
 
A Young Mother 

 
It is visiting day. 
She is supposed to go to the prison to see her man, 
but she just doesn’t have the strength. 
She has hardly eaten anything for the past few days, 
and she feels that the child she’s expecting is hungry. 
 
In any case, what can she wear to visit him? 
Her only dress has stretched too tight 
because of the baby she has been carrying 
for eight months now. 
So she spends the day in her slip, 
hoping someone may drop by 
who’ll pull her out of her despair. 
 
People do drop by, of course, 
but they are all as badly off as she is. 
They are always pestering her, 
pounding her with questions, 
“ What did he do?  Did you know about it?” 
“ How long did he get? ” 
Even her parents turned her out, 
to avoid the sting of her shame. 
 
Now she is really alone with this child 
who squeezes against her stomach and who is hungry. 
She is hungry too, but, more than that, she’s afraid. 
She’s really afraid, 
afraid that the baby might be deformed, 
that he might have to stay in the hospital, 
that they might take the child away from her, 
just as she and her brothers were taken away 
years ago, when she was little. 
 
When one of the volunteers went to her place, 
he found her leaning her head against the door. 
She was weeping softly, hiding her face, 
so as not to attract questions or pity. 
All she could say was, 
“ I can’t go out like this, I have nothing to wear! 
But what’s he going to think when he doesn’t see me today? 
And I have nothing to bring him! 
He might not understand, 
he might start imagining things! ” 
 
I haven’t mentioned it yet, but she is only sixteen. 
Now and then, she asks us the question 
that thousands of other young girls keep asking, 
“ Why was I born? ” 



 
She is only sixteen and expecting a baby. 
Like that other young girl, so dear to Christians 
whom the angel visited 
and who carried in her the hope 
and the peace of the world. 
She is only sixteen. 
She too would like to bring hope and peace to the world, 
thanks to this child. 
But her family’s wretchedness 
locked her up in deprivation and despair 
from the first day of her life on. 
 
That other girl was also frightened. 
To her child too, the world said, “ No! ” 
But she was sure of the child she was expecting. 
She knew that, one way or another, 
he would break the cycle of poverty that imprisons people. 
She knew that he would go through the worst, 
but that his life would be a message, 
bearing witness to love and peace. 
 
What can this young woman be sure of, 
as she leans against the doorframe, 
hungry and afraid? 
She knows, as do thousands and thousands 
of poor mothers, 
that the child she carries and will bring into the world 
will be crushed as she is under a mountain of misery. 
Will anyone take in her child’s message, 
the declaration of the destitute? 
Will anyone listen to his appeal for love and peace? 
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