
Last summer my son was 12 years old. He wanted a job but he didn’t want 
to work. I know this feeling well. I want the identity that employment 
brings but sweating? Well, I could skip on that, thanks. 

He was insistent, however, that he be our lawn man. We’ve got a big one, 
so it was no small undertaking. I helped him by making a chart and 
splitting the lawn into 8 sections. He could do a section or two a day or 
take two days to accomplish the entire task, but he was in charge. It was 
his lawn to mow (or fail to mow). 

Fortunately, my son enjoys buying things. Nerf guns and sunglasses are 
on the list, but he had bigger things in mind too and needed to save $300 
to buy an iPod. He talked about the iPod incessantly and planned how 
many mowings it would take to earn his way there. 

Slow is Fast 
the promise of patience  
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When it came to actually moving the mower from 
garage to grass however, his plans failed to make 
the transition to action. As a mother it’s tough to 
listen to someone talk about the prize over and 
over while the grass was daily getting longer and 
longer. Not to mention our yard was a patchwork 
quilt, with one section long and another short. It 
looked pretty ragtag. 

I tangled with my son 
occasionally. I’d lose it 
in frustration for his 
lazy approach to 
summer when there 
was a perfectly good 
occupation waiting for 
him. I knew he’d be 
happier after he earned 
the money to pay for 
his iPod. Additionally, 
once he got outside, he almost always came in 
from mowing with a smile on his face, full of the 
pride that work inspires. 

I’d point out how happy he seemed whenever he 
came in from working. He’d eagerly agree and 
make resolutions about tomorrow, but that was 
never enough to draw him out to the garage the 
next day. A week would go by with no mowing 
and finally I’d break down and ask the question 
I’d promised myself not to ask: “When do you 
think you might be ready to mow?” 

A small explosion would erupt between the two 
of us and finally, in a huff, he’d go outside and 
get it done. The endorphins and the pride would 
do their work. He’d come in glowing. 

It was tempting to 
take over, but my 
son wasn’t looking 

for a boss. 
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“I really do love the feeling of doing a job,” he’d say as he’d fill his glass of 
water. 

“What is it that you love so much?” I’d ask. 

“You look at all that neat, trimmed grass and it’s a great feeling.” 

“That makes you feel like you can make a difference.” 

“Yeah. I’m gonna get out there early next week so it doesn’t have a chance 
to get long.” 

“I think that’s a great idea, Buddy. I think you’re really getting the idea that 
work brings more than a paycheck.” 

But next week would come and there was usually something more 
interesting like reruns of reruns of Bugs Bunny. 

It was incredibly tempting to take over. Many times I wanted to say, “You’ll 
mow the grass on Tuesdays and that’s that.” But my son was trying to 
become a working man and what he didn’t need was a boss. He needed 
someone to believe that somewhere inside of him there lived the motivation 
and maturity to be in business for himself. 

It’s now a year later. I’ve never once asked my son to mow this summer and, 
yesterday, because there was nothing better to do, he mowed our neighbor’s 
lawn. “He hates mowing his lawn and I’ve got time, so why not?” 

Not only is he motivated but he asks me about weed products and trimmers. 
The yard is his. “If our yard looks really good, someone might want to hire 
me to do theirs.” He has the pride of ownership.    

Had I hounded him last summer I might not have been an embarrassment to 
my town, but I would have surely killed that spark that was ignited in my 
son. It takes time for a spark to ignite and it’s slow to get burning, but when 
nourished well, the fire will eventually glow on its own.     
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Choose an animal, flower or baby you adore. Watch your adored one bloom. 
Literally. Take several days to observe as a poppy opens. Take time to watch a puppy 
navigate a set of stairs. Watch a toddler learn to walk.  

What is your mood as you watch? Are you tempted to say to the puppy, “Hurry up!” 
or with the toddler do you think, “Get out of that puddle?” My hunch is that you were 
thinking, “How adorable!” or “Where’s my camera?” You grant permission to that 
adorable child to learn how to negotiate stairs or learn to walk. 

It’s interesting how stingy we get with words of encouragement when the new skill is 
something we might need to learn.  

I was impatient with my son because he didn’t know how to mow the lawn even 
though that was a new skill to him. Ironic, right? I didn’t want to have to be bothered 
with the lawn and watching my son learn to do it wasn’t nearly as cute as watching 
him learn to walk. I just wanted him to hurry up and figure it out so I didn’t have to 
have that mowing task on my list. 

But he was blooming. 

He was blooming into the business man he would become later. He was learning 
about responsibility. He was 12 years old the summer of the lawnmower. When he 
was 20, and managing a shoe store, he got promoted to another state and given his 
own store. When he was 22 he bought a food truck and bought his own business.  

Would I have been more patient the summer of the lawnmower if I could have been 
sure he would be so responsible later? I’m certain. We get impatient with our 
children because we doubt that they will succeed. But my hunch is that more than 
doubting our kid, we are doubting ourselves. 

I didn’t want to do the work of mowing the lawn, so I got frustrated with my son who 
wouldn’t mow the lawn. Give your child the same patience you gave them when they 
learned to walk. Marvel at all the times they are willing to get up when they fall 
down. Grant them permission to take their time learning something new. 

The Power of Permission and What Happened to My Son
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What is the chore you want your child to accomplish? 

Have they ever done this chore before? 

What can you do to help them learn the chore? 

How can you help them appreciate the value of the chore? 

If you hurry them or nag them, what opportunity is your child losing? 

If you encourage them to learn at their own pace, what will be the long term 
consequences? 

Example: 

What is the chore you want your child to accomplish? To vacuum the rug. 

Have they ever done this chore before? No. 

What can you do to help them learn the chore? Demonstrate how to wind the cord, 
turn on the vacuum and go back and forth in the same spot several times. 

How can you help them appreciate the value of the chore? “Now that we’ve 
vacuumed, take off your socks and feel the difference vacuuming makes. Softer, 
right?” 

If you hurry them or nag them, what opportunity is your child losing? My child won’t 
appreciate how nice it feels to walk on a clean rug. 

If you encourage them to learn at their own pace, what will be the long term 
consequences? When they have their own home, they might choose to keep it clean, 
because, let’s face it, until they leave my house, they will complain about cleaning.  
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Meet Your Coach 
Rebecca S. Mullen 

I have big teeth and they show - all the way to 
my molars - when I laugh, which I do a lot. I 
like to wear sneakers and I  believe a good 
mug is a great way to start the day, no 
matter what’s inside. Warming my hands is 
the important part. I’m the first one to tear 
up when Mr. Darcy says, “I’m afraid you 

have been long desiring my absence.” Lastly, almost 
any bad mood can be wiped away by changing the tablecloth on 

my dining room table.  

I am a Master Certified Life Coach.  I believe 
it is the smallest details of our lives that 
help us understand our souls. When we pay 
attention and notice those details without 
judgment, welcoming the mud and flowers 
alike, our greatest potential has room to 
expand with ease. Join my mailing list today.

Accelerate your journey by slowing down your steps.
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