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I used to think that lessons come when you least expect it. Now I just expect it. I enjoy the moment where I provide the guidance, lesson, or coaching. But I also know that the moment will come quickly when I am again the child, student, or client. It keeps me humble and it makes me grateful too.

Teachers come in all shapes and sizes Sometimes once a month, sometimes once a week, sometimes several times a day, I say to one of my children, “Did I ever tell you I was the luckiest Mama in the world?” Inevitably they will reply, “Only about a hundred times.” I love that they take me absolutely literally. I love the pleasure mixed with exasperation every time I ask.  Come to think of it, pleasure and exasperation say a lot about the whole parenting enterprise for children and parents. 

One of the gifts that make me a lucky mama is the life lessons my children routinely teach me. They seem to take the most complicated lesson and bring it to its simplest and most essential elements. I have found those lessons invaluable to me and I have often shared them with friends and clients. 

I’d like to share three parables with you, courtesy of a Lucky Mama’s most obvious teachers, her kids. (Pardon me if you’ve heard them before…()

Kazden – nine years old

Throw the Ball

My son, Kaz, is a huge baseball fan, a Yankees fan (this year, alternately bummed, exhilarated, and bummed again). Pitcher and third base are his favorite positions. That wasn’t always the case. But I think he was a Yankees fan from birth.

Last year, about mid-way thru the season, late in the game – two outs, bases loaded, can’t remember the score, but I’m pretty certain we were losing. Anyway, the coach calls out, “Kaz, you’re pitching.” He looked up from his position at third base, surprised… took a breath and resolutely walked to the mound. Having been a fairly fearful athlete myself, I was aghast. (I’m still suffering from Kiely Smith in sixth grade volleyball, saying, “You’re not even trying,” And yet – I was.) Kaz had never pitched or even been warned he might pitch. 

He threw some practice pitches. The batter stepped into the box. Kaz took a breath, wound up and threw the ball. You know, I don’t remember much else, except that he acquitted himself pretty well. (Sorry if you were hoping for the “man being carried on the shoulders” ending.)
Here’s the point. Cut to Kaz and I walking out to the car. “Kaz, my goodness, how did you feel? You never pitched before. The coach never mentioned you might pitch. Were you nervous? What were you thinking?”

(Kaz) “Well I thought, ‘Can I do this? Can I get it over the mound?’ 

(LuckyMama) ”So what did you do?”

(Kaz) “I threw the ball.”

“I threw the ball.” End of story. 

“Action is the anecdote to fear.” Author unknown

Lily – seven years old

All I Ever Needed I Learned in Kindergarten (our version)
Her yellow SUV is now the enemy
Looks at her average life
And nothing, nothing has been alright 

My daughter, Lily, and I were driving home; probably back from gymnastics… We were in the regulation red van, one of legions that line the streets of Maplewood in the misplaced effort of former New Yorkers to retain some speck of cool. Lily was singing her heart out... 


There was U2 and Blondie
And music still on MTV
Her two kids in high school
They tell her that she’s uncool
Cuz she's still preoccupied
With 19, 19, 1985

For some reason I decided that this was “the teachable moment”. I think it was my efforts to strike a balance with what I was sure were the destructive elements of the pop song. 

I asked her if she knew what this song meant. She said, “No.” I said, “Well you know how it says, ‘Her dreams went out the door when she turned twenty four’? 

(Lily) “Yeah…”

(LM) “And now she’s got two kids in high school…” 

(Lily) “Yeah…”

(LM) “Well she was having a great time when she was twenty four, and she had an idea then about how it was all going to turn out. She was having so much fun she didn’t want it to end.  So when she had kids and her life changed she just kept wishing her life was what it had been…She got stuck in that time, in 1985. It’s important that you keep embracing your life and being happy and grateful for what you have…

“I loved being twenty four, Lily. There were many wonderful things, but you know how I always say what a lucky Mama I am? I am so grateful for my life now, my children, our family, and my work … If you keep wishing things were different you miss the wonderful things of the present, and you’re so busy wishing, you also don’t make the changes you need to make…” (By now, I’m wondering if I’ve completely lost my mind – coaching this first grader on the principles behind 1985.)  And then she says… 
“Yeah, I understand what you mean, Mom. I was really scared to go to first grade because I really liked kindergarten and my teacher and stuff but then when I got there I found it was really fun. It was just a change.”

I took a deep breath and wondered why it had taken me so long to make the connections she had mastered at 7 years old. 

FYI, I was writing my speech and she noticed I had typed “1985”, and asked me about it. I told her I was including a story about her. She wasn’t the least bit surprised. She remembered the conversation of easily a year and a half ago and even corrected me on some points. I guess it made an impression on her too.

“Change is inevitable, growth is intentional.” 

Glenda Cloud
Coulton, formerly five year old

Falling Down

I wanted to tell a story about my formerly five year old (not quite ready for my baby to be six).  But instead of a “talking picture”, all I saw was a silent reel. My little Buster Keaton walking by with his pants pulled down and his little bottom sticking out… walking into walls and falling down…laughing.

And then I thought – that’s it! Coulton’s lesson - the glee of falling down. 
I’m also reminded of another tune my children and I can be caught singing at the top of our lungs in our regulation red van, “Don’t Worry About a Thing” by country pop band, She Daisy, “We’ll all get along, if you laugh at mine and I laugh at yours.” 

 “Take chances. Make mistakes.” 

 “Magic School Bus” by Joanna Cole – “Ms. Frizzle” (Kids’book & TV show) 

So here’s how I pull this all together. As I look forward to the challenges and changes in my life, I take these three lessons with me. In fact, as I walked towards the building where I was to lead a workshop with a new group this past Saturday, I felt a familiar wave of trepidation. I repeated three mantras from three children. I stepped across the threshold smiling. 

1. Throw the ball.

2. It’s just change. It can be fun.

3. Laugh when you fall down, even when your pants are down - 
 
especially then.

Sow yourself like a seed, 

Penelope Brackett
…once I truly committed to it in my mind, everything fell into place. I signed with the best Talent Agency in Cleveland. … I am consistently performing in high quality, professional work that is truly meaningful, AND I have an agent who loves me. This is the acting career I always dreamed of for myself. I just had no idea it would happen at home in Cleveland…











