
taught to pray. I do remember Mother kneeling at my side when I was making the 
transition from "Now I lay me down to sleep'' to making up and saying my own prayers. 

She didn't teach Sunday School, or hold any office in the church. She was 
given to hospitality, though. Every other Sunday night the preacher and his family 
came over after the evening service with anyone else who might be free. Every 
visitor passing through stayed at our house. I recall the morning I awakened and 
r12s told that Mother had suffered a slight stroke. Sleeping upstairs in the two 
bedro0111s that night were Billy Graham, Lloyd Fesmire and Al Smith. We were doing 

s.,ecfol meetings in the vicinity during a spring vacation from Wheaton College. 
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