Liberty: Prodigy and Legacy

My daughter called me “overbearing.”  Hmm?

Now, I have been called  “bitch,” “control freak,” and as a high school teacher, lots of other names that aren’t generally used as synonyms.  I let them roll off my back for the simple fact that I have never seen those terms as negative.  Some of my finest role models were “bitches” to the extreme.  “Control” is what creates my lists, and “freak” is the power that crosses those same items off.  Go ahead, Captains Obvious.  But… overbearing?  Um, yeah.  This one fits.  And Libby was not even the slightest bit annoyed when she informed me.  She delivered this description in the manner of a simple vocabulary lesson.

I certainly come by it rightly.  I had a mother who held my brother, myself, and her God on the same level of esteem.  She would coo over our accomplishments, dismiss our mistakes, and convince us that our shortcomings were most likely the necessary spiritual gifts required at the exact moment of salvation.  Everything we did was divine!  As a result, perhaps we grew up with an inflated sense of self.   But, then I met a man who was downright as excited about my personality as my mother.  He placed me so high on a pedestal he could look up my skirt, if I happened to wear skirts, that is.  To this day, he orders me out of his way so he can clean up all my tornados, as he laughs.  

When I hung up the phone from Libby’s thunderclap of wisdom, I thought about it with a strange sense of – almost Survivors Guilt.  ​​ I finally realized that not everyone out there has really enjoyed the same amount of adoration.  The world can be a hard place with very sharp corners.  I couldn’t imagine coming home and still searching for softness. I have been truly blessed.  Though I certainly wouldn’t change any of it, once you see something anew, it is difficult to un-see it. 

So this one word struck me as an epiphany of why I am dumbfounded when I find out that some person in the universe doesn’t like me.  For, who in their right mind would NOT what my loving advice, my irreverent sense of humor, and my ADD injected “energy?”  For goodness sake, I offered you a gift- you surely must have misunderstood my intentions if you do not want my help, my company, or my fabulous sense of positivity?!

And there it is.  Slightly overbearing.  Sigh.

Conversely, I would never wish to untangle the years of skillful energy my mother put into one of her masterpieces.  I could never become someone that my husband wouldn’t recognize or treasure.  Nor am I any closer to convinced that I am anything less than wonderful.  So, what does one do when they discover something so… true? These are the jagged edges that exist in our own minds.  I suppose all of us can see our faults at certain times.  But my mom wanted us to believe that God made us perfectly- not for everyone, but perfect just the same.  Our unique gifts offer opportunity to be partnered with the perfect people that balance each other’s shortcomings.  My husband may not be everyone’s cup of tea.  But I wake every morning marveling how his brew fills me with awe and energy and purpose.  Although my mother is no longer here to remind me how I fulfill God’s plan, I have my tiny church to lift me up now.  We are, like the island of misfit toys, perfect in our love for each other and our service to our community.  So, humor will just have to bandage the actual hurt next time someone “unfriends” me on Facebook or retells my memories as “alternative facts.”   

I am Alicia.  I am overbearing.  I apologize (sort of).  And I REALLY hope Libby feels the same way about herself!  We are the blessings of perfection!

