


Magbe o an eveny & 1isue fradiion, but I find myselF
mee again !'519 tv decde }§ | want b ;Qegﬂa( '
f"hl‘f ( /e Zﬂ‘?ﬂ ﬂf‘ all. {:’ M'HW!% PMC‘#CE- s %ﬂa/z
rolling and I in that delight+ul place of frying b |
mesh work omd Family. In “what other line of wiore
de yon brmz Your- kids 4o a job interview? [n what
other line oF Wk do yowr clients REALLY wund erstand
+hat you need fo reschddule due to childr fever? In many
ways it s the absolute best job ever. |t iS Fime-tonSumi
though, ard 5 Hhat lack of Hime + Study midwifery
Hiat makts me. wonder £ ZBC needs 4o end for a
while. SHll my kids are So cute & hilavious and my
life inte. Esti ehovjh that | want to write i+ down..So
i1 keep wning. But... Ive come #o +he tonclusion that
three issues G Year will be engugh..50 mote it be (2

This 15 dn angsty issue. Thisias been a hard gig, this
methevhood fhing. So | quess [ just Jumprng on the
sle barduwagon “with ThE ome.... [ 90 on anh-depress-
ants] (et Thempy? (¢t on hovmone balancers? Wwha#
He hell /s wrong with me that [ hawve fhis amazirg,
peautiFul Family” with a bcymd* eherous pWFCC‘/' |
gppusc & {a(/e(y heme & Caveer of my cf’lﬂfbf/ce‘ [ive-in
nanny and yet STILL. | am beside mySelF wifh Fee(ings
of epression, Anger, Frustration &7 | dont get v And;
Ahis iisue you get o see the nabed thuth-"whooho!
Hs | hy to Hagure it ouf

This is “also a° Montana jssue, where { am /mf/oy #1 Gt
fo inhoduce you fo my Very best frend Nell, whi'l's
a midwite ald wmama’ and ‘all-around 2}1‘4’(‘ person .-
Hnd oSt but net lest, 55 lofs o Jb.ffe.@

/ [ove YO(A all. Be wedl. ‘ |




BECOMING A MIDWIFE IN 1@ FASY YEARS

By June of 1995 | had attended 7 birfhs and was in heaven.
This Is what [ wanted, for Sure. | wac dek:% with Gail Hart

§ Pat Edmonds, fwo of the best & most knowledgeable micluives
in the area. | was learning o ton. But the bivthe were § orpdic,
and Gail thought | would do well fo go work with ansther
midwife with a busier practice. The [itermet was becoming g
farfastic place for Lolks 40 meet, and Gail had been ondint
with & widuife in ansther State for Semetime...a busy miduife
with o birth cenfer, whe yearfg puf ouf a call & live-in

volunteer apenh'ce. Gl “had “Aathed we vp, and so begom my
SDVERTVIZES is ORI

THE fFolLLowiNG STORIES ARE
HOWEVER, NAMES HAVE BEEN CHANGED AND CIRCOMSTANCES

PRETTIED-UP SO AS NOT Th INVOKE THE WRATH OF ThE GUILTY,

/ gﬁf Of; the 4rm'h (n UP’ﬁﬂd, Mdn'f‘ana, evrvous 45 & Ltﬂt‘h 4 Wiﬁq
no"idea what 4o expect. That included the wenther...| had packed
clothes for every Contingency & as o resulf had about ¢ boxes with
me for 0 b-week Stay!”But' | was Fresh.-faced . and hopeful,
and rvbaély looked a bit likce Pillyanna RN

in & way.. I met Dgnes & Rosemary and weall Howt LONG
chafted all the way o Outback, where Aghes /s She heve
had her birth center. Agnes was econtracted
by the Hudlerites ,(see next story) who paid
for her home & vehicle & birth Center in i
exchange for midwitery Srvices Bov whoever\ B 1//78\ |
wonted 4o use her. (F'was a sweet R R |2
deal, poth for Agnes anp The

a4 lecal ho:pﬂ'afs. Folks in Mentana |-
hald 3 opinions of the Hutlewifes, |

)



Hﬂfdn‘tmde/y Au.rpﬁal staff stemed o be in cate ory Bor €, and never
Litheved 16 leavn about the German »Speqh'n ' Huttentes (ad'bd”y'fym/m)
such st Hhey understand and Speak English [ 30.. they were happy fo
be understosd & vespeeted and hawe “their bakies with (Hle Infer-
vention and kind help. Npt that they needed much help, accordin

fo Agnes, they often arvived of the "bivth comfer [0 Cm clilate
and their babieS just Lell out. Well, that sounded great +o me/

On the way to Qutbadk, Agnes told me & bit move than was
really necessary about Nell, her apprentice. Lots oF persepal infs(that
[ shant repea here as it is Nells Story and not my own) and she
also fold me that Nell was bas‘a‘ca{fy nof very self-confident. | wasnt
Sure what to expect, bat from Agnes’ desciption, Nell was .. a wimp

U was 45 Stay_in bivth room™#2, which was only needed for
births ocasionally. The birth cemter was a 2-hedveam house, with
the downstairs convexted to a “;mena'faf oftice. It was decovated
in earfy 705 bvight colsrs which | wae fold the Huttesites [sved.
A nes was (/evy ‘@hd{y, Showing me wheye ey Hu'ng was,
188ina me know how fo' peack hév i& amuone Showed up I laboy.
Bind “then she went home and theve |“ was, Far from home
(00d Tava) exuted, sared, lonely. [ had been reluctant to come
because | was fuch a Aomelyody, and | did net want o be
away freom Tard, but she had wwaed me fo go. | cried.

The next day, or maybe the néxt .- or maybe it was the
very First day, [ really dont remember -
| met Nell. She had been eagerly
awaiting my arval- She lemew |
WS working on Amnes much-
a«ufr‘a'faafe bosk ard was hoping |
would ‘bz open ard feiendly and cool.  §
Well, | wasn*. | was awful. | had [ef 4]
what Agnes told me become my own //
fruth U am ashamed to fhis day.
| was rude to hey and wouldn't
eyen Share my ice gream vith her | |
Havee-year-old on! Oy so She says. It was not an auspicious start.
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Well despite being fold that +he bivths would be piuring in, +he First
week | Spent doing not & whele [of. | Scwed. | finished Annes
droawings. | [earned $he computer Veysion of Mah Jhowng on the
office Computey ard Spent hours playing #. | had dinner with
Agner 4 fimes and we watched movies... phe called "Holy Maki-
mdny" with Patricia frquete Yhat was a story about Hudhestes.

nes, placid and patient, tald me what was accurate and what
was et [f was as boving as i Sounds. (The first week, not Hhe moviel!)

Then we Went 4o do prenatals out at the Huffente colonies, and
Hre Fun began” The s were warm4& welcoming, even if their
homoaenized , utilifavian dwellings reminded me sl Camazetz - where
IT hold Meq Wallaces father in"A Wrinkle In Time, - And theiv outfrs!
Oh my wobd, their outhts. God love'em. Qutlandish, Beauhul.

. Al fHuttente women-and [ifHe girls ~dress

1] it -

J0+$ y ’f* !, IR E,
pk“t\e;(: ‘-?eg\-“-‘!’ff‘p;;t:- | the Same WAy, f'hc:‘r_ entire [ives. A!ways

dk QU @E fhe same combo of Florals & plaids.
\-'2';,;:: _____4 Always the same hairstyle. Only +the lililest
collor" e gl‘r(S et a different kind of bonned, unt;|
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The men were much more boring in fheir drecs, a/Hoagh ‘Hm)" ger‘ﬂ’
chosse from several hat Styles a A, unt/ 7‘1«??’ manvy, Can Iayamund
with different facial hair aanjamﬁah:. AFrer they manry, they kesp
the Same style. They have + ‘chuose q beard angd stay with iF. ¥ahem*
Montana was pegpered with mz:réd{ar for me. Tue daye affer |
amived | Smashed a contact lens and had 4o order 4 new one. A
few days later | walked Smack into a clobhesine pole Jfﬂbabf}/
because | was weaving my ineflective {ﬁ!axer! ) and about gave my-
celf g conassien. My Faverite mishap, HKough, was my very %’hﬁ visif
Jo & Hulerite colony. From an e-maij o Gail: .
“We joined the Hutterites for lunch foda y (sauerkraut, whitebread, barled
duck , prain noodle Soup) which was guéte good but could m.nz)/ gef
bar:‘ng. Then, as | #inished using the salt, | was }Pw/u'hg auvn the
sha -foP lid and + Sleidded away, knackmcj my cupaf‘ water - ot just
OVER , mind you, NO — that cup Sailed acruss the room and clafered
LouDLyY. [nstant silence, about 106 pairs of Hutterite eyes were y
me. Thankfully, most of {hem weRe. kindly after the initia! S}rack.}w’
Bven better, we pare si#h‘hg wicth the older +eenage agirfs who were al!
_sﬁﬁinf} ?fajfes- 1 sheepishly got a rag fiesm ont of the ladies we had
e }

just visifed, assuring her Guietly that | way drop dishes, but |
haven '

e dsfoppgd a ac’?/ ye-f-’
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C%“,Vr Im done Talling aboat my Seveuw/-taps for awhile. Lets +aik of
bivhsll Those Storc, S?aw-u -at- fem - Hutfevites.

The first Huflerite 1o "go My labor was Darla. A big woman, tall
and la rge,ske arvived at Mf‘dh:‘ﬁh!- and ij‘ info the tub i areat spirfs.
32 baby. Ag{:es’ checed her and the undat Gem. A /oe/e/y g:y +o start
[aboy. Not Fhat you could tell She was in [apor... She didnt make a
peey dusing her contractions.. until She ht transition ot absul Ham.
By hen she had beew checked 3 movt +imes which | confoss surprised
me a bit. But then again | apprenticed with sne of 4he more hands-
o midwives so this was just.difterent. Af bam Darla was having back-
- back conhmctions and NCT being the sfoic | was ex, ecting! (] as
actually relieved when she Slarted moaning and calling out ”He//) me,
Aggie! telp me!"... this was more what | 'was used 1;!) She was
ped,-na pushy but aceording 1o a U th Voginal exam she had a bet
of a Swelling anferior [ip. We gave her Soyme hm&;paﬂu‘c
Ge[ge,m{um ;na’ +hen Aones had /ié’i" d'}nb onfo 'Me lﬂk‘Hq ﬁ"m(’
Aanes then put her fingers inside Darla and +4old her 4o push
Wﬁ,-;e She held the 1" back. | had neuer sten this setof cveum-
stgnces So | was fascnated Darla L;é/ém/...and urﬁgd.,.gng

ushed. Nearly an hour |ater, & big Flo baby boy was bon,
’iw‘,q,\ ny 9n‘mace OR rospira:’:'a;hs, %{ﬁdﬁg{mﬂf '/%afc ’;% e b ab

Four minutes to stavt breathing!., and bis pooy mama had a 2¥°-
d;ﬁm Tear weGUiving 5 stitches, Was i because he weighed 10/bs7
OF was if becaise She gve birth on a bivth Steol? Or s iF
pecause he had his hand vp near his tace? Questions +o g?oma’&r
as | helped Straighten Up +he f;faee. Lets 40 +hink about

One thing was surve, | liked working at & birth center!

Everything was neat and organized, thére were plenty of
gpfp/afﬂ?f) and You didn't hidve ts lunt around dn dnfamiliar
tchen or linen closet. My dream of having a birth center

beqan with that bivth.. it So appealed 45 my Sense of order-
Tt - 7 Gy |




Darlas baby, once he Stavted breathing, was a SCREAMER. He cuied
prefy much until they [eFt four or five hows later. Ansther nice perk
Sor these Hudlente [adies: H\cy can leave when there qre read%,
whether that be four hours 'postpartum or twenty Lour hours.

A Short while aFter they [eff we.gaf a call feom Kuby. Her

waters broke at awround 2am, and not at 3pm She wat in labyr.

In Monkama they havt a common-sense rule gbout ruptused mem-
biames.... the clodh dotont Stant Hewing untl the fist yaginal exam.
(n many other fates and in hospital, once Your woter breaks e
are o Yhe clodk, amd that baby bettr be"born in 24 howrs sr
else! Waifing until the fiest exam makes mave Sewse pecmdit
Lheye s {;Ql-{e risle infeodion if you S?‘ay out of theve!

So, Rufbg did net get chedd until Gom, atter a daﬂ of very
VERY ot labsring. hivther ntw ﬂn’ng for me: Usiag o bireast
pump to amgmemt abir. (d Seem mamas do nipple Him but [4
never Jeem (. prad pump before.. and unless Ruby was using i, her
contraction wpuld Slow dovm or stop. Buf her water waé brohon
o we needed o hav labor cping, A Qpm she was Som dil afed,
with & bulging bag of water (musf haie resealed 1¥5elf... i+ happens)
and ot 9495 Ruby waf completely dilated except fov...\jou ouessed i+
An antesior cervical [ip.

Now, There are 2 Couple of different
beliefs about anterior lips.
Ope is Simple: the cervix isnf
dove dilating. Change moms .
posrfion, aive it a little more -
FHime, and Fell hey ot o }msh.
Anather School of Fhovght s
+hat anfenor f.f'ps need +o be
dealt with befpre they start 4o
" swell- S0 you give Sowie herbs or
‘homeopathics afd change the moms
posttion, €t¢. In ofher words, act
assertively and pve - emptively *gak -
actively, if you want fv call 13 m")fm
Both are acleeptable ways fo deal with i

7




nes was clearly +the a.rrem‘we yo-emplor fype. At 9:50 she
Aje Ruby 9e/sem:am and a# Ped o Iio/d ch that I’P This
wm Rubys *Fitth birth but again we had a one-hour pushing
phase and | started geffing Suspicious of the more g'ssertive
route. | S%ah‘ed +s wonder £ warting would change Hae /gmg#,
of The pushing Stage .. Just.. waiting. Waiting untl hey had dn
irresistable pushirig u e Warting unbl that cewrX wa.r gone.
/Fr led that away in m)/ to-do 13t Meanwhle Rubys baby was

mm‘ ar?eaus ba | had ever sten! And he was gwef and

alert... ¥he' pPolar ;fposlfe of his cmpadn born Just hours befere.
Very /n%wes-hn g Stuff, Hhis m:a’w;ferg
S0 where was Nefl dluying all Hhis’? She was there... and She was

wondering the same things ¥ was. And | was sfan‘mg t gefa
cleavey p:c*m of every hm You Jee, Rué: was Suppos a?
Nells prima client... e+ ;4 nes }:ad um ca’ in and mana ed +Ae
bipth, [ cou a’ See wl:/ nes Hﬂou I hadne self conﬁdence-—
buF | could also see that Agnes wa n:e to he reckoned with.
[t was an méeyes-/.« Combination, and it gaye me a lot s think
about. What do m when %he midwite you are agpresticing
wifh Jassictin j‘ ﬁdue.f Wer nmary? Years latey | was 4o
encounter Fhis mysdf, amd / did eractly what Nell did: L
defesntd 4o Hhe Jﬁmor midwite, without a Wayd y really. 1z hard ;
5 really hard because Wwhen you have [ess experence you a
as whﬁd\‘m{’ And childbivth can be Ve -and- faﬂ: (7] nf mgf
gre Sevious yau dont Want fo mom’co}/ arsund. Bat.. Things
werent g%JMShThC b&tby Wa.i{dam ‘)‘21148, ‘[Lﬂle mama WA ot
having any pushing uvge, and waiting weuld vobably have
i;afé oﬁa Pﬂi Nell 6,1’?::::(‘MC ) arzaﬂ notes | Pb&gan 1o Jee
at fhe was Very Smaptf, v mv‘whve and vew lovin
A Fejendship Wiys? beqmmnqwzeﬁme ihot p.wuwwqmw{p?

"OBSERVATIONS MADE EARLY ON:

* doing births isnt as 'hrnrz when they come to Yoy
% if d woman has no childbirth ed, n‘:S olkay - you can
teach @ woman ail She needs witle Shes in’lakor

2




8 JUST WIHAT IS ] BUTTERITED %

“1ike the twe bestkhonn /?mba »‘I‘Sf deominatizns, Fhe At and e
Mennonites, the Hublesites had ?‘%ch‘— be nnmj,S‘ in Hre Radical Ke-
Formotion of the Ith cenbury” (From ﬁ'b/ﬂd/a‘)

The Huttwites | met were of dhe Lehyerleut pranch, Founded in
/Mm‘am & spread forfh to Camuda. Jhey hive on Colsnies out in

the ruwral qreas, making +heir /u/@ ;fcarmmg L Ftsniture: mabg
tnitke other refigious Jdlgim‘r.rﬂr, the Hulterités use state -of- éermf—g
rmm 4 ik mund, and drve modesn }ﬂd{ frucks. b

Waﬂ e ment dﬂve mesn run o z‘/u;y at feast y%mé, o
5‘6 W#my A fhe women donf vefe /h co oy Ul Ness, /¥ fe’fbgea{ s me.
ﬂlai #’W /;zta’ a Prc#y Jz‘m hand in e day»fa-»a’a ryhning oF

74 ave kind, We/cammj, warm-hearfeo and have 7 very
y su;:e of humer that rewtindid me of my awn extended
ﬁzﬂmm Fam/S/ T/Iey Jove to /aaﬁh and $ing, at Fhey also work
h wd ~ eNeryone. H 7s huly 4 commmnal commomity - &Vm/ma

swns OV '/hm No ove has dnything more. or b{éﬁ&r%a% anyon e

¢lse, un/efs Ae/r persenal Jkdls ara ‘jnm m[go Evesy fﬁarmgnh

§M %hj M&dﬁ Wﬂ% Fabna-' s made 5 %g \Worria vl ﬂu’. Ip:uje
S

80c0N0

GOOOO o0lo

Om woom.u

Bed' lineks, Curtaing, rugs, il clothing, ew #hin Hubterrte wam
recieves a fop-of-the- fmégé”-wwhg Maffugne ﬂ?}; We’%'df 9;{{'{@@"
Colonty... and W:ﬁn any [uck She can spw! Every once in b whufe a womam
/s mrr‘ a rfﬁf Seamitress and her hushband will get JLMJ"t’d a bit for 8
his /- f—; Jlufﬂ‘ They dre ];Jraua' of their work, thavah, and very
St fecl cm peple. | stll pave my g pade of doibie-inif ply- §
esker (mdef-frudr},v/ej ar my weltome !mr? 7 The Hutesites are paapisky
and do net Join the army or dtheswire Ergage in fo/fﬁa“ t s sad g
that when ﬂ:e da 4o’ info fown The # aré whispered about and 3

00000000 DOOO6 0ONOBACE GGG

aveided. Ey Cﬂ(an}/ has 60 -160 Hulentes alm’ uwhen ﬂ;ey ﬁ?,
they bmld a new colony. Eyeryone Then pades +heir things ‘apd stends,
n /m& in the cenfer o Y c,u/om/v (/Dm/;ab{y near Hhe etdheny 8
8 Aiiing hall - maN you showld see their induttvial *lee pread mixer! )
Sﬂmf hey dvaw Straws. Those who are moving . those whe
Gm’ 5%61}/;;4 fum around, ﬁ bate in and ur ad«. A lo# of 1he
s

g women in $he newer colonbs are very Prwd’ of -/he:r hew Hsmes, >

[0




Butthoush | preferved fhe older Colonies wrf/ﬂ their older strudures8
Dund Hove homey feel Since they all gat communa ;’f/{ they do g

: nof hve [itchens, perse, bat rofher 5/7'5'7;13 roomis with Siaks an

R ot /)!afej’ Every home has Fhe same Fet of Aumithings and

8 Js| very Spaxsely decorated , with whafever scarte clocks and §

§ paintings’ hung Very high vp o the walls.

L' For‘farming fﬂop/e, [ must Jay the f—/u#wf&f have v f?ecu/:afa

peliefs and practices re arding pregnanty: 77«'}/ ioke and fease ezzcl;

s other abouff Sex, but iF a Waman becomes pre mnf it is -frem‘ed

8 45 abmost an embanass ment. They do pot distyss due dates with

R ¢ach other or Talk about another wonans pregnanty —even i s

S their own sigfey ! (They never hesi fdz‘ed 4" ¥y Agnes for mﬁmqahm)

R And Speaking of dlue dates- 'ﬂrq/ did not IrZ v W

R pyer] aned and ackaally manssed o have er balbies ON

Haeir due da—ie, or before , éven. Th y hied to hide Th ar MHCNI

3 especially Beom fhe Childven, and even -hold ~he chi /dren

\ bmu3h+ Hhe babies! | -ﬂmugM She was kidding when J‘}ra'/

; me this but everytime we Pulé’d Up + Q [g/ony Ve [ACyP ShirTOun-

Rded by wide-oyed childien foakmg o Jee if we had a éabyf

g Vone “of if made any Sense to mé, ¢ eaa/ Since c/ear/

3 women wemt infy +own/ and Cdme Z with fmb;er / Wandm

S how much these children peall lmew ard one day

| §Chance +o fmd ot | was feeling very il by ﬂte' hme u/e
f* yo the colony (| was actually just Cayw(k tor the first #ime

3 %’& didn# know ! ) and so | waited svtsicle durm Hhe
lqgnafa [ visifs. The childven, ever tuvisus and oh-so- mr.rch:ewou

gwm psking me very slyly if yje were theve because Ruth was

o8 ueooowwbm

having @ baby. "Oh NO!" | said. "Agnes BRINGS the babies.”
The younger c%:fa’ren nedded, but the “two older ﬂ;ri gave me
;dewa < /ooic.( and shock +heir heads. "0, mp € rafa’
h e J‘ceh da animals. We kinow de Hroot! We kuow da fRo
S/ just shook my head and smiled, but | was very @fﬂd
Sk pow that these Huborite lids weye wiser than anyope- even
g?‘h&r pwmrkc gave them cred ¥ for. @

Ly
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o is for JOGIE.

It is Y45am when | dig for my glasses and peer at the
clock. Dosie is making hér wet diaper/binky ejection neires.
! $hru g{g out of the covers and scoot down post He ward .
ra;] and Find he- warm Uifle body in the dark Ciib. "Nakh ~n=w:/v_7
She asks, "Nah-nursh? Na nursh?” untl [ whisper, "Yes, Sueetie, you
can mah -nurse. Now hush " | [ie her down hext fo me and she [atdies
on as | wince. Teeth. They hurt. But ne worse than +the f”"d""’ﬁ
anel pushing on my breast that shes done Sire She was borr
Ssmetimes | am sure her infenf s fo ,o;‘nah me +y death, atthough
she dogs i+ fess and fess these days. She ‘needs ¥, the *ﬁahcéif*g, fo
9@{- fo J/gep,% Fee| comfarted. 1t is compulsive and preate, the vay
she seeks the back of my hand, the Soft inner vpper arm ,my
neck, my bregst. She gefs just Ma?h Slein o roll it
e~ b t1weer her fore iager and thumb, then
a g She lefs go and grabs with her
3 whole” hand, ‘working up a rol]

o / +then khedding if dowrt fo
; =yl . .
‘ iw?! Jﬂf‘f" that small /)amFu/
NG - T J | pinch. Qver and over
NG S [/ 2gain, until she is asieep-
R kS / é'lﬁ er awoake enauglr fo 99* wp-
bad¢ of maima l\ X Litke now
of 1 230 ,
or daddyfh ind - _ __» . But [m not ready

T TTTT 2 4

e ing ~—  ready 4o give up.
"Other side,"] say. 1 lie sfilf breathim even j Frying fo velax com-
pletely, fo give her the impressish of J‘/'Ze,o. Alter a while She pulls

off and | pop the binky in her mouth, trying net tv hold mp
Lreath. She ljes there, }hchmg& Sill, Pinch. Proch . Grab knea ,D:hc/?.
Suddenly she st up and mumbles fhrovgh her binky. Shes analke.

V2.

N N gef up Yef.
22 h %ffmmf



Randy murmurs “You want me tp fake het downgtairs?” Hi 5863
and githough | normally +ake him yp on his offer 5o [ can get

a bhit more Sleep with Zuzd, this riorning Im feeling anake.

"No, heney, [ got her. Y Nou sure? " ho answers eyen as he falls back
asteep, and [ “carry Josie sut and downptairs. In the dim mornin
light her eyes are huge, perfectly rpund, and dark; her cheeks are
yosy and warm an Aer datk blond hair is Flutfed and mashed
amaf;//y arcand her face and ears. She is Scrumptious.

| snif her head and kiss her —s—oe—s

plump Cheek about- a million fimes R ™=

aS we make ur way cownstaips. . "\

She smells divine - always har- eren |

when fhe was a JuSt-breastmilk baby U\ '\
she tmelled ike” tatmeal 0r some \ © O : }
other warm sweet fysd, Zuizu Smells e A }/ g "
like a kid. Josie Jmciér like a treat: - s |
she Smiles at me and hugs me fight. .
tMaamaa' she says /‘Vf}vggy- g /./"\\_. A ’
In the kitchen She “maows” af the cat i 2 \

and paints fo the fop of the fridge
" Bubgub? " She asks. "Bubgub?
‘No, wéve nat having bubblequm for =
breakfast, Jose." | pren the freicge and she grabs @ juice box and
holds i+ up. "Box?" "No; Sorry, net firet thing, honey. Moybe lafer.
How about Some yogart?" "Gurt?" she replies and | hoist her infs
her highchair. She' insists on feeding herself these days and
despite the mesr Im jaclined to [et her-.. artything fo give me
q hands-free moment: | open her qurt and hand her a”sposn.
Her poj litle chin ?eﬁr Covered” (n purple goa almost imme-
dr‘ar‘e/}’,’ then hev vpper lip gefa‘ fhmfa/v‘cf and She [pales (ilce shes
sportin’ o prle oatee. But sheS happy, Shes eating, so | 94—ab
mydelf a olass ab water, pop my fhyroid meds and stave at my
bﬂby Whos net r\e’a/(y a bab gnymore. 1ts MaVCA, Apn{ néw,; andl
she 'is a year and three mm{'ZJ‘v exeuse me - early FIFTEEN momiths

sld now. 115 kinda hard to believe Somefimes. In fact | dont
really remember much of her babyhood.

A
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Cuteness, personi@ieé.
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She says a new word or fwo every day now. Jacket. "Bubqub”
“There sheis"" AN gone” "Bye-bye doddah” Byuch. Keys. Zizy.
Outside. when you hand her Jomething she cays ¥ Dahnk Dao!"
and if somesne blows their nose oy” tneezes the says * A4 -CHool "
And, of course, the perenmbr/ Tfavente:"No!
she ir a ?mnd mess naw, bt | kuow she 15 nat- done edﬁhj
Grst breakfart. | Scramble her Some eqs, maike myself soe
Coffee, toast a bagel So far his porminig 15 Qoing Veky sweety,
and [/ aypf’dcfafc Yhe Calin befove the Thnn. Mext i< the F}enzy
of gethng Zuzd o Schwol (affer begging her ty eat & wear weather
propriate clothing ) white Jarie beqins 1o get fussy and Fived.
omehow We feqr ourselies audy from Cirdledime Songe at Zuzus
Sches! and Sosn enough we are back home and Josie i ready fir
A nap. We nurse, she qoes down, and 1 can breathe a moment:
It is 9:30am.
Just as | sete in for the fun pavf of my {i#le movnina compramie
(clean the kifchen Lived, then read), Josie of cCourse sénfes me
ﬁ/yf'ng fo reloax, and awakens.
[#5 diice sutside, 54 we decide o go for a walk. Affer a diaper
change, that is. Up unhl ch, fwe wweeks ago, Jore peed every fen
pminutes. For real. For Some reason /af'e/y Shes beerr holding hey
bladdes lenger and (s been great.. 36 far. Shies on, jadket o,
she happily Schambles backwards dwn #he /wrch Steps and away
we go. Net that we g0 very far. After She ‘wears out the Fhrill
of ‘Funning olown the two gently sloping driveways we pass
we reach ;Ze Covner. Then she })a/g{.r Out hev }mrx{, rmch:‘ry v
rnine, end we cruss the street She walks @ Few more steps,
tums back, holds out her hand and we crvss again. And again.
Afler g while She gets angry and Frustiafed. | not sare why.
But She cvies, Shales her head and o vnps her feet it as
iF shes saying "l this #2 [s Hhis all there is 7 Bace avid Forth?”
Al | can do is Fry and get her to walk further; 15 Fry ancther

direction. Sometimes Sher too mad, and all | can do it Scoop
hev up in my arms and head For home.
Well oo more fomorvow. Until then,yes, this is all Hhere ss.

Vid
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Part of me wants 45 end my lftle fale of Josie n‘gfu‘ Fhere...
but i seems F0b melanchaly, foo hopeless. 45 True Hhat he
gef:r Feustrated and S¢metimes +thals all theye is- byt mo.ﬁ‘/y
theve i more than that.

Josie lrves to laugh. She has 4 o/ee,o belly /Mﬂ that /s
Surprising 7o hear. And a fake wickud [a uzh when thes play-
in mm.:;er sr chase. She loves to tease, she loves fo Chase
and be chased. She climps like crazy; loves 1o drape hewself
with nedelaces and Scarves;, [oves o 4rmenf Zuzy, She eats
wice the amount of +oed Zuzu dses, wants 4y do and have
e/\/e/l/y-/hf'ng her bi Sister does... /‘ndud:‘ry mama. She 3‘67‘5 vevy
Jealous when Zazu & | cuddle or o Cdmeﬂp’ng {'oge'r%er )
Pﬁfhilfg Zuzy away- gr tying 4o~ fo claim hey n‘gh#:u/ ,D/c?ce
on my lap- She I Caripus, she js meéthodical, she is charming.
And- dave ( say =1 think shes even Smartes than Zuzu.
The day is coming, Soon, when the +two of them will cnspire
ﬁgdfﬂd‘* me... [ khow it | lpsk forward t i¥!

[ am rea//y e in fove wrth
both of my ?M:. Yeah, | yell

Some tromes. | Cucs and slam
doovs. | feed +hem Taco Bell
and fos much Sugar. T/wy
Sutter, Im sure, fedm bemgn
neglect . | have days when /am
miserable because of them, fee/
lilee ﬂté"y hawe Stolen my Soul.

[ am goin fo die frem the
/pinch;;'g. am gt fr die

frem the cuteness. Something.

| look af them, s ready fo
love, o open 1o lite, and | See
myself in them. Wese all oskay.

5




[t’s Okay fobe Typical

It was a Sweet lifHle stone, innotent and pure. Dayk ey, with b
fledes of orange. A Fypical pebble ~pea gravel, One womders whew
i came from - was # once rovgh, a chip knsdad ofF an old blodk by
a raging swollen river £ tumbled Swosth vth millions of others until
it found & peaceful home at the bottom of a viver? Did if Sit there,
enjoying s life, thinking hething would ewver change, until the 0{6!)’ 1+
was g:ooped up, precessed, and put in q Montefson school sandbex?
Did ¢t ever dream iF woald eng vp where if olid?

Teacher Chuis had been kind and Lympathetic, and | was ﬁrafeérf.
| looked af the tearitained, worved Iitte face of i’h}/ beloved Zuzy
{

in the rear view mirior dnd Aasked ﬁqﬁ‘h“’m’ as gently  /

T Hvﬂi}’f how do yau &A/OEJ [‘f‘f a roth?' ,} / RN
”Berau.fe F FEELS lke a rock, mamg!” [
v ivell, Sweefre, how did gg-f in there?" H/ e

"1 dont kpow... " she was clearly 5/

ANE N

miserable, if a bi¥ confused.

Vokay..." I was bit confused myself, and
detided v fr}f a different fack. SRV i \
tHow big is 47" | Finally asked. Maybe the truth wae in the detarls.
"Oh... pedium. " she finally Said, showing me, Seeming fo cheer up af
the ‘mysfery 4 Solve’ lement.

" Medium, huh ?Lefﬁ fee... when did you nitice 1 was ‘medium’ when
Yol Were Puﬁ?‘n it in theye?”

I Yes. When [ putted ik In theve  was 4oo bp‘g,ﬁ' )
“Well, honey, apparently it wain't fos big, i it went yvight on vp Hhere!

| toied o lanah v off a h¥. My cell phone rang.

"The doctars a{h)fce said +o keep her as calm ar possible, and take her +o
that 2 s'clack agpointment you Got," Kandy +old me.

"TH a gcad Ha:‘rzg Im a /ohgé‘fana‘ihﬁ patient of an ENT, 1 }joked,
"Sp, 117 see you ab home... Kathering can watch Josie whrle You and 1
Fake Zuzu ix.Y ' ' :

" YC{’;” he said, “Im on my way!fj"owj- she dg,‘,,-g? N

"Oh, yot know,” | cighed, considering theres a fock vp her nose,”

o



Just last week Zuzd had u,-g%fy, ‘When Mama wasnt watching,’ cut
6 huge chunk of her hair off. Her ban;f_ which had finally grown dut
Q5+ her Chin had been Jecuved /n a € ,‘/,”'e o .r(_o 'fl’if Ir‘de., i
inStead 0ﬁ taking The Cf;)ﬂ/;;‘e_ OUT shed decided fo Lree He haiv with
her handy -dan;y scissors. | was astounded +hat my child - my
Lilliant, contemplative, ingenious child weuld dy something so -
Hypreal. | couldnt really”be angry =1 mean, Its her hair(Ard |
reafly Prﬁlcfk bangs‘ oh her any;w,ty.) 5’-/,-//) i !varjuﬂ- nit the feind of
thing 1y Zuzu would do. Oher kids, typical kids, did fhat stuff

My zhid is net o ﬁ/p:‘cal child. o

oy T
Py

And yet, here | was, on my way fo my 4
bf/ oved EN T:" 07427‘69 ( fhﬂ : Ear ijeT/,yaaf-) ;,
with my brrlliant, Contesmplative, ingenious” (TP
MVCC'&”&I‘&’AH!; )/ear dld ‘fa Aav’e a #Dl’é’ ) 1 g
removed from her nose.

fs before, | couldnt be angry. [ was R\ e
wervied... o bit amused... and a let batfled. |}

Why on earth did my child shove a ‘.
pebble up her nose? Why 7 Because . i _‘
Shes three-and-a-half, my mind reasoned "‘ " Rorninded me
and thats what theee-and-a-half-year-olds Do, of her dads
But not MY hree-and-a-halt year old, | argucd back. MULLET?)
She doest Do this ?’ﬁmf kid stuff. Oh, but she DoES, my mind
whispered_kindly, and i¥s 0kAY. Hmpmph! | said back.

N

\ w ;
N

‘Maybe -they will gef g litHe mouse with a shovel, and ¥ will g in
there and DIG i¥ oit!" she S;ggm‘ecf. "Maybe," | sad 'Or mybéf%e
will just put Some bait gutside Your nose and cay ‘Heye, litfle’ stone.
(ome out!’ and # will crawl Right out!” "Napww, she said in
4 dismissive drawl. That wouldny work. Frank/y, | was afRad
of what would. Teachey Chris had said she could not see The sfone
so | had net botheved fo Jook. Even £ | had seen i+, 1 would not
have atlempted to get it out. Im The ﬁ/ffca{ mom who sheepishly
admits £o Phe doctor Hhat e | pushed +he wax further into” hey
eAr with a4 (fip. Heedless + say | was not- about +7 7’79%0 d;’:bdﬁ&
G Stope from her sinuses. No way.

[l




At the ENTS office she was dmazingly fcﬂy and entertaining, telling
fhe nurse that He wec was Vqorbage® and her nose “made & goed
arbage can” [121) Kathevine & waited & bi+ nervously. (Zuzi had
iahfzg Katherine along instead of her daddy, and her dad y had
kindly honored her re uest ) | knew what was invelved when the doc
{{)OkEd in ﬂ'l_y PU{'——SH EVY Snyses, so f +Hied fD Pnpaye ZHZ«U, Pﬁ’ﬂ-ﬁ’ﬁ
put the atomizer canw‘aa}amj topical anesthetic 4o nump the sinuses,
the scope, 4 wormy-{ooling device "like a camera® | Hold her.
"A CAMERA?!" she squawked, " You mean hes going to Take a
PILTURE of the ROCKC in my nose?" "Np ..QW)/, f{? J tf S0 he can
cee i and get it oUT!" So Simple, vet | waS wincing wardly,
remembeéring that Scene in Total Re all wheve Arnod Schwavzen-
eqoer as to df_g an enormous homing device {rgom his bram ﬂvm@fq
L??h “P,f’ﬁ’ff with” q W:‘ckedf&calzh%u h%gd'mr'xﬂr-m‘feh‘»azmwa/-c/anx.
Uah- [his was NOT ageing to e fun. Or pyetty. | yealized foo
f?ha-k | had womn Mcﬁlm-%d/or’ed Py ized n, /‘f{-e
ants and had a momentary '
sjon 0F A Ssbbing iffe gf'r/
dripping blosd oh% my lap.
| smiléd ot Zuzu hopefully.

A

w7 p

/Jﬁfre i5 a reason why Dr. Graig Hertler was selected by his peers

as the Top ENT in 1he avea. HE is. Cham;‘ng) handsome, terrific
besdside mManner anc a geniune love for his job . he was gcnﬂc and
atient and perfect with” Zuzu. She pulled ot all +he shy; silly Stops-
#,‘;ﬁng and ﬁ?ig%h‘ng with him as he Ck,a!a:’ned what he was da;‘n5

and peeked into her nose. He coulel see the pebble without any assistance

pther than a light and his quaint but practical round-mirrsr-on-a-

headband {(ald gacmr Baler)” "1 see i#1" he announced happily, and

then he reached into a dvawev fall of shiny inshruments, and ;)u//ec{ ouf...

18



Qoh...is the suspense killing yey?

He Pufied out o /&ng-}mn led spoon. A 466}7)/, 1‘1};)/ seoop. A
melon-baller of min/scule m[arf?}anf. "Can veu imagine eating
cereal with this?" he asked Zuzu, why Shoaz her head. 7
P+ would take Forever,{ "he contrnued. But ¥ will anly take a
minute +o Scoop ont Hhis rock, Ready? SSCCreos000 PP and out
it came without o6 much as a peep! Serigusly!

Dr.Hero laid the pebble carefully on +the naplein-draped mefa/
tray and | picked 1t vp, shil wef feorn her nose. If was the
size and Shape of a compressed pea, a smooth oval. [t was -the
erfect rocle +v choose if one was inclined +o Choose a rocl o
shove info onrer nose.

upt least it was smooth," [ laughed, velieved . We Hhaniced

Dr. Hertler profusely. Zuza skipped out gai/y, Chﬂdﬂ:ﬂﬁ a sticher
freom the fﬂrfze basket. e Stepped out “intv the /aé&y a5 chuckles
and emiles from the office staff w"zﬁ/pwed uS. Zuzu grinved and said,
“Next TIME | get &smefh;}qg in My nese, lets Come back here

and | can ANOTHERC Sticker!" Thats how She sawit.. as ¢
prieqns fo 4 Sticker. T/vp!‘ca/ kid,

And, yoa know what? q
ffs really okay- Telling the pebble -In-the-hose|

Shory to friends & Joved omes
, brought out many Such,

~ storiesS... here are Two. '
. R ~ o our hairdresser (who fixed Zuzes
~ recent chop Job) has a Sistexr who
H put a Snack-box of raisins i her

/ -
-
e B
s et P
=N
-
i

. nose...one at a time '

nests in the tap o my #riend Jeans husbands some-

o 4 Cast-redin bedy put 4 I:;ec:;s’f/r;/his 7705€ ...
and + sprouted’ No, She says

o Sur mwm‘a@ f:fS 'h‘uefi"eﬂ'ﬂy- 4 \
It sprouted.

I
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Angst and ESCape

Zuzu stands at the foot of the stairs, right in the path of the other
kids and parents trying to leave the school.

"NO MAMAL!” she screams, at the top of her lungs, "YOU WERE
NOT SUPPOSED TO GO IN FRONT OF ME!ii”

“Zuzu, 1 will get behind you and follow you in a moment. You are
blocking the way. Please move out of the way and THEN I will
follow you.”

“"NOOO000006000000000!!!” She is shrieking. Teacher Carrie’s
eyebrows go up - of course Zuzu never throws this kind of fit
during school,

“Zuzu, I am going up and out the door. Come. With. Me. Now.”
"Nooo0000o0c0!”

1 carry Josie up and set her down on the sidewalk, which is still
scattered with mamas and other kids and little brothers. This
behavior of Zuzu’s, which I can only figure is three-and-a-half-
year-old stuff, has been going on for weeks. Weeks on end.
Fighting. Screaming. Over every little thing. I am so bone tired,
I have no more patience for this crap. None.

The other mamas look puzzlied and I look around for my dear
friend and sympathizer Kate. She is already gone. Zuzu mean-
while has been reluctantly led up the stairs to the main door
where she stands, screaming. Teacher Carrie is saying firmly and
patiently, “"Zuzu, I need you to move so I can close the school
door. It's time to go now.” She refuses to budge. I pick up Josie
and say, not loudly enough, “Zuzuy, come NOW.”

She folds her arms, tears streaming, face a mask of defiance. 1
look at the other mothers, standing there with sympathetic smiles
on their faces. I smile back, sort of. "I hate being a mother,” 1
say. "I really really wanted to like it, but I don’t. I hate it.” And 1
feel my face crumple up before I can even help it. As the tears
come rushing out, I am instantly surrounded by these mamas,
only two of whom I know by name. They touch my shoulders,
rub my back. “We've been there, we know just how you feel,”
they say.
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“Every DAY it’s like this,” I say quietly, “"Every day. I just don't
know what to do any more.”

They are also quiet for a moment, perhaps thinking of the days
and moments they felt exactly the same. Then someone, I think
it is Melanie, says, "Go take Josie to the van. One of us will bring
Zuzu. It's okay. It will get better.” They are so kind, all of them.
I cannot imagine any of them yelling at their children like I do. 1
cannot imagine any of them breaking down into sobs right there in
front of the school. I feel very vulnerable, very pathetic. I nod
and head to the van. Josie is crying, too, now. In a moment
another mama, Taunia, leads a quiet, stubborn-faced Zuzu to my
side. She reassures me again, lets me know I am not alone. I
appreciate it. Somehow I get both girls strapped in and then I
just sit in the driver’s seat and sob. I am so angry, and so
powerless. I really, really wanted to like being a mother. But I
don’t. And that is extremely painful to me.

1 tell other mothers, even ones 1 have just met, that I have never
worked so hard and been as frustrated as I have since I became a
mother. That I can’t wait until I have two kids in school all day.
That I think being a SAHM to two under 4 is the most tedious,
thankless work there is. There is no sense of completion or
accomplishment. And for someone like me, whose whole identity
and sense of self-worth are tied up in how productive I am it is
very very difficult to feel like a worthwhile human being. And no,
getting the laundry done doesn‘t count. I don't consider ‘playing’ _
a good use of my time. I get depressed, irritable, angry. I feel
like I am on the verge or screaming or crying all day - not every
day, but often. I don't know if it's my thyroid, my hormonal
cycles, or just motherhood that makes me feel this way. But this
is the hardest time of my life. I want it to be over.

I tell other mothers this, all of it, sometimes. As yet I have not
had another mother seem shocked, surprised, or disagree with
me. Most start telling their own stories of frustration, and what
they do to find time for themselves. I believe they are sincere
and not just placating me.
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Anyway, it's fashionable to be a frustrated mom these days. It's
being covered in national periodicals. There are so many books
and zines about it that I long ago stopped reading them. It's a
miracle anybody has kids anymore, really, because nobody is
painting a rosy picture of motherhood. Rosy mother-hood isn‘t
‘real’ motherhood. Not that it's ever REALLY been rosy — 1 think
every generation has had its mamas who tell it like it is — Erma
Bombeck comes to mind - but it seems bigger now than ever. It's
hip. It's happenin’. Motherhood - the New Martyrdom.

Recently my local paper had an article that sort of bashed this
recent outbreak of ‘whiny moms’. It said that moms in this part
of the country do not subscribe to the go-go-go theory of
mothering. It insisted that moms here in the Great Northwest
don't fret so much, don't stress so much. We know how to take it
easy here. In fact, the author herself can’t recall ever REALLY
complaining about being a mom. In a sense, the implication was
that if we COULD identify with those ‘whiny moms’ who were so
desperate for a little peace then we must just be doing it wrong.
Well, thanks.

Let me ask you something. Are you less frenzied if your errands
are more lofty; if you are delivering meals on wheels and
marching for peace and cooking for the homeless as opposed to
running kids to music and gymnastics and scout meetings? Are
homeschooling mamas less frazzled just because they aren't
having parent-teacher meetings and school fundraisers? And how
can you generalize about one area/one town/one neighborhood?
Right on my own block there is a mama whose girls are in every
possible activity, a full-time nursing student with a child in all-day
school, a work-at-home mama, a does-day-care-in-her-home
mama. Which of us is the least stressed? Which of us is doing it

right?



It seems as if all of us mamas are desperately seeking something
that can best be described as peace of mind. For some, peace of
mind equals peace and quiet; alone time. For others peace of
mind is knowing that their children are getting the best of
everything. There is every variation in between. And all are
having trouble finding it. Well, most of us, at least.

I got a mama zine a while back that I made the time to read,
since 1 remembered liking her first issue. She had made a list of
things about herself and the kind of parent she is. No surprises,
really; extended breastfeeding, home birth, home school, no
immunizations, vegetarians, no TV, no sugar, no plastic...

Then 1 came to:

*I have absolutely no time for people still trying to ‘get it".”
Huh. I thought. Trying to get what? Trying to get how YOU see
things? But how will those poor unenlightened people ever ‘get
it’ if someone doesn’t reach out a hand, show them the way? And
if they are at least TRYING to ‘get it’, don’t they at least get an A
for effort? Apparently not. 1 don‘t do or believe in quite a few of
the things she had listed so far. So I guess she would have no
time for me, either. But, okay. I've encountered this before -
intolerance is a sad byproduct of trying to live gently on the earth.
I understand that, I've got other friends like this. I read on.

A few more lines down she says, “I don't really believe that
healers should charge money for healing.” Now I'm REALLY
confused. I consider myself a healer of sorts. I think every
midwife is. And I love what I do, and I have and will again do it
for free. However - does this mean that my gifts, my knowledge,
my time is worth nothing? And why does this apply only to
healers and not to any given talent? Why is it ockay for musicians,
artists, writers to earn a living, but not me?

Now that I clearly don't ‘get it’, I put down the zine and do not
finish reading it. I am annoyed. I feel judged. Right now I need
to step away from the mama whose pronouncements make me
feel unwelcome. I'm sure it’s a great zine. And maybe she put
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down my zine the moment I talked about letting Zuzu play with
Barbies. Maybe she said, I don‘t get this mama, and I need to
walk away from her and her excessive plastic life. Maybe she felt
unwelcome. I hope not.

How can mamas who seem so hip be so intolerant and snobby?
Am I less hip because 1 forgo lipstick, tats and piercings; because
I would never wear a shirt that says “Fuck all ya'll”? Am I a bad
mama because I don‘t have regular playdates for my kids; don‘t
spend hours everyday hanging in the park? Am I worthy of
contempt because I have a live-in mother’s helper? Am I not
allowed in your club because I am not an AP parent; because 1
feed my kids Taco Bell? What is UP with us all judging each other,
anyway? Whose side are we on?

After my meltdown at Zuzu’s school, 1 realized that something
drastic needed to happen. I had reached my cliff. I was Thelma
and Louise, in trouble, with helicopters of responsibility thudding
in the sky and my seif-doubts and guilts lined up with guns
pointed at me, as a good-hearted man - in this case my husband
- tried desperately to talk me in.

I decided to listen to him, rather than drive off the edge. And he
said to me, “"Have you felt this way at other times in your life?”
“Yes, I have. It was always about some stupid relationship gone
wrong, before, though. Job stress, like at 911.”

“And what did you do?”

*1 left. I went to Seattle. I went home to be with my mom. 1
went to Montana to see Nell. I went away, to clear my head, to
get some perspective.”

Then it occurred to me that there was no reason I couldnt do that
now. A week or so later I checked the weather through the
mountain passes, loaded up the car, kissed my family goodbye.
This time mama duck is going over the hills and far away. 1 hit
the road for a blissful, solitary, grown-up music 12-hour road trip.
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I stayed for three nights, and Nell somehow made time for me in
her very hectic life, for which I will be eternally grateful. She has
three kids; two are involved in more activities than I could count.
In the one weekend I was there she baked two batches of
brownies, one for a fundraiser, got one kid out the door for the
weekend, schlepped the other off to gymnastics, organized the
schlepping of same child to other activities, and entertained the
third. I watched in awe and a bit of fear; she IS the mama those
books are talking about. And one day soon my kids will be old
enough to do this kind of stuff! I am not looking forward to it,
and I am determined to keep the extracurricular activities to a
minimum. That much I learned in the first few hours.

BUT...I also watched in envy as her daughters played WITH EACH
OTHER for hours on end, needing her attention only-‘0ccasionally —
and I thought, wow - is there really light at the end of the tunnel
of ‘Play With Me'? Will I someday get a bath, a cup of coffee, a
chapter or two without being bothered? I willl

And Nell and I talked, like we haven't had a chance to do in years.
We sat in the hot tub at her amazingly swanky health club and
she opened her heart to me about her past. We got tipsy at a
local tiki bar and joked about the last time we’d been there, when
my relationship with Randy was brand new. We’'d ieft the boys at
home with her kids and we’d gotten all worked up talking about
sex and how good it was with our men. Then we called them. |
They were discussing the fall of the Roman Empire, and that sent
our drunken selves over the edge with laughter. When we got
back to her house it was a good thing the kids were sleeping,
because we were all OVER those boys.

This time we joked, a bit sadly, about how now everything was so
very different - how motherhood has taken over so much - how
our libidos seem to correlate inversely with how much time we
spend with our kids. How somehow it is okay, it’s just where we
are. It was great to be with her.

And I missed my family. Terribly.
;“:.@



On the third night I told her I'd probably be leaving before she got
up in the morning ~ so we said our goodbyes and goodnights
then. I drifted off in that pleasant way just enough alcohol
provides. I couldn’t wait to hit the road. At 1am I woke up.
Could not get back to sleep. At 2:30am I was gassing up the car
and heading out of Outback. 1 felt rejuvenated. 1 felt happy. I
didn’t know how long it would last. But I knew this: knowing that
I really could leave, any time, would carry me through some of
my darkest hours.

I got home several hours early, surprising my family, at around
dinnertime. Zuzu said, “Hi, mama! I knew you would be back
sometime. Where’s Katherine?” Randy was happy to see me but
annoyed that I had upset his plan of having the whole house clean
when I got back. Josie had two words: “Maaammmaa! Nurch?”
They had of course been just fine without me. And I was better
for having left them.

Anne Morrow Lindbergh wrote about this very thing in 1955, in
her wonderful book Gift from the Sea:

“..unless I keep the island-quality intact somewhere within me, I
will have little to give my husband, my children, my friends or the
world at large...woman must be as still as the axis of a wheel in
the midst of her activities...she must be a pioneer in achieving this
stiliness, not only for her own salvation, but for the salvation of
family life, of society, perhaps even of our civilization.”

Listen:

We are all doing the best we can. Every mama needs a break
now and then. Every mama gets a little slack. All of us. Welfare
mama. Celebrity mama with twins. Peace activist widow mama.
Full-time corporate mama. Slap your kid for spilling his water
mama. Stay-at-home enterpreneur mama. Part-time worker
mama. Full-time student mama. Bipolar mama. Soccer mama.
Midwife mama. You get it? ALL OF US. So let's be good to each
other, and good to ourselves. Every one.
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~ Grieving —
Itis painful to walk past it. The muddy gaping hole, random bits of debris
poking up here and there. Even the trees are gone; the evergreen, the plum.
It is chaos — one thinks of what Sumatra must have been like after the
tsunami. The ground is unrecognizable. There is nething to indicate what
once stood there.

it was a_glorious old house. Well-loved, you could tell. The paint was
colorful, if a bit patchy. You could see where the house had been added to;
10 make voom for children, undoubtedly. The garden was lush and fruit-
ful, the yard shady and peaceful. There were a lot of vooms branching off
of the big main room, each inviting. An attic full of memoaries. A lot of
laughter here. A lot of tears. Alot of history. Just echoes now.

I you can track down the owner, you might ask — why? Was it falling
apart at the seams? Were there well-concealed cracks? Maybe something
small and destructive had been eating away at the heart of the house for
a couple of years. Or maybe they just grew tirved of it; it was too big, too
hard 1o keep clean. Or maybe, rather than see the house filled with
someone else’s family, the owners decided to take it down. Who knows?
They just tare it down and disappeared. 1 woke up one day, took my usual
walk around the corner and was met with the devastating sight of it,
that vaw gash, the piles of remains. Gone, just fike that.

A place fike that - you can never build 1t again. Even if you track down the
original materials, the same shades of paint, the same types of trees, you
can never duplicate what it once was. When something has been so utterly
destrayed, you wander among the ruins and wonder if it is even worth it
1o vebuild. The very gqround feels tainted, defiled somelow. Too many
ghosts. Better to find a new piece of earth, to build something entively
new. Better to give up a dwelling and just lie down under the open sky.
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GEEX DADDY

ONLY A MOTHER COULD LOVE...

All { have to say this time around is that my offspring are the most
beautiful, brilliant and perfect children that ever breathed. Yours too?
What a coincidence.

| love our two girls completely, utterly and in all other ways totally. How is
that possible? Ten years ago you might have heard me say, “Babies are
ugly. How can anybody think babies are cute?” They drool, they’re noisy,
they're both messy and disorganized, and worst of all they sometimes sit
around with vacuous expressions, their mouths hanging open. Yech. As
Bill Murray once said of a baby (Ghostbusters if — remember you're
reading Geek Daddy), “You're short, your head’s too big, and you talk
funny”. Actually | don’'t know what he really said, but it something like
that. It was 15 years ago and | only saw the awful thing once, so give a
break on this one.

| always understood that becoming a parent changed how you saw
babies and children, but how? Why? And is it a form of insanity? It used
to be hard for me to accept that it was biological. It seems rather obvious
NOW.

20-plus years ago a mentor and college prof of mine (let's call him M) told
me that having kids was a “crap shoot”. (Or is that “crap chute”? Hmmm.)
Whatever you get, the kid will be yours with traits you can identify in
yourself and the other parent, but the variations are infinite. And all the
“nurture” in the world won’t change the fundamentais of nature.

M went on to describe the birth of his first son, and how holding his
newborn for the first time was the most profound experience of his life. |
remember his description as being very moving and poetic -- and he is
not usually a poetic man.

| was trying hard to absorb the wisdom, and | asked him if he thought
people were biologically driven to love and nurture their children. Answer:
“Hell yes, and it's a damn good thing; otherwise we’d kill ‘'em.”




Yeah, he's probably right. Here’s a third-hand short story for you about
his oldest boy when he was in his teens: Picture three teen-age boys in
the cab of a pick-up truck driving down the 1-5 corridor at night. The 4" of
July is a few days away, so of course they decide it would be a good idea
to light off a Piccolo Pete and toss it out the window as they’re driving
along. The Piccolo is lit, its fuse vanishing in a rapid hiss. The boy in the
middle tosses it out the window. A problem immediately presents itself:
the window is rolled up. Panic ensues. If you're familiar with this particular
firework, it makes a shrill, nigh-deafening sound that drives most earthly
creatures completely around the bend, even as a flame about an inch or
two long rockets out the top. So the boys freak out, fly over the median
into oncoming traffic, crash into another vehicle and roll off the highway.

One of the boys is knocked unconscious, with the Piccolo Pete still firing
off under his butt. The car they hit was being driven by an intoxicated
driver trying to sneak home with his headlights off (I am NOT
exaggerating!) without getting pulled over.

So, this is M's oldest boy. This kid is also a genius, and | mean a bona
fide A-number one giganto-brain. Which evidently does not translate into
wisdom. If we didn’t love them, we’d kill them.

When M retells this tale he likes to add on a description from the drunk
driver's point of view: Here you are driving along slowly, hoping to take a
short jaunt down the freeway and get home before anyone notices you.
Suddenly a truck load of flaming kids flies over the median and smashes
into you. Wow. If you can tell a true story like that, you know you've lived.

Fireworks Tip: Old-style Piccolo Petes use a cardboard insert to hold the
powder. You can crimp the Piccolo Pete in the middle with a pair of pliers,
causing it to expiode when the powder burns down {o the crimp. Crimping
toward the bottom is better, so that it whistles longer before the powder
explodes. Another fun trick: You can also peel away the outer casing so
that the insert of the ‘Pete is laid bare. It's about half the size of the
Piccolo Pete, and the only reason | can see for the outer casing is to
allow for the little plastic stand it sits on if lit normally. S6 what can you do
with a naked Piccolo Pete insert? Anything!! Tape it to a stick and you've

W
B



got a bottle rocket. Tape it to a balsa-wood airplane and you've turned a
prop job into a jet. Toss it lit out the window of a moving vehicle and
you've got... well, just about the dumbest thing you could possibly do with
one of these little demons. And don't get me started on Ground Bloom
flowers (a.k.a. “Universal Igniters”). And that's just the old-style ‘Petes.
The new ones have a plastic insert which is slimmer and holds less
powder. What can you do with one of those? Stick it up your nose for all |
care, they're worthless! They don't stay crimped when you crimp ‘em, and
they're too heavy to fly. Garbage. Might as well stand them up on their
little stands, light ‘em, and watch as you go deaf. Sheesh.

Heredity vs. Environment. Nature vs. Nurture. Science has been chiming
in on the subject forever. Strange that it's usually framed as this vs. that.
What, they can’t work together? Apparently one has to “win out” over the
other. Thank goodness the debate is over. Now we know the answer.
Open up your latest Discover magazine and you'll see that it's all about
the genes. So much so that babies are supposed to look more tike their
fathers when they’re born, so that daddy will know its really his kid and
hang around for a while instead of taking off to parts unknown.

I don’t know about you, but my sense is that when a baby is born it looks
like a slightly melted wax figure of a leprechaun that’s been painted the
wrang the color. Maybe the answer is that way back when the genes
were being coded, dads looked more like melted leprechauns than they
do today.

Today’s Biology Tip: If you're a dad, and you want to believe your
newborns look more like you, encourage water births. in fact, you might
encourage jetted-tub water births. Your pre-washed little squiggler has a
lot better chance to look like something you'd recognize.
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Is this the end of ZB(?
No, not quite.
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ZBC used to come out four times a year, but

life has gotien busy and Something had to give.

78C will now be out 3 times a Year... [pok for
#17 in Auqust 2005. Have a greal summer’
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