In which language do I communicate with my child?

An experience of working with a question 
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 I am a mother of a boy call Aran; he is now 13 months and since he settled in our house, life has been filled with joy, presence and learning. I feel fortunate to be able to accompany him on his path and I would like to offer him respect, love and gratitude for everything he is already doing for himself and his life. I honour his great heart and inner strength, noticeable even when he is so young. 

I have felt some pressure from my family and other social connections on how to educate my son. It is not easy to go against the flow, fortunately I feel supported by my husband and other like minded people.

Recently I had a doubt going around my mind: In which language do I communicate with him? I am French but I have now lived in Barcelona for 20 years. Since he was born it was natural for me to sing to him in French, and from time to time I would express a sentence in this language, perhaps because I was feeling obliged to do so.

It occurred to me to talk to Lourdes about this theme. I felt at ease from the beginning; the questions that we explored were clear. Whether my child had relatives in France, whether I imagined him having a connection to my country and what language was I most easy with; and other questions that made me reflect. We also talked of how language may best reach a child of this age, as coming naturally to him. In addition she mentioned the possibility of putting the question in my heart, leaving it the hands of the child’s Angel, as well as keeping receptive; this I liked; motivating me to take steps.

That night, I put my question in my heart and I fell asleep with the feeling that the answer would come when I relaxed and let go…

So it was, two days after that I received a call from a friend who had just been on a course called the ‘language of your heart’. Then, that afternoon as I was resting quietly, I heard through the window a voice on a radio saying, ‘Talk Spanish! I don’t understand otherwise’. The next day another friend, who knew nothing about my question, made a comment referring to her child. They were experiencing problems because she had insisted on communicating in a language that felt forced and took away spontaneity. 

…Well, after a few days I had a decision and I was aware that life talks to me in metaphoric language and brings me what I need to receive. This gives me great peace. It is important though to be attentive, awake and receptive and the answer comes from everywhere. My decision was firm and quick… I talk to my child in Spanish, and I sing to him in French. 

The fact is that this dialogue was a great help in the decision making process. It is important for me to listen to my son Aran in this way and discover the best for him. Though I am his mother he does not belong to me. Before he became part of this family I thought about “how many things I would teach him”. Now I say, “How much he is teaching me”. 

