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Taking the Tarts When They’re Passed

In the end, it’s not the years in your life that count. It’s the life in your years.

~Abraham Lincoln

Six handmade pizzas were lined up on my kitchen table. It was my daughter, Emma’s, ninth birthday and we had invited six friends over for a pizza-making sleepover party. The first floor of our house looked like a hurricane had swept through it: pillows everywhere; brushes, detangler, and hair ties strewn all over the floor; pepperoni, mushrooms, grated cheese and tomato sauce rubbed into the kitchen banquette seat covers.

Everything was going as planned. Except that my younger daughter, Linley, was upstairs in my bedroom with a terrible cold and cough. She was watching TV, a rare treat awarded her since she was not allowed to come downstairs and join the fun. Pizzas in the oven, I went to check on her and found her awake but having real difficulty breathing — she was taking quick, tiny breaths at a rate that I knew was dangerous. I racked my brain trying to remember what to do. I had read somewhere that if your child has croup, you put her in a hot shower to open up the bronchial passages. I got the shower running but Linley refused to get in — she just got more agitated and her breathing got even worse. I realized that I had to get her to the hospital, and fast. In that terrifying moment, I knew that something had to change. I could no longer juggle the three balls that were in play in my life: children, work, and my husband, Jim’s, first congressional campaign.

To this day, I ask myself how I could have missed all the signs of what turned out to be an acute asthma attack. I was busy, yes. I’d been working as the Market Editor for a terrific regional design magazine. I loved and respected my colleagues and the magazine, didn’t have to commute into New York City, and had an enviable part-time gig. I was the trend hunter, scouring the Internet and stores all over the country for the hot new design trend. The job required a good sense of design and a strong visual memory, something I developed as a child endlessly playing the memory game. It was a fun job: I was surrounded by images of beautiful objects (furniture, fabrics, wallpaper, lighting, tabletop) and when the trend I spotted also appeared in Elle Décor, it helped me feel a tiny bit cool, something not that easy living in Greenwich, CT.

Looking back, I can’t remember the exact moment when I first started losing the deep engagement in my job, but at some point in 2008 I started asking myself why I was doing this job. Was this a meaningful way to spend my life? Was it worth all the resulting stress on me and my family? The magazine, relative to the national publications where I’d worked before, paid little and was really understaffed; I felt like I could barely keep up with all the details involved in raising two elementary-aged girls; and, my husband was running for a seat in the U.S. House of Representatives for the first time. Not only that, he was trying to unseat a twenty-one-year incumbent, the last remaining Republican congressman in New England.

My husband approached me about running for the US Congress way back in January 2007. We were sitting at the kitchen table eating dinner when he nonchalantly asked me what I thought about the idea. What did I think? Nothing, of course. I’d never ever thought about it. Who would? I tried to imagine what “running for Congress” really meant. Since Jim had never held an elected office before, he couldn’t provide many details. Sipping a glass of wine, I decided that the time was right for a new adventure. This was Jim’s dream and I would do whatever it would take to help him win.

Little did I know what I was getting into. Political campaigns are fascinating. They are pressure cookers. They are humbling. They are seasonal. They are exhausting. As the spouse, it was unclear what my role was except that I was in charge of the family life. Acting essentially as a single working mother was lonely, so I started attending evening fundraisers with Jim.

The sad truth about elections is that to win, you have to raise a lot of money. And in the Fourth Congressional District, part of the New York media market, a lot of money means three to four million dollars. Supporters generously opened up their homes and hosted cocktail parties to introduce Jim to their friends — Democrats and Republicans alike. At these events, I had the true privilege to meet many committed, thoughtful people whose strong support for Jim humbled me. I made new friends.

But, walking into a room of complete strangers, hoping to leave a favorable impression so that they would financially support and vote for my husband, was not an easy task. I had to watch every word I said, which was not my usual style. I had to remember names, even if I only met someone for a few seconds. I had to smile and be friendly, even when I was angry, tired, bored or hungry. (Eating at these events was perilous — god forbid I got a piece of spinach stuck in my teeth!) We did this three or four nights a week. On weekends, we attended barbeques, picnics, parades, fairs, walks and runs. We ate fried dough, Irish soda bread, tiny hors d’oeuvres (I am now an expert on local caterers) and too many hamburgers to count.

And then there were the kids to remember. We decided early on that we would try to keep our daughters’ lives as normal as possible. They would still go to soccer and lacrosse on the weekends, have play dates, and go to bed on time. We would include them in events that made sense: picnics, fairs, parades. If you ask Emma and Linley what they remember most about the campaign, they’d probably describe with glee the bags of candy collected at parades or the feeling of their stomachs dropping as they swung around on the Ali Baba ride they took, not once, but five separate times this past summer.

That was the fun part of the campaign for them. Less fun was the absence of Mom and Dad. Trying to juggle a part-time job and a campaign meant that I was out many nights, unable to meet them at the bus after school or to cuddle up with them at night to read a story and tuck them in to bed. Jim was out six nights a week. In the blur that was 2008, I forgot how sensitive children are to change. I lost the intimate knowledge of my daughters that I had before work or a campaign came into my life. When friends and family asked what Emma or Linley wanted for their birthdays, I had to guess. I lost my patience and my temper and never had time to sit down and play with the girls — something my six-year-old rightfully criticized me for. And then there was the asthma attack.

There are moments in life when change comes banging on your door — sometimes thankfully. Sitting on the hospital bed with Linley, anxiously watching her slowly but surely regain her ability to breathe, I knew that I had to drop one of the balls I’d been juggling. Up to that moment, I thought I could be that “super mom,” the one who does it all with style, humor and nary a wrinkle, always able to quickly and handily address all oncoming crises; the magician who could pull a bunny out of a hat when necessary. Well, I guess not. Embarrassingly, it took an emergency hospital visit to make me finally see and accept that I was failing miserably at the one job that was mine to do: be a mom who could raise two strong, independent, smart girls with the emotional and physical strength to live a deeply meaningful life.

So, I am grateful that I have the ability to choose to stop working to spend time with my children, support my husband and assess what it means to be the wife of a US Congressman — yes, we won! I am excited to laugh and play with my children, meet with constituents and travel occasionally to Washington, DC. I’m going to try to keep my life in balance but, knowing myself, I’ll no doubt eventually grab another ball to juggle because I always have. I credit my grandmother for this enthusiastic approach to life since she gave me the advice to “take the tarts when they’re passed, dear.” Old fashioned and yet incredibly valuable, this advice has inspired me to accept opportunity and embrace change, chosen or not. Going forward in my new life, thankful for my grandmother’s wise counsel, I trust in the undeniable truth that each and every experience, good or bad, will bring with it wisdom and learning, the best anti-wrinkle defense around!

~Mary Himes
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The Path Not Taken

It was a step forward in the passionate journey — and one made possible by it — for educated women to say “yes” to motherhood as a conscious human purpose and not a burden imposed by the flesh.

~Betty Friedan

Most of my years as a stay-home mother have passed by me like the changing seasons. Busy days fold into one another until suddenly a child is in school or has outgrown his clothing. I stop then and look around, taking in the new and mourning the loss of the old, but then there are things to get done and I turn my attention back to the tasks at hand. Deep reflection is a luxury when time is short and children are calling. Still, a few years back, something happened that stopped me in my tracks and forced me to take a long, hard look at the choices I’ve made in my life.

When I was in college, I dreamed only of a brilliant career. I thought about children too, but in those thoughts I was kissing them goodbye as I headed out the door in my power suit. Upon graduation, I worked on Wall Street, then attended law school. Next was a big law firm in New York. The plan was to pay off some student loans before pursuing a career as a criminal prosecutor. But along the way, I met my husband and everything began to change. I was tired of the long hours and the way my life was prioritized. Soon after getting married, we moved to the suburbs. I quit my job and decided to get our house settled. I was thirty years old and it was time to have a baby.

While I was nesting, I made good use of my law degree by volunteering at the ACLU. For almost a year, I helped research and write briefs on constitutional issues. It was a dream come true for a lawyer, even if it meant commuting back into the city a couple of days a week. The work was engaging, the people dedicated and passionate. And I decided that after I was done staying home with my children, I would restart my legal career in the non-profit sector.

When I became pregnant with my first son, I knew it was time to wind down my volunteer work. I rode the train to New York and marched into the office of the woman I worked for. But before I could break the news to her, she told me that a job had opened up — a paying job — and that I should throw my hat in the ring. She told me I had a decent shot at it since all of the lawyers knew me. For a second, I forgot about the path I was now on, the house in the suburbs, the baby on the way. This was my dream job. But the moment passed, as it had to. I told her I was pregnant and that I had decided to stay home with my baby. She congratulated me and a few months later I cleared out my makeshift desk and headed home for good.

My son was born that spring. Two more babies followed. Ten years passed in the blink of an eye. I was no longer a lawyer taking a short break to care for a baby. I was a fully embedded stay-home mother with a posse of stay-home mommy friends. One of my friends shared my interest in politics and law. She also had a connection to the United States Supreme Court, so we decided to take a trip to Washington to hear oral arguments. It was more to us than just a couple of nights away from our lives. It was a rejuvenation of the parts of ourselves that we had left behind years ago, and we scanned the cases that were being heard that fall like kids in a candy shop. The cases are listed by name, and I recognized one instantly. Ten years prior, I had worked on that very case at the ACLU. I was ecstatic. We booked our flights, a room at a nice hotel, massages, and restaurant reservations. And I read every brief that had been filed in the case over the years, sweeping off the cobwebs that had formed in my brain.

I was nothing short of giddy as I packed my suitcase. On the plane, I rambled on and on about the issues in the case. We arrived in DC and saw a show at the Kennedy Center. I went for a run, then had my massage. We sipped cosmos over a nice dinner, watched a movie, and went to bed much too late. We were on vacation! The next morning we took a cab to the court. We were ushered inside to a special waiting area for guests of the court, the same area where lawyers for the case gather. From across the room I heard my name called and when I turned around, my life froze all around me.

Standing with the other lawyers was the team from the ACLU that I had worked with years before. I went over to say hello. There were big hugs and explanations as to why I was there, but my mind was in a haze of realization. The only lawyer I didn’t recognize was the woman who was arguing the case — the woman, it seems, who had been hired for the job I had walked away from ten years before.

We were taken to our seats, my friend and I to the visitors’ section, the lawyers from the ACLU to the front table. And for most of the hour, I heard the questions that I knew would be asked, and I felt the answers form in my head. The ACLU lawyer was brilliant, but as I was admiring her, I could not help but think the words “that could have been me.” It wasn’t entirely rational. I may not have been hired for the job. I may not have been able to manage a baby in the suburbs and the commute to New York. I may not have been good enough to be lead counsel. Still, I was in the Court as a vacationing mommy, and the woman who filled that job was arguing in front of the United States Supreme Court. Never had my choice been exposed to such a bright light.

My friend and I headed home the next day. I re-entered my life as the mother of three little boys who were now grumpy because I’d been away. And as I lay in bed that night, I considered that life. I thought about my years with my children, and how being with them every day had given me something I had needed, a connection to life I had always ignored. And from being a mom I had also become a writer, a job I love. I felt a wave of relief that I did not have regrets. Still, I look at choices more carefully now. The feelings that erupted as I sat in the Court have stayed with me. And at every fork in the road, I remind myself to look down each path — to look long and hard. Regret did not find me this time. But it came awfully close.

~Wendy Walker
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The Award I Truly Wanted

As a mother, you can’t see the results of your work for years.
So much of it is intangible, but that does not mean that it is any less important than any kind of job or title of any kind.

~Jane Clayson

For as long as I can remember I wanted to be a pediatrician, not just any pediatrician, but the kind who took care of the tiny babies in the plastic boxes. My sister had been premature, and I was fascinated by the fact that she lived for months in a plastic box while my parents watched her grow. Eventually, I did realize my dream and became a neonatologist.

Every time I walked into the neonatal unit I felt such pride. I loved the families and their precious babies. I loved being the one they leaned on, trusted, prayed with and cried with, and most of all I loved being the one who finally got to send their baby home. Somewhere along the line I started loving that too much and making decisions that negatively impacted my own family.

In the fall of 2001, I began caring for a baby with many problems. The more I cared for him, the more I resisted allowing other doctors to care for him. I began to work weekends I wasn’t scheduled, leaving my husband and children early in the mornings while they still slept, and then rushing back to be with them before I returned to work the next morning. Mornings I wasn’t scheduled to work, I begged to work, and my co-workers were more than willing to let me. My husband began to pick the kids up from day care while I stayed longer hours at the hospital making sure my patient was stable. I was off for Thanksgiving but opted to stay in town so I could look in on my patient just in case. My husband obliged.

In a passing instant I noticed how different my husband looked to me. I wondered when he decided to grow a full beard and was too embarrassed to ask how long it had been there. I noticed a new tattoo on his back of an angel with the names of our children written on each of his wings. How in the world had I missed that? I also noticed how much the kids clung to him when we went out as a family. I felt like an outsider. I wanted to talk to him about all of these things, but I was too busy to process it, too busy to give myself a chance to feel anything more than brief concern.

Then came Christmas. I was scheduled to be off again but Jared required another surgery. He was nine months old now and smiled when I came into the room. How could I leave him for Christmas? How could I leave his family? I decided to work. I don’t remember Christmas that year with my husband or kids. I should; my daughter was four and my son was two — the perfect ages to really appreciate the magic. I vaguely remember a rocking horse, and a jumping Tigger. But what I remember most is carrying Jared around the hospital Christmas Day with a Santa hat on.

People asked me how my kids were.

“Baby Jones, Baby Williams? Baby Lopez?” I asked.

“No — your two at home, Stevi and Terrence.”

What was I doing, spending all my time working at the hospital? I reminded myself that I was performing a great service, and that the families appreciated and needed me.

Then in January of 2002, I was called to an impromptu meeting. Annoyed at being pulled away from my patients, I went reluctantly. I found a room full of people with balloons, confetti, and well wishes. I had been voted the hospital Physician of the Year. They noted that I was the first African American, and the youngest to receive the award. I felt elated. I thought of all those childhood dreams, fulfilled in that moment. I thought of how proud my parents would be.

During the ceremony, I anxiously waited for the CEO to read my bio. His words chilled me to the core and I remember them to this day. “Dr. Kincade is loved by all and extremely dedicated. She routinely works unscheduled weekends, stays after work, and this year she worked Thanksgiving and Christmas when she could have taken the time to be off with her family. She chose to give up her holiday to care for our patients.”

I cried. I felt sad about all the missed opportunities to be with my husband and nurture my children. I felt completely offended at this person who gave up Thanksgiving and Christmas to work when she could have been with her family, the person who had raved about finding twenty-four hour day care so she could stay later at work. I struggled to swallow the lump in my throat. I thought that instead of getting Physician of the Year, what I really wanted was to be Wife and Mother of the Year.

As I walked slowly to the podium to get my plaque, tears streamed down my face. I forced a smile for the picture with the CEO. I promised myself to leave this environment where people thought it was a good thing to give up Thanksgiving and Christmas. I wanted to join the PTA. I wanted to play games with my husband and children. I wanted to know the real answer to “How are your kids?” I wanted the teachers to know who I was. I wanted to breathe again and believe that somewhere I could be a mommy, a wife, and a doctor. And that’s exactly what I did.

Three years ago, I left the university, with much criticism that I was throwing my career away. I traded that career for a better career, because now I am a Power Mom. I smile as I drop the kids off at school, and return to be first in the carpool lane. I laugh at how loud I am screaming at the soccer and basketball games. I dance with the kids at the Valentine’s party as they all cheer for the cool mom. I get tears in my eyes when my daughter shares how much it means to her that I came on the field trip. I finally got my dream to be on the PTA and I pinch myself because I am so excited to be on a committee. Can it get any better?

When someone asks me after a long and hot field day — “How do you have time to be so active? Do you work?” — I say, “Yes, I’m a neonatologist.”

“No way. How can you be a doctor and be so active at school?”

My smile grows into a grin as I think of how I have managed to structure my work around being home for my kids. I can hardly contain my joy as I remember something said to me at the beginning of medical school. “You can have it all; you just can’t have it all at the same time.” And I think, “Oh yes, you truly can.” When you listen to your spirit sometimes you realize that “all” may not be that far from your reach. But you have to take the first step. Sometimes that means leaving behind one big award for a million daily awards.

~Terri Major-Kincade
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The Burning Bra of Freedom

Everything that is really great and inspiring is created by the individual who can labor in freedom.

~Albert Einstein

When I was a freshman in college I had my life all mapped out. I would graduate, get a job as a high powered journalist, spend a few years working as a foreign correspondent, and then maybe get married, have a kid and write for an edgy political magazine. Of course, life doesn’t always follow a plan, and before I knew it I found myself married with a baby on the way. My husband had a good job and saw no reason for me to continue working.

“Why not be a stay-at-home mom?” he reasoned with me. “Day care is expensive, and besides, wouldn’t you rather be home with our son if we can manage it financially?”

Hmm. How could I respond to that logic? Yes, I knew day care was expensive, and yes, I liked the idea of being home with my baby. But what about MY career?

“I don’t know,” I told him hesitantly. “I never pictured myself as a homemaker.”

“I really think it’s important for one parent to stay home,” he said.

I finally made the decision to give it a try. My maternity leave was ending soon and I informed my employer that I would not be returning to work. The next few years passed by in a blur. I grudgingly admitted that we’d made the right decision. Who can resist seeing her child’s first steps or hearing his first words right as they happen? I was the one who kissed every boo-boo, nursed every cold, heard every story and saw every wondrous moment first hand.

But still, some days I wondered what it would be like to have the freedom of a career. What would it be like to not be tied down to a house and laundry and cooking?

When my second child, a daughter, was born, I had the stay-at-home mom thing down pat. By this time, my older child was in school and I had settled into a cozy routine. This homemaker thing was working out okay. I didn’t allow myself to dwell on the what-could-have-beens. However, sometimes a person needs a little validation, a reassurance that she’s done the right thing, made the right choices. For me, that moment came on a Thursday morning in April.

My two-year-old was napping and my son was at school. I had laid out the ingredients for a casserole on the counter. I figured I could prep everything during the peace and quiet of the late morning so that at dinnertime I could just throw it into the oven. I was seven months pregnant with my third child and experiencing the typical annoyances of late pregnancy, namely hot flashes. Every burner on the stove was on, and the kitchen was rapidly becoming as hot as the face of the sun. I was sweating, getting nauseated and about ready to scrap dinner when it dawned on me. I had the house all to myself. Not another soul was present except my napping daughter. The blinds were closed. I was hot, and in a glorious moment of inspiration I tore off my stifling sweatshirt. Reduced to only a bra and maternity jeans, I felt free.

Something came over me that morning. I cooked like there was no tomorrow. Beside the casserole, I made cornbread, a pie, blackberry cobbler and even a double batch of brownies. At one point I almost burned my bra on a hot burner and giggled. This surely wasn’t the kind of bra burnings that most people would associate with a “free” woman! If only the feminists could see me now — pregnant belly, barefoot, topless, cooking over a hot stove. And I’d never felt FREER!

When everything was cooked, baked, and cooling I sat down at the kitchen table. Suddenly, my life made sense to me. For eight years, I was under the mistaken impression that I’d traded my freedom for an apron and a diaper pail. How wrong I’d been! The day I became a stay-at-home mom was the day I’d really gained my independence. Who but I (along with my husband) made all the important decisions in regard to my children? If I wanted to “take the day off” and take my kids to an amusement park, whose permission did I need? What use is “freedom” if it can only be enjoyed during two weeks of vacation?

There are those who insist that stay-at-home-moms are the backbone of society. Maybe we are, but there are days when we feel more like the packhorses of the world. Sometimes we might even resent those women in high heels toting briefcases who head out into the world to negotiate important contracts or write for edgy political magazines. But nonetheless, I secretly know the truth. I can also say with certainty that had my life followed my original plan, this jewel of a secret would have been forever lost to me. Thankfully I was enlightened on a Thursday in April when a hot flash sparked a fire in my soul. Because when everything is said and done, the real truth is this; true freedom means being able to cook topless in a hot and stifling kitchen.

~Emily Weaver
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The Choice

You have a lifetime to work, but children are only young once.

~Polish Proverb

I started parenthood as a single mom at nineteen years of age. A high school dropout, I worked at menial jobs to keep food on the table. As my son Scotty grew, so did my desire to improve our lives. I completed my GED. Eventually, I managed the impossible dream of attending college — about the same time Scott entered high school. I still worked and was very busy, to say the least.

When Scott would ask me to go to the movies with him, I would mumble, “Can’t... sorry.” His requests for my time went unheeded and eventually he stopped making them. I was too rushed to notice. Receiving high grades was extremely important to me, as I longed to shed the shame of being a high school drop-out.

I enrolled in a business program. In addition to economics and math, many of my classes focused on motivating and understanding people. I was astonished to realize business is about people and not simply making a profit.

My schedule was a nightmare. I would wake up exhausted, yell at my son to get to school, rush to work, and then rush from work to attend a class. Then I’d rush home, throw dinner on the table (most nights) and then rush back to more classes. I’d then rush home to study and perhaps say hello to my son. Or not. Weekends meant my head was buried in a book. This treadmill went on for several months. Then came the wake-up call that would make a difference.

“Is this Helen Sayer?” An unfamiliar voice came over the line.

“Speaking.” I tapped my fingers impatiently, thinking that this had better be quick. I was preparing for a midterm exam in business law, and I was scared of failing this important subject.

“This is the Juneau Juvenile Department. We are holding your son; please come down and pick him up.”

I shook my head with disagreement. I did not need a wrong number to waste my time. “I’m sorry; you have the wrong Helen Sayer. My son is at the pool. Good luck with finding the right parents. Bye.” I allowed myself a moment of pity for those poor other parents. But then....

“Wait! Your son is Scott, right?” How did they get my son’s name? I felt a pang of fear, beyond my self-centered annoyance at this unplanned call.

“Yes. But my Scott is swimming, and besides he doesn’t get into trouble.” I really did NOT want this to be my son. This interruption simply did not fit into my tight schedule. After a few more exchanges, including me receiving directions, I grabbed my car keys. I drove to the detention center, furious. What an inconvenience. I needed to be studying.

Assuming it really was my Scott, I planned my lecture, lips pursed with annoyance. And exhaustion. And fear that I wasn’t good enough, wasn’t smart enough for college. That I wasn’t worthy enough to have a better life.

Driving, I reflected on last week’s assignment in business management, where we were instructed to categorize our own priorities. What is important to me? I had written down my son as my first priority. In a flash, I saw my list did not match my daily actions. Despite great rationalizations, work and school were receiving more attention than my child. And we did not have other family around to pick up the slack.

My lips softened, as did my heart. By the time I pulled into the wintry dark parking lot, I was chastened. Did my son care if I was smart enough to go to college? He needed his mother’s love and guidance during these tempting years. He did not need proof that his over-worked mom was good enough.

Entering the unfamiliar detention center, I was led to my son in a large stark room. He was slouched in a hard chair, watching television. He found my glance, and then stared at the floor. The look in his eyes was fearful and tentative. He hung back, waiting cautiously to determine my reaction.

I felt ashamed that I had allowed my most important relationship to falter. I reached out and embraced Scott. I could feel his tense body soften as I held him. Then we both scuffed our feet and looked down as the officer outlined my son’s bad behavior. Fighting with another student, Scott had not been allowed to remain on school property. The school had been unable to reach me, not difficult to understand since I was on a flight to success.

My son was released to my care. He was suspended from school for three days. Back at home, I imposed household chores for him to complete, in addition to the schoolwork he would need to make up. We both fell into bed exhausted. But before I could sleep, I had a phone call to make. I called the professor who was hosting the midterm exam the next day.

“Professor, I’m sorry, but a personal emergency has come up and I am going to miss tomorrow’s exam.” I gulped as I uttered this distressing news.

“You know, this means you will drop a letter grade from your score?” he responded.

I winced at these words. I had taken great pride in those little letters that signified my grade. Unfortunately, my grade in parenting wasn’t written out for me to see. And I would not have been proud of it at any rate.

“I understand. But this requires my attention.” I hung up the phone, relieved.

Somehow a load had been lifted from my shoulders. I slept soundly for a change.

The next morning I suspended Scott’s household punishment for a day. I called work to say I needed the day off. And I spent the entire day with my son. I listened as he opened his heart about the school bully and his efforts to avoid him. He moaned how difficult math was, and we both laughed as I told him college math was no easier. We ate ice cream, and sat on a park bench. I told him how hard it was, trying to keep afloat a job, a fulltime education and being a single mom. I apologized for not paying enough attention. I reminded him that he was the most important aspect of my life and told him my new mission to have my life match my lofty priorities.

I dropped a class from my load. I made an appointment with Scott’s teacher to get caught up on his school life. And I realized that taking an extra year to graduate was better than ignoring my highest calling, being a loving parent to my child.

This all happened many years ago. My son is an adult now and we are still a close family. And I learned a lot about what matters. By the way, it isn’t a spot of ink on a report card. In the end, it took a full twenty-three years for me to obtain my four-year bachelor degree.

Though it took a few missteps to learn, I couldn’t have made a better choice.

~HJ Eggers
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