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A Doting Mother 

 The store-goers have become completely silent, everyone staring at my boy, the one 

throwing cheap flower vases onto the tile because I refuse to buy him a bouquet of roses. My 

eyes are wide in horror, as I know each of these vases will need to be paid for, but I say nothing 

because yelling makes it worse. Families are glaring and small children are asking their mothers 

why my son is so misbehaved.  

 There’s a good reason, there honestly is, but the kids won’t understand and it embarrasses 

Micah when people know, so I never answer their rude whispers. Instead, I inch forward in the 

mess of broken glass, ignoring the scowling crowd and now yelling store workers so he knows 

it’s just the two of us.  

 “Micah, honey, come here please.” I speak calmly and quietly, in my most gentle tone, as 

if approaching a deer in the forest or a feral cat. “You’re getting cuts on your knees, love, you 

wouldn’t want your favorite shorts getting dirty, would you?”  

 His twisted frown softens quickly, and he sets the fourth vase he’s picked up back on the 

shelf. He looks down and his knees are indeed bleeding below his shorts, and he mumbles “I’m 

sorry,” and scurries to me, taking my waiting hand.  

 The workers have calmed down now that Micah is no longer threatening the wholeness of 

another vase, and the families around me have quickly run off to finish their shopping and 

pretend they had had enough integrity not to watch the whole ordeal. I smile down at my son in 

the assurance that he’s not in trouble, and when I look back up, the store manager is standing 

opposite us on the other side of the sea of broken glass. His arms are crossed over his chest, his 

right foot tapping (more like crunching) against the floor and glass, and his eyebrows are set 

meanly, his scowl evident.  
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 “Ma’am, I’m truly sorry, but before you can continue shopping may I please ask you and 

your son to join me in my office?” His voice is calm and steady, and I assume he knows that an 

angry tone may set off my son’s internal time-bomb.  

 “Yes, of course, that’s fine. I really do apologize for the mess.” I reply with the sureness 

and confidence of an adult who doesn’t get frightened speaking to authority, but talking to a 

store manager and possibly a police officer or mall cop has my bones quivering.  

 He leads me and Micah to the small office in the front of the store, next to the pharmacy, 

and he politely opens the door for us and smiles at my son, who at this point is shyly clinging to 

my raincoat sleeve and staring at the the floor and the man back and forth. He sits behind a large 

desk, in a big, black, puffed up rolly chair, and gestures to two plastic ones- the kind that can 

fold up, and make you slip while you’re sitting. I sit down, and instead of sitting in the seat 

beside me Micah hops up into my lap. The man seems to remember something and stands up, 

walking behind us to a coffee machine.   

 “Would you like a cup, Ms- I’m sorry, I didn’t ask your name, did I?” He picks up two 

cups, smiling at me as I nonchalantly strain my neck to look back at him.  

 “It’s Ms. Fanucci, but you can call me Sandy. And, yes, I’d love one,” I look at his 

nametag quickly and smile, “Jeff.”  

He calmly makes two cups of coffee, asking me how many sugars I’d like and if I like 

creamer (to which I replied “No sugar, thank you, but two creamer cups, if you don’t mind”) , 

and as he’s doing this Micah is frantically whispering to me.  

“I’m so sorry, mommy, I just wanted to get you roses, I didn’t mean to get you in trouble, 

are you mad?” He pants, and he’s hugging me as best he can in my lap, and I smile in return.  
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“I’m not mad, honey. Don’t worry, I don’t think we’ll be in too much trouble.” I reply, 

and I gently touch the tip of his nose with the pad of my thumb and then each of his cheeks.   

 After a minute or two, Jeff returns to his seat and hands me my coffee, and I thank him, 

and he tells me we have to wait for a little while before the other person who’s got to speak with 

us arrives. Micah and I sit silently, and he plays with my hands as Jeff works on something on 

his computer. After a bit, someone opens the door and steps into the small office room, filling up 

a good portion of the space next to the chairs and near the door. He’s a very large man, and the 

part of his head uncovered by his police cap is shiny and bald, and although he’s in uniform it’s 

clear that he’s just a mall cop.  

  “Alright, now we can get started. Sandy, this is Xavier, he’s our store’s security guard. 

We’re just here to talk about the property damage and- 

 “Sir, Jeff, I can pay for that right now if you don’t mind, I would really like to finish 

shopping and get home.” I answer quickly, smiling and bouncing my son on my knee.  

 “Ma’am, please, let me finish. We’re here to speak to you and your son about the 

property damage and the concerns of workers and store goers that your son may be a bit of a 

danger to others.” Jeff frowns, and his friendly demeanor doesn’t disappear but it’s clear he’s 

decided this matter is entirely serious.  

 “Excuse me?” I ask, trying to be calm but a layer of malice does come out in my tone. 

Micah has begun to knead his fingers into my palm and he’s biting his lip. “I’ll have you know 

three things. For starters, I have my son under control, and if you don’t believe that not only is it 

an insult to him but to me as well. Secondly, he is six years old- he has the right to have a 

tantrum every once in awhile, and that’s okay because I can handle the aftermath. Third of all, 

and I find it incredibly insensitive that you consider him a danger seeing as how this is the case, 
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my son has Asperger’s syndrome, and I prefer not to tell people this because I’d like for him to 

grow up knowing that his syndrome does not change the opportunities he’ll have in life nor the 

way people see him, but obviously you, sir, are not fortunate enough to have been born with the 

sensitivity and intuition to be able to read a situation.”  

 Jeff sits silently, eyes wide with shock as I clear my throat and take a sip of the coffee 

he’d made me. Xavier shuffles his feet and coughs, his hat now being crinkled and twisted in his 

hands. I take my purse from the floor beside me, pull out my wallet, and set twenty dollars on the 

desk. 

“And even though I’m angry, I will still pay for those vases, because I’m a good mother 

and I’d like to teach my son how adults handle situations.”  

Upon finishing my shopping, I not only left the store with my groceries and a gleaming 

smile on my son’s face, but a complimentary fruit basket from the store’s staff.   


