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Amanda’s mom is so busy hosting a call-in talk show on mental health that she 
scarcely has time for her daughter. Amanda decides there is only one way to get her 
mother’s attention. To learn how, read the excerpt from the story “Amanda and the 
Wounded Birds.” 
 

Amanda and the Wounded Birds 
Colby Rodowsky  

 
. . . The funny thing was that once I’d decided to do it, I never worried about getting 

through. Maybe that was because I’d heard Mom say plenty of times that they always 
liked it when kids called into the . . . Dr. Emma Hart Show. . . . 

The next funny thing was that once I’d made up my mind to call Dr. Emma Hart, I 
began to feel like a wounded bird myself, and I was suddenly awfully glad that she cared 
about them the way she did. I had a little trouble deciding what I wanted to ask her on the 
show, and even before I could make up my mind I began to think of other things that 
bothered me too. Not problems, but stuff I’d like to talk over with Mom. . . . Finally it 
came to me: what I wanted to ask Dr. Hart about was not being able to talk to Mom 
because there she was all wrapped up with her wounded birds. . . . 

Anyway, I did it. I put the call in . . . and almost chickened out when [her assistant] 
Jordan answered. . . . I heard my voice, as if it were coming from somewhere far away, 
giving my name as Claire (it’s my middle name) and outlining my problem. . . . 

And all of a sudden . . . there I was talking to my own mother and telling her how I 
couldn’t talk to my mother, and how the things I wanted to talk to her about weren’t 
actually big deals anyway, but still--  

Dr. Hart . . . broke in and said that it was important for me to know that my concerns 
were as real as anybody else’s and it sounded as if my mother and I had a pretty good 
relationship that had just gotten a little off track and what I had to do was be really up-
front with her and let her know how I felt. Then she suggested that I make a date with my 
mother for lunch . . . and that I should be sure to call back and let her know how it 
worked out. . . . 

The only trouble was that as soon as Mom got home that day I knew it wasn’t going 
to work. 

 . . . It had been a bad day, she told me. One of her private patients was in the midst 
of a crisis; the producer of the show was having a fight with his wife and wanted to tell 
Mom all about it. . . . 

Then she looked at me and said, “Thank heavens you’ve got it all together.” 
Talk about guilt. Right away I knew I . . . wasn’t going to be able to be up-front. 
The thing was, I knew I couldn’t take what was already one rotten week for Mom 

and dump all my problems (which seemed to be getting bigger by the minute) on her. 
Even though I felt like I was going to explode. 

By Friday I knew I needed another talk with Dr. Hart. After all, she’d said to call 
back, hadn’t she? 

Getting through . . . was even easier the second time. All I had to say was that I’d 
spoken to Dr. Hart earlier in the week and that she’d said to let her know what happened. 
. . . 
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And there was Dr. Emma Hart again. And suddenly there I was, unloading about 
how what she had suggested wasn’t going to work 

“Why not?” she wanted to know. “Did you try?” 
“Yes--no,” I said. . . . I said that my mother had had a bad week. That she was 

swamped, preoccupied, distracted, and running behind. And then it happened. I mean, I 
heard the words sliding off my lips and couldn’t stop them. I said, “The thing about my 
mother is that she has all these wounded birds who have really important problems and 
they take all the time she has.” 

A silence ballooned up between us and was so loud I couldn’t hear anything else--
and if you know anything about radio, you know that the worst thing that can happen is 
silence. It lasted forever, and while it was going on I gave serious thought to running 
away from home, or at least hanging up. 

When Mom finally spoke, her voice sounded choked, as if she had swallowed a 
gumball. 

“We’ve been talking to Claire this morning, who is really Amanda,” she said. "And 
one of the things we talk a lot about on this show is saying what you have to say--even if 
that’s not always easy. Are you still there, Amanda?” 

“Yes,” I squeaked. 
“If I know Amanda,” my mother went on, “she would rather have run away, or hung 

up, but instead she did something harder. She hung on.” 
I gulped. 
“Amanda is my daughter, and it seems we have some things to talk about, so what 

I’m going to do is to ask my assistant to make a reservation for lunch at the Terrace 
Garden.” Then it sounded as though Mom had moved in closer to the microphone and 
was speaking just to me, “If you hurry, Amanda, I’ll meet you at 1:30. So we can talk.” 

 


