
 
 
 

 
 
 

Of Parent and Child 
by Joanetta Hendel 

 
Between Benjamin and me was an unspoken arrangement. My job was to teach the 
lessons of the world, his was to grow and learn. In the two and a half years that we were 
together, we utilized this system to the fullest. 
 
From my accumulated wisdom and experience, Benjamin was taught all that a growing 
child needed to know. Together we studied the mysteries of the universe—the softness 
of kitten fur and how rain makes mud. 
 
He learned the social graces, table manners, 
and bathroom etiquette. He was taught care 
and consideration for himself, his siblings and 
other human being. Under my gentle tutelage, 
Benjamin learned of love and of life. 
 
As his mother, I took the responsibility for protecting him from all hurt and harm. It was 
my job to go before, to pave the way for the child that followed. But somewhere in the 
stillness of a February night, Benjamin and I reversed roles. He died quietly in his sleep, 
making his journey to the other side, alone and without me. 
 
I was left as the child, he as the parent. I am the child who must struggle, stumble, and 
falter, unsure of my way. Ben is the parent, possessing a spiritual completeness for 
which I am still searching. He has jumped ahead and now he turns to hold out his tiny 
hand to me. “Come, Mother, do not be afraid. The path ahead has been paved by me 
and I will not let you fall.” Through Benjamin’s gentle tutelage, I have learned of love 
and of life . . . and of death. 
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“Under my gentle tutelage, 

Benjamin learned of 

love and of life.” 


