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To my sweet, loving mother


for making my life possible.


And at times, impossible.


Thanks for your care, your kindness,


and your inspiration.







THE MESSAGE BEFORE THE MESSAGES
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A lot of people who are driven to the point of insanity report hearing voices—voices commanding them to stalk, maim, or even kill.

Then there are people like you and me. We also hear voices that leave us at the brink of our sanity, only these voices are commanding us to zip up our jackets or eat enough roughage.

The voiceswehear don't come from God but from someone much more powerful.

Our mothers.

The only difference between any other adult who's being driven nuts by her mother and me is that I just happened to have saved my mother's voice on the microcassettes from my answering machine.

In fact, I've been saving almostallmy answering machine messages for well over a decade.

Recently, I released a CD of my mother's messages through my Website at sendamy.com. Judging by the flood of email I've been getting, I'm not alone in having a mother who uses the phone lines to stay waytooconnected—a mother who offers constant advice on what to eat, how to dress, and who to date.

It doesn't help that the phone companies have been fighting a rate war, resulting in long-distance charges as low as five cents a minute and local calling plans with unlimited usage. As in any war, who suffers the most? It's the children—people like you and me whose mothers now havenothingholding them back whenever The Urge to Call strikes.

With all the advances in telecommunications— from answering machines that our mothers “commandeer” to cell phones that let them track us wherever we go—it's not Big Brother watching over us.

It's Big Mother.

So allow me to take you on a journey to the land of Overprotection, as I share messages from a mother who seems to think the phone cord is an umbilical cord.

You'll notice that I make liberal use of phrases such as “I love my mother, but,” “As much as we love our parents,” and “I know my mother means well, but.” Basically, these are road signs indicating Sharp Criticism Ahead, and I use them because I don't want to feel guilty.

And even though it's hard to remember sometimes, I use these phrases because they're true. I do know how lucky I am to have a mother who cares so much. Friends who've lost their mothers tell me how difficult it is when they realize that they'll never again find another person so totally focused on their well-being.

The most devoted friend, lover, or even husband would never call you in a panic to warn you of the dangers of nylon-crotched panties. And they wouldn'tdreamof advising you to alternate which side you wear your purse on so your shoulders don't get uneven.

As you flip through this book, smiling and maybe even laughing yourtuchasoff at my existence under Mom's Rule, a few questions may come up.

First, you may wonder why my mother calls me “Amila” (pronounced AY-muh-luh) when my name is actually Amy. The answer is that, as a classic Jewish mother, my mom follows the tradition of adding an “ila” to my name as a term of endearment. (This is probably why you rarely hear of a Jewish girl named something like “Lola”—her mother would then have to call her Lola-ila, which doesn't roll very smoothly off the tongue.) You'll also find that my mother sometimes calls me“mamascheinz,”which literally translates to “sweet mother” but can be used affectionately for anyone female, much as Spanish-speaking people might use“mamacita.”And here and there, my mother uses some other Yiddish phrases, which are explained in the glossary at the end of this book.

At some point you may also wonder, “WhereisAmy while her mother's calling and chatting up a storm with her machine? Is she sitting there screening or what?”

The answer is “or what.”

For the past several years, my answering machine has had a light on but nobody home, due mostly to my insane hours as a creative director at a New York ad agency. On top of that, I began doing stand-up comedy, which is howAmy's Answering Machinecame about.

When I first played my mother's messages on stage and saw how much audiences loved her (Why is it always easier to see the humor in someoneelse'smother?), I decided to produce my own CD and market it through my Website.

Then, when the success of the CD showed justhow manypeople related to and were entertained by my struggles with Mom, I was offered the opportunity to write this book.

If your own mother drives you crazy, I hope my book will help you find some comfort in knowing you're not alone.

If youarea mother who drives your kids crazy, maybe it will help you see yourself in a new light and take steps toward rehabilitation.

And if your mother is no longer with you and you actuallymissthe infuriating advice, questions, and comments, I hope my mother's messages will bring you more laughter than tears.

Wishing only health, happiness, and love for you, your mother, and mine,

Amy Borkowsky







HOW COME  EVERY TIME I HIT “PLAY” ON MY ANSWERING MACHINE MY MOTHER IS PUSHING MY BUTTONS?



[image: 0743422287-004]I have a radio that gives weather forecasts every few minutes, and cable TV with a channel devoted entirely to the weather. So why does my mother always feel compelled to call me up with a weather report?
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“Amila? I hope you're on your way home. I just heard on the weather, there's a big storm headed for New York and they're expecting four to six inches in the city, with accumulations of up to a foot in the outlying areas. So if I were you, I wouldn't goshleppingto any outlying areas. On the weather map, all over New York, they had snowflakes the size of bagels. So if you have to go out, make sure you bundle up. And wrap a scarf around your face to protect it, 'cause y'know, there was that man who climbed Mount Everest and lost his entire nose. Okay, honey? I love you. Bye.”

[image: 0743422287-006]

Somehow I just don't see anywhere I wouldshlepto as being quite parallel to climbing Mt. Everest.

“Our guest today is Amila Borkowsky, the first woman ever to reach the summit of Macy's department store. So, Amila, what was it like up there?”

“Words just can't describe it. The view of Linens and Housewares wasbreathtaking.”

“Now the question everyone wants to know is, what did you buy?”

“Nothing. By the time I got there, they didn't have the one item I really needed.”

“What was that?”

“A new nose.”


To my mother, any story she hears on the news is directly related to my well-being.





[image: 0743422287-005]

“Hi, Amila. I was watching the news, and I heard about that little girl who was alone in an apartment for nine days without food, and it made me think of you. Honey, please, be sure you have what to eat in the fridge, 'cause last time you came to visit, you looked like Olive Oyl. Okay, honey, bye-bye.”

[image: 0743422287-006]

Like a lot of women, my mother has a distorted body image. Only it's my body she's distorting. I really believe I could gain eighty pounds and would still look too thin to my mother.

And how could she see any connection between me and the “little girl”? I've been alone in my apartment for nineyearswith an empty fridge and I'm still here. That's because I'm a grown-up and can easily go to salad bars, restaurants, or order a pizza.

Really, the only time my empty fridge has been a major problem is if, say, a guy comes over after a date: “Boy, I'm starving, Amila. What do you have in the fridge?”

“Let's see, Barry. Can I offer you some duck sauce? Or . . . how would you like a nice stick of butter?”

Of course, I realize all my mother's irritating reminders about having enough food do come from a very loving place. All she wants is to see me thrive.

And I know that when I appear on television, my mother is sitting at home, just beaming with joy.

Mainly because TV adds ten pounds.


So why does my mother always have to repeat herself?
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“Hi, Amila. I still haven't heard whether or not you got the package I sent you. It's a large padded envelope that says ‘Priority Mail’—'cause you're a priority honey. So go and check downstairs and see if there's a large, padded Priority Mail envelope. Okay? It's not a regular envelope—it's a Priority one that's large and padded. All right, so call me as soon as you get the package. But it's not really a package per se, so keep your eyes open for a large padded Priority Mail envelope. All right,mamascheinz,bye-bye.”
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