Monday, April 17, 2006

SHOVELING SNOW when it's still snowing
A Mother’s Journey 

My life as a stay at home mom is far from the cry of my former life as a check-list oriented business tycoon. Instead of tasks being fulfilled and meetings being held, I find myself shoveling snow in a full out blizzard. I know it must be done but I feel like I get no where. My son is alive - he is fed, loved, played with, tickled, nurtured, kissed and kissed again - read to - taken care of in the best of my ways - and yes, kissed again. The snow falls and I still shovel -- knowing if I didn't it would strike you upon entry - but when I do, it really isn't that noticeable. It's a necessary evil. 
There's always that layer of fresh powder - a cheerio by the T.V., a wooden block to trip on, a ring of milk left from the sippy-cup ... it’s a constant parody in motion. But I say my mantra, "I am a great mom & a great wife, my son is thriving and no job can be so rewarding and unrewarding all at the same time."
No one could have prepared me for such a journey.  I left the career most men dream of – let alone women.  Working my way to the top I climbed the ladder of success for six years.  My business territory finally ran itself – I knew all of my clients – and the money streamed in.  The pay was to die for – a comfortable six-figure base salary with bonuses on top.  Even my yearly expense account was equally high and I was expected to use it or lose it.  I golfed, attended country club events - wined and dined regularly.  Large corporate events were held at five star hotels throughout the country with reward trips being even finer. 
So three years ago when I decided to leave it all to be a stay-at-home mom I had no idea what a true shock it would be.  A shock to me as a person – a loss of identity – an identity I didn’t realize meant so much to me.  
I traded it all to Shovel Snow - to look at my beautiful little toe-head day after day – and to be overworked yet underpaid.   I am now a new person - his mentor, his playmate, his mommy.  Work will always be there, calling me back – but this time I can pursue my dreams.  Right now I am where I belong – and if I savor each moment, it’s a beautiful place.
You can’t put a price tag on that.

