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Writer Mama

By Lesa Knollenberg

I'M FILLING OUT FORMS, AND IT ISN'T EASY.
What is my vocation? How do 1 spend my days?
The employment field isn’t long enough; my days

aren’t that clear-cut.

[ am a mom and a writer. Construcring both worlds is a
large task, buik on small moments. 1 do one, and [ do the
vther. While cookmg for one, 1 get lost ina dreamy world,
massaging wonds for the othern While F'm buying toilet
papen, Umwnnng story ideas on the back of old reaoiprs.

Parenting takes flexibility, quiclk thinking and broad strokes
of creativity, Wrinng demands discipling, tenacity and clariry.
Therr major simbarity* They both render youn mviable, Yoo
work, hone and ship off l{'il:_l'i-'!_,‘h!i:j:-‘!-: tov the sound of silence,
You rarely get an acknowledgement rhat your worle has,
indesd, been neticed. A posteard, mavbe. *We received vour
submission. If we publish your work, you will be noufied
in six weeks.” You wait the six weeks knowing thar it
really mmcans “yoor children are wiomansgeable and vour
metaphors infantile,”

The hard worl of parenting nets liede positive feedback. You
hear, mind you, i your kid has screwed up. But vou don't
hear a chorus of praise for the griry work of parentimg,. The
harel part — stayving home when che ks don’t deserwe a
promised maovie, saving no to television or computer games
during the week — vou feel all alone on that front.

Mpsr of my work leaves no mark: it all takes place in my
head. It you know me, vou know that’s dangeroos, This s
why | exerase. When my letle bram goees oired of its awn
vacuous thoughts bouncing off each other, [ go for a run. A
little music, a lictke sunshine, a dose of endorphing, and T've
hgpred oue a new stratepy for sibhing bickering or the ending,
to my short story, Moving belps me thank, reprioritize,

1f 1ts been a long, quiet day, hubby and friends busy at ther
own work, I head to an exercise class. There | can sweat
next to the regulars, wonderful women I admire whe run
businesses and chase toddlers and know how great it fecls e
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move around together. Sometimes we don't even ralk; we're
there to get better, but germing beter next w each other s
prounding

After 1 get my people fix, calm my brain and am rcady o
be productive, I'm reminded that boeth my jobs offer this
magnificent benefit: moments of nalked quier. If [ ger out of
my own way and let things happen, the small momenrs pay
oft.

Moments like the one a few vears apn when, just hecase
it was a particularly sunny autumn day, we left the house
early o walk to school. We found a dead mouse, flar on
the sidewalk. It sparked a lenpthy discussion about death,
heaven, anmials and beliet, My son squateed and inspeeted,
then asked, *Where's his Momma?™ as if to say that if she
had been there, this wouldn’t have happened. “She's wirh
him,” | assured my son. "She’s always wich him, even if vou
can’t se¢ her™

About the nime | experience stritches of donbt with
this invisible writer-mama gig, | am seen. An article
is published, and T feel vindicated and productive for
appraximately 28 hours; then I'm back to searching the
help-wanted ads for a *really usebul™ job. A pood reporr
card comes home, and in the middle of parting mysclf
an the sore back, the teacher calls o discuss my son;
apparenuly, singing “I like big burs and 1 cannor lie™ in
the middle of recess gets him noticed. I have a magazine
deadling, but the teacher can see me at 1 pan. today. 1 do
ane, and T do the other. But Grest T go for a ron,
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