Famous People on Motherhood

You're not famous until my mother has heard of you.

(Jay Leno)

Education Secretary Lamar Alexander grew up in a house where better schooling was always part of the conversation. His father served as principal of a local elementary school, and his mother ran a preschool and kindergarten in the family garage. The day he was nominated for the Cabinet post, Alexander was given some basic advice by a former teacher: his mother. In a published comment, Alexander had dismissed his chances of being the candidate by saying, “It’s not me.” Flo Rankin Alexander, 76, caught up with her only son in his office at the University of Tennessee, where he had been president since 1988. “If you are going to go about this country as Secretary of Education, you can’t say ‘It’s not me,’” she informed him. “It’s not I.” (Kenneth J. Cooper, in Washington Post)

I suppose every child remembers some special virtue their mother has -- some piece of wisdom that has saved them from disaster or a word that made the path infinitely easier. I love my mother for all the times she said absolutely nothing. The times when I fell flat on my face, made a lousy judgment, and took a stand that I had to pay dearly for. Thinking back on it all, it must have been the most difficult part of mothering she ever had to do: knowing the outcome yet feeling she had no right to keep me from charting my own path. I thank Mother for all her virtues, but mostly for never once having said, “I told you so.” (Erma Bombeck)

You spend a lifetime trying to get them off the ground. You run with them until you're both breathless. They crash. They hit the rooftop. You patch and comfort, adjust and teach. You watch them lifted by the wind and assure them that someday they'll fly. Finally they are airborne. They need more string and you keep letting it out. But with each twist of the ball of twine, there is a sadness that goes with joy. The kite becomes more distant, and you know it won't be long before that beautiful creature will snap the lifeline that binds you two together and will soar as it is meant to soar, free and alone. Only then do you know that you did your job. (Erma Bombeck) 

Model Christie Brinkley, on being a mom: “I wear more pasta necklaces than any other kind of jewelry. When I go out, it's like, ‘Are you going to wear it, Mom?’ And I say, ‘I sure am, honey.’ I put my string of noodles around my neck, and off I go.” (Jeanne Wolf, in Redbook)

In 1935, e. e. cummings published a book of poetry with funds provided by his mother. The dedication went: “No Thanks to: Farrar & Rinehart, Simon & Schuster, Coward-McCann, Limited Editions, Harcourt, Brace, Random House, Equinox Press, Smith & Haas, Viking Press, Knopf, Dutton, Harper's, Scribner's, Covici, Friede.” All those publishers had rejected his manuscript. (Washington Star)
Darwin actually had mothers in mind when he came up with the “survival of the fittest” theory. (Evelyn Beilenson, in Motherhood Is Not For Sissies)

Thomas Edison’s tribute to his mother: I did not have my mother long, but she cast over me an influence that lasted all my life. The good effects of her early training I can never lose. If it had not been for her appreciation and her faith in me at a critical time in my experience, I would never likely have become an inventor. I was always a careless boy, and with a mother of different mental caliber, I would have turned out badly. But her firmness, her sweetness, her goodness, were potent powers to keep me on the right path. My mother was the making of me. The memory of her will always be a blessing to me. (Bits & Pieces)

In 1954 Elvis Presley recorded a 10-minute demo at Sun Records in Memphis, TN.  He paid $4 to record 2 songs for his mother: “My Happiness” and “That’s When Your Heartaches Begin.” (Bob Barry, in Daily Celebrity Almanac, p. 14)

The music world was stunned by the sudden death of Elvis Presley on August 16, 1977, when the King was found unconscious in his Memphis home. Only 42 years old, he was the same age his beloved mother (Gladys) had been when she passed away. (Audrey Cunningham, in Tidbits)

When college football's undefeated Notre Dame was about to play Miami last November, an impromptu theological debate occurred between Fighting Irish coach Lou Holtz and Miami's chaplain, Father Leo Armbrust. In his invocation at a booster luncheon, Armbrust assured his audience that the Almighty was impartial. When Holtz got up to speak, he agreed with Father Leo. “I don't think God cares who wins tomorrow either,” said Holtz. “But His mother does.” (Austin Murphy, in Sports Illustrated)
In Little Man Tate, Jodie Foster plays a defiant single parent who encourages a gifted child. Foster says she directed and acted in the film “because I understood it so much.” Her mother had also been a single parent with an exceptional child. It takes a smart heart and the carapace of an armadillo to emerge sane, let alone healthy, from child celebrity. Thanks to a mother who urged and loved, rather than pushed and shoved, Foster did it. “My mother had seen a lot of wayward souls in Hollywood,” Foster recalls. “She didn’t want a cripple for a daughter. She wanted me to fly. She also wanted me to have a serious and heroic career. Mother listened to me and considered me her best friend. If it weren’t for me, she wouldn’t have anything; if it weren’t for her, I wouldn’t be anything.” (Richard Corliss, in Time)

Jane Goodall has spent the past 30 years in Africa as the world’s top authority on chimpanzees. Goodall recalls the support that helped get her started: When I decided that the place for me was Africa, everybody said to my mother, “Why don’t you tell Jane to concentrate on something attainable?” When I was two years old, I took a crowd of earthworms to bed to watch how they wriggled in the bedclothes. How many mothers would have said “Ugh” and thrown them out the window? But mine said, “Jane, if you leave the worms here they’ll be dead in the morning. They need the earth.” So I quickly gathered them up and ran with them into the garden. My mother always looked at things from my point of view. (Newsweek International)

Holiday Inn founder Kemmons Wilson owes his $200 million fortune to his mother! “She told me I could do anything I wanted -- and she told me so many times that she finally convinced me.” (The National Enquirer)

When Mrs. John Bruce Dodd went to church on Mother's Day, she was not inspired. Though mothers were extolled, fathers were not even mentioned. For Mrs. Dodd, that just wouldn't do. She thought of her own father who sacrificed and worked to raise six children. Her dad, William Smart, was left with children aged three to 16 years when his wife died. Fathers deserved a special day too, she decided, and she was going to do something about it. In 1910 she spoke to the Spokane Ministerial Alliance to present her idea, and on June 19, the first Father's Day was celebrated. Local newspapers publicized the new holiday, and stores featured gifts appropriate for father. Young men wore roses to church that day, a red rose for a living father, or a white rose in memory of a deceased father. Mrs. Dodd spent the day in and out of her horse-drawn carriage as she distributed gifts to shut-in fathers. By the time Mrs. Dodd's father died in 1919, the day his daughter started in his honor was celebrated throughout the United States. By 1922, it was a nationwide observance in the U.S. and widely celebrated in Canada. (Christian Clippings)

Mothers of Invention? What Their Moms Did
1. Chevy Chase -- concert pianist
2. Lucy Liu -- biochemist
3. Helena Bonham Carter -- psychotherapist
4. Humphery Bogart -- portrait artist
5. Robert DeNiro -- abstract expressionist artist
6. Luciano Pavarotti -- cigar factory worker. (World Features Syndicate)
Nobody loves me but my mother, and she could be jiving too. (B. B. King, blues musician)

When you are a mother, you are never really alone in your thoughts. A mother always has to think twice, once for herself and once for her child. (Sophia Loren)

Joe Louis Barrow’s mother gave him money for violin lessons. She thought music would be an acceptable career for him as an adult. One afternoon, schoolmate Thurston McKinney asked Joe if he’d like to come and spar with him at the local gym. Joe took the 50 cents his mother had given him for the music lesson and rented a locker in which to stash his violin. McKinney was a local Golden Gloves champ, and when Joe almost knocked him out, McKinney exclaimed, “Get rid of that violin, boy! You belong in the ring!” Joe fought on the amateur circuit using his first and middle names so that his mother wouldn’t find out, but once he’d made a name for himself as the Brown Bomber, Mrs. Barrow gave her son her blessing. (Jill Dorchester, in Tidbits)

Benito Mussolini, too, said all he was or ever hoped to be he owed to his wonderful mother. (L. M. Boyd)

Dikembe Mutombo, the towering center of the Houston Rockets, has donated more than $15 million to build a 300-bed hospital in his hometown of Kinshasa, the capital of Congo. Mutombo, who has been named the NBA’s Defensive Player of the Year four times, created a foundation for the effort in 1997 when his mother died; she couldn’t get to a hospital because civil war had closed the streets. The new facility, which will open next month, will be named for her. “I felt that building a hospital was the No. 1 way to change things,” Mutombo said, “where people can go and it is not a road to death but a road to return home.” (The Week magazine, August 25, 2006)

Today, Marie Osmond is a devoted mother of eight – three biological kids and five adopted. But there was a time, says Richard Barber in the London Daily Mail, when motherhood became a burden too great to bear. Following the birth of her son Matthew, in 1999, Osmond succumbed to a case of postpartum depression so severe that she sometimes couldn’t get out of bed. One day, she walked downstairs and handed Matthew over to his nanny. “I can’t stay here,” I told her. “There is something terribly wrong with me.” With that, Osmond says, “I turned away from her, away from my life, and walked out the door. I have no idea how my feet carried me to the car. My body was racked with hysterical crying. I began to understand for the first time why a person would want to take their own life.” Filled with grief and sadness, she drove 250 miles and holed up in a motel. But soon, she was rescued by a phone call from her mother, Olive, who had raised nine children of her own. “I’m going to tell you something I’ve never told anyone,” said my mother. “I went through exactly the same thing when I had my last child.” “That’s my brother, Jimmy. Isn’t that extraordinary?” With medication and therapy, Osmond, now 50, recovered her equilibrium. But she’s not sure what would have happened had her mom not tracked her down. “That call,” she says, “helped me turn the corner.” (The Week magazine, November 27, 2009)

Prize-winning novelist Louise Erdrich tells what her mother taught her: My mother is a patient woman. She had seven children by age 30. When the noise and the heat of young lives overwhelmed her, she used to press the pedal of her sewing machine flat, sending the needle into a manic frenzy. She never lashed out at a child. That lesson was profound. I do not have my mother’s patience; in fact, I started out writing poems because I couldn’t sit still long enough for longer pieces of fiction. Patience never came naturally, and even caring for our babies became a skill I did not automatically possess. Then one day I was invested mysteriously with my mother’s grace. I was alone with the children, and this was a non-sleep week for each of them. The morning of my fourth straight sleepless night, a work deadline passed for me, and our baby continued to cry. Then I broke through a level of sleep-deprived frustration so intense I thought I’d burst, into a dimension of surprising calm. I know exactly when this happened. My hand reached down, trembling with anger, toward the needy child, but instead of roughly managing her, my hands closed gently as a whisper on her body. At that moment, I was invested not with my own thin, worn endurance, but with my mother’s patience. Her hands had poured it into me. This gift had lain with me all my life, like a bird in a nest, waiting until the moment my hands needed the soft strength of wings. (Ladies’ Home Journal)

My mother said to me, “If you become a soldier you’ll be a general; if you become a monk you'll end up as the pope.” Instead, I became a painter and wound up as Picasso. (Pablo Picasso)

California Gov. Arnold Schwarzenegger observed Mother's Day in his weekly radio address by recalling that when he was a boy his mother would carry him in a backpack over a mountain to visit the doctor. While the former movie star often talks about his father -- a police chief in his native Austria -- he rarely speaks about his mother, Aurelia, who died in 1998. He said her “unconditional love” was illustrated by the mountain treks she took when he was sick. “It was an hour and a half hike,” the Republican said Saturday. “But it didn't matter to her if it was snowing, or raining, or bitter cold. All that mattered to her was taking care of me.” (Rocky Mountain News, May 9, 2005)

A Mother’s Role: Despite her many professional accomplishments, Meryl Streep says she has always visualized herself as a mother first. When choosing roles, she keeps in mind her four children. “Everything we put out in my business leaves an imprint on kids who are way too young to be looking at much of the stuff that's out there,” Streep says. “Yet my kids want to see what they perceive as tough and edgy because edgy is the adjective of the day. All it is to me is depressing.” (Matthew Gilbert, in Boston Globe)

Actress Meryl Streep had this reply when asked about the possibility of winning a third Oscar: “I'd rather be voted mother of the year by my family, because nobody realizes that being a good mother is harder than making a movie. Being a housewife and a mother is much more difficult.” (Bits & Pieces)
During the Revolutionary period, George Washington himself came very close to becoming a part of the British forces fighting against America. As a young man in his teens, he was determined to join the British Navy. He needed his mother's consent because of his young age, which she verbally gave. He made his way to the port, had his baggage placed on the frigate, and was trying to embark when it was discovered his mother had changed her mind and had refused to sign the papers allowing him to go. In all probability, as a member of the British Navy, he would have been fighting against America, instead of leading it to its independence. (D. James Kennedy) 
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