
caught sight of the
y a rdstick in the corner,
taunting me: Do yo u

m e a s u re up?
News that a high school

classmate had married was in my
hand. The ultra-successful sport s
journalist guy. I was proud of him
and thrilled that he finally married
his long-time swe e t h e a rt. We used to
h a ve a blast together, co-editing our
high school new s p a p e r. So why did I
suddenly feel so inadequate?

I told The Stick to shut up.
After all, I reasoned, yo uÕre just a
stupid piece of something thatÕs not
e ven real wood.

On the contra ry, it replied. I am
so much more .

The Stick exists to measure
things, though by its ve ry nature it
is confusing, being a four-foot
y a rdstick. Not that it  has measure d
much since it came home with us
years ago, a thank-you gift from a
f u r n i t u re store in which we bought
n o t h i n g .

T h a tÕs not to say it  hasnÕt been
u s e d .

When our family was
reading ÒThe Ho b b i tÓ aloud,
it  was Bi l b oÕs walking stick,
among other things. Ou r
1 0 - year-old donned a
cape, bade his sister and
b rother follow him, and
led them on an adve n t u re
the likes of which have
n e ver been seen in
Middle-class America. By

turns, The Stick was a narrow
bridge over which the ponies could
not cross; a tre a c h e rous path
t h rough goblin-infested mountains;
and the wizard Ga n d a l fÕs
enchanted staff.

Last summer, when exc i t e m e n t
over the sixth Ha r ry Potter book was
at its peak, The Stick was a Fi re b o l t
racing for the Golden Snitch and
Em o ry was Ha r ry at his Qu i d d i t c h -
playing finest. Our eldestÕs discove ry
of Robin Hood sparked many a
battle against the evil Prince Jo h nÕs
goons, with The Stick in dual ro l e s
as Little Jo h nÕs staff and Ro b i nÕs bow.

All things ballet also have
i n vo l ved The Stick. It  is 6-ye a r - o l d
Sa va n n a hÕs stage, her curtain, her
p a rtner and her barre. When she
needs alone time, it also is her line
for her brothers not to cross at
serious risk to life and limb.

For our 5-year-old, The St i c k
means safe distance from the lions
he hopes to tame, direction for the
boat he guides through the swamp
on alligator hunts, and a source of
water with which to extinguish
d a n g e rous fires. Asher also ve n t u re d
briefly into the world of knightly
jousting with The Stick, but a
couple of scrapes, some tears, and
the occasional ÒI wasnÕt EVEN re a d y
yet!Ó from his opponents soon put
an end to that.

Older and more pragmatic, Ga ry
and I usually re s e rve our times with
The Stick for coaxing rubber balls,
t oy cars, doll shoes and chew i n g
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gum out of hard - t o - reach areas, but
we once used The Stick to wrangle a
mammoth black spider out of his
hidey-hole. We extinguished the
spider with a heavy dictionary and
a l l owed ourselves one giant heaving
shudder each.

Back in the present, I stuck out
my tongue at The Stick in the
c o r n e r. It  had proved its point. Bu t
what we re my ambitions back
when David and I we re goofing off
with the rest of the kids in
journalism class, and how did I  get
so far off track?

L e tÕs see: At first, I was going to
be a baseball playe r. Wait, that was
after I was going to be Gl a d y s
Knight É  but then, I was going to
win a Pu l i t zer Pr i ze. Then, I just
wanted to write sports. Fo re ve r. Oh ,
wait, I wanted to be famous and
rich, thank-yo u - ve ry - m u c h !

So I guess The Stick and I have
a lot in common. Neither of our
l i ves turned out like anyo n e
expected. The Stick was supposed to
m e a s u re big stuff, and I was
supposed to accomplish big stuff.
Instead, IÕm just a mom.

Just a mom.
Ò On the contrary,Ó I tell myself

and The Stick. ÒI am so much
m o re . Ó

Donna Pa rt ow, in ÒBe c o m i n g
a Vessel God Can Use,Ó writes
that eve ryone has lived a perf e c t
life Ð for them. I  guess now is as
good a time as any to re c o n c i l e
the person I  was going to be with

launder clothing, dry tears, manage
the household budget, pre p a re
meals and help navigate the tricky
waters of fourth-grade math and
first-grade reading. I am an expert
in, ÒYes, you have to bathe ALL of
your parts before you get out of the
t u b,Ó and ÒNo, brushing just the
f ront of your teeth for two minutes
does NOT count.Ó

Who knows? T h e re may be a
day when thereÕs a rush on my type
of expertise for NPR. IÕll have to
reset my voice mail then for the
f l u r ry of calls IÕm sure to re c e i ve ,
begging me to participate in a panel
d i s c u s s i o n .

The Stick and I wil l be waiti ng,
to show how I measure up. N C M

the person I  became.
Do I measure up?
I have nÕt traveled with Bi l b o ,

f l own with Ha r ry or fought
valiantly or otherwise with Ro b i n
and his band of merry men. I
h a ve nÕt danced ÒThe Sl e e p i n g
Be a u t yÓ in a stunning pink tutu or
tamed a ferocious lion. I wasnÕt the
one who broke the story of Cal
Ripken Jr.Õs re t i rement (that was
David), I  didnÕt interv i ew the
p resident of the United St a t e s
( David) and IÕve never been an
e x p e rt panelist on NPR (Da v i d
a g a i n ) .

I Õm a wife, and a mother. I
s y m p a t h i ze and encourage when my
husband has a hard day at work. I

at !Measur i ng! Up

The! Stick! was! supposed

to! measure! big! stuff,

and! I! was! supposed! to

accomplish! big! stuff.

Instead,! IÕm!

just! a! mom.
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