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My Crazy Life and I

“Eat! People are starving in Africa!”

It was thirty years ago, so I can’t really tell if that was true or not. It just so happened that my grandmother and mother seemed to share this same global knowledge: People living in exotic parts of the world were somehow starving to death.

I was young and what did I know? So probably, that was true. Who could dare challenge that age-old (and possibly tested) wisdom?

My folks always admired “healthy looking” and “solid” kids. I remember Mother’s rapturous encouragements, her face radiant with pride, whenever our plates were polished clean after a meal. In contrast, those foreboding dark brown eyes would be full of disappointment (and don’t forget the wooden spoon!) if we said that we were not that hungry.

True enough, my mother could not see us healthy unless she packed our bones with “meat.” 

Somehow ingenious, although totally not recommended, she acquired some well-meaning advice from a few neighbors, and they too, believed that we needed some type of “vitamin” to help us “get bigger”.

Mother determined that we did need more growing up (vertical or horizontal), to do.

She was advised that certain pills could just do that.

So off she went to the local pharmacy, where you could happily obtain prescription drugs without, a prescription from your physician.

I did not know exactly for how long, but I remember Celestone and Periactine were part of our daily “vitamin regimen,” together with Flintstones MVI, Enervone-C and Trop-Iron (uh-huh, my mom decided we were also anemic – the cheeks were not rosy enough).

During mealtimes, mother thought of another creative way to make sure we ate fast enough. She would play Elvis Presley’s LP album back to back. We had to finish the meal by the time the album got over 

Days went by. If I had a diary, this is what my entry would probably be:

Me at around age 4 years:

Day 1: Mommy gave us new vitamins today, yuck! I don’t like those vitamins. Mommy said, “You should at least look like our cousins next door. They’re a lot healthier”. This afternoon, she was angry with me. She gave me the wooden spoon. Elvis Presley’s LP album was over and I was still trying to finish my lunch. My sister Ella & brother Monty finished theirs much earlier (I will not tell mother that they gave their food to Wackie – the dog).

Day 3: Mommy said I was playing with my food. Not really. I was just scattering it around the plate so it would look like I was done. She said, God would punish me if I did that again and that I would go hungry – like those people in Africa (sometimes she used China).

