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Back when spit wasn’t dangerous… my mom cared for our home and family with not much more than a thumbnail, butter knife, rag, and a little spit.  
Gunk stuck on the cupboard door? Mom’s strong thumbnail expertly removed it without scratching the finish. 
If something needed a little spiffing-up, spit-polishing was the eco-friendly way to work without water. Mom discreetly put a little spit on the corner of a rag she’d made by tearing up one of Dad’s old white tee shirts, and polished dinginess away. 
If your colic was unruly and you weren’t near your Brylcreem, a little spit on mom’s fingers smoothed your locks to perfection. Loose screw on the chair leg, or your elbow found errantly leaning on the table? Her trusty butter knife was put to good use.  
 “Nothing a little elbow grease won’t fix” she’d say, then dive into a task with gusto. It didn’t matter if she was tired. When she saw a thing that needed doing, she was a weaver bird, never stopping until it was done. We didn’t have 4-oh-9 or a handyman, we had mom. Her vim and vigor made us all shine.

