
Monthly Musings ByAmyNidiolson 

% ·not Yet· SkV 
~May 1 have the c.ourage today, t-0 liw!, the life thal I 

would love. to postpone my dream no longer. but de at /mt 
what I came here for, and W<l$te my heart on fear no more. " 

-John O 'Donahue 

I have a kwclhate relatiooship with my summer clothes. 
Here we are-spring break (tax day actually)- and 

while my husband spends the day with numbers. 1• m us-
ing my share of the stress energy in the house to switch 
oat my winter clothes for summer ones. Before pulling 
out the files. hubby helped me lug the big Rubbermaid 
tote of off-season clothes from the garage to the bed
room. I open the box to feast my eyes on the powder 
pinks and baby blues on soft, flowy cottons. I glaoce 
at the blacks. grays. and deep purples in my closet and 
decide it's time to lighten things up. 

I remove colorful tops from the box, fold them neatly, 
and place them on my closet shelves. Diving deeper in 
the box, I spot the khakis and take a deep breath in. Will 
they fit? Probably not, I think as I remember the deca
dent Ghirardelli chocolate truffles I made for the holi
days. the homemade donuts my father-in-law always 
gifts us for Christmas morning. the half doz.en chocolate 
birthday cakes I made since the last time I ~oded out. 
(It's too cold. I'm too·busy. The planets aren't lined up. 
B~ blah, blah. .. }I hear the rising music in my head 
announcing the time bas come at last. 

I pull the pants over my legs. Good so far. Then 
comes the moment of truth. Button and zip. All I have 
to do is button and zip. To my astooishmeot, the zipper 
goes all the way up! Not completely comfortable, but 
a few weeks of salads and running. and they should be 
fine. I'm not ready for them to be piJed with the rest of 
my everyday wear. I fold them and place them on the 
"not yef" shelf. 

Now, don' t get me wrong, I'm old enough to be realis
tic. If there \\--as absolutely no way these were going to fit 
this season. I 'd throw them back in the f?ox. But if nothing 
else, I am fairly self-aware. Last year, I bad a skirt that 
didn't quite zip alJ the way up. I put it on the '"not yet" 
sbe.U: went mooing for a good part of the summer, and 
by Labor Day it zipped. (Three cheers for goal-setting!) 

There's hope. 
Clothes are one thing. but bow often do we put our 

dreams on the "not yet" shelf? We have things we'd re-

ally love to do, but we see obstacles 
to those aspirations, so we shelf 
them. Maybe we gaze on them long
ingly thinking ooc day they'll fit ink> 
our life, but not now. Now we' ve 
got responsibilities, bills to pay, kids to raise, a home 
to maintain. Maybe later. But maybe tomorrow never 
comes. 

A friend of mine was raising six young daugbten. Talk 
about busy~ There were always dance recitals, concerts, 

sports events, not to mention homework, orthodontist 
appointments-you name it, it was happening. I popped 
in one day for a quick visit. I could hear the girls calling 
to each other, the dog barlcing, as I knocked on the door
-kids and dog going th.is way and that. My friend opened 
the door and she was sipping tea from the prettiest littJe 
teacup. It struck me as odd she would use such delicate 
china at such a busy, chaotic time in her life. 

Wouldn't it be prudent to pack the fine china away 
until the kids are grown? Or at least store it high up in 
a cabinet, safe from wagging puppy tails and running 
kids? But my friend possessed a bit of wisdom it took 
me longer to realize: now is the time for teacups. In
stead ofleaving the pretty cups on a shelf and dreaming 
of the day she could sit down for a minute and enjoy a 

leisurely afternoon with her friends, sipping lavender 
earl grey around a perfectly polished table in a spotless, 
quiet house, she worked her dreams into her routine. 
She used dainty teacups. She wore fancy shoes when it 
just wasn't practical. Not suppressing the artist~ 
she painted flowers on an old wooden chair. 

We owe it to ourselves to work our dreams into our 
lives now. That's not to say we should shirk our respon
sibilities completely and throw caution to the wind. 
The wind can come back in our face and blow us right 
off e;ouise. We can start slowly. Like a baker kneading 
yeast into bread dough, when we add even the smalJest 
element of our passion to our everyday, it can raise the 
whole day to a new level For my friend it was teacups 
and painting. For me it's taking time to write. Even if 
it's onJy ten minutes. I can spend ten minutes telling 
myself I don't have the time to do what my heart de
sires, or I can spend that time living into my dream. 

Maybe our khakis will have to wait until Labor Day 
to come off the shelf, but our dreams weren't meant to 
collect dust. We were given those for a reason. lf we 
were honest with ourselves we'd admit that although 
there will never be a perfect time, there is still time. 
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