A Mother To Children Not Her Own


Margaret Mary Healy-Murphy’s life has affected my life in a way that I would have never imagined.


A month before my fifteenth birthday I found out I was pregnant with my son, Kelvin.  Three months after that my oldest brother and his wife were reported to the Child Protective Services for their use of drugs with unattended children.  My two nephews and niece were taken away from them and were going to be sent to an orphanage where they were going to be separated and adopted.  A CPS case worker called my grandmother and asked her if she wanted to adopt all or one child.  My grandmother had the warm and loving heart to adopt all three.


Three months after the adoption started my sister-in-law had given birth to a fourth child who was born addicted but was also going to be taken away from her.  My grandmother, hands full with all three children, still decided to adopt the fourth one.  A month and a half after my baby nephew, who I had named Jeremyah Darryl was born, I had my son.


The first month I found out I was pregnant I thought I would be bringing my son home to my grandmother and an empty house.  What really happened was I brought my son home to my grandmother, three nephews and a niece, which we now call a full house.

  
To me it wasn’t just my son and nephews because they were all my children.  My niece calls me “Tia Mama” and my baby nephew calls me “Mama.”  But a mother is not all I am to them because a mother has a job and that job is to be a good teacher.


Before I came to Healy-Murphy Center I was attending Lanier High School but because of my pregnancy I wanted to go to a school where they help me with childcare and teachers and staff know me as an individual.  I wrote to my mother who is incarcerated and asked her if she knew about a school.  She said she would look into it.  When she wrote back, she said her friend knew about a school named Healy-Murphy and the daycare was right across the street.  She was even able to get a hold of the school’s phone number.


Since I’ve been attending HMC I have learned about the history of the school and how Margaret was involved in the school.  In Sister Mary’s class I had a project to do that made me learn more about her.  I learned how both she and I had a connection.  Margaret Mary had raised children that she had not given birth to but that she called her own.  A mother wasn’t all she was but also the children’s teacher just like me.  Who would have imagined that Margaret Mary Healy-Murphy’s life would have a connection with me?
Jessica Ravell
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