A Snapshot of Our Days

The alarm goes off at six.  I have to remind myself that if I don’t get up and get an early start the whole day is a game of catch up.  Over a cup of hot tea I read a chapter of the Bible. I’m in Matthew right now.  “Jesus looked at them and said to them, ‘With men this is impossible, but with God all things are possible.’” Matthew 19:26. I figure that’s a good one to keep repeating to myself all day. 

Pretty soon my toddler comes down and snuggles in my lap while I read my e-mail.  She is warm and tousled from sleeping and not complaining about anything yet.  I love this time with her.  Next comes my preschooler, who has no interest in snuggling.  “What’s for breakfast?” he wants to know.  Pancakes.  I better hustle before the baby wakes up to nurse.

By nine o’clock every one is dressed and finished with morning chores.  We gather in the living room for our morning offering and Bible reading.  They are being quiet so I read from our current read aloud, The Secret Garden.  I only manage a couple of pages till baby Dominic fusses on his blanket.  Kevin, the ten-year-old, picks him up and bounces him around a bit.  (How Dominic adores his rowdy big brothers!)  After reading it’s time for math.  ....’ and there was much wailing and gnashing of teeth.’

We gather around the table with the math books and manipulatives.  The three older children work in their books while the two younger ones play with the rods.  I nurse the baby, try to keep every one focused and answer important questions like “What's for snack?” and “Do you think Hobbits eat oatmeal?”  Next problem, children.  I have this fantasy that we will ditch math books and I will teach it from games and real life.  It would probably be more interesting, but they are learning as we slowly plod along.

Next we work on their copy work.  They are practicing a sentence from our read aloud.  Eight-year-old Alex spends a disproportionate amount of time making a decorative border around his page.  Tomorrow they will write the sentence from dictation and we will go over spelling and grammar mistakes.  Although they are in second, third and fifth grade, they are all writing at about the same level.

After this they split up for their work.  Seven-year-old Monica practices the piano.  Kevin gets his Latin and Alex reads Archimedes and the Door of Science.  I go to see why the younger children, Blaise and Regina, are so quiet.  Blaise is playing with Legos, unfortunately Regina has decided to change her own diaper.  Fortunately she did it in the bathroom.  After that mess is cleaned up I have to get the scholars back on track.  Kevin needs to do piano now and the other two have their Faith and Life and map skills books to do.  I head to the laundry to move the loads along.  A squabble breaks out as soon as I leave the room. “Ok, everyone sit on the couch, we’ll read history.”, easily our favorite subject.  We are in the ancients this year. They take turns narrating what we read but Dominic wants to nurse so I don’t type the narrations today.  We add some dates to the timeline on our schoolroom wall though.

Dominic falls asleep and the rest of the crew heads outside to play in the glorious spring mud while I make lunch.  The temporary quiet in the house is blissful. It’s Tuesday: we have piano lessons this afternoon.  I found a wonderful teacher who comes to the house and is not at all fazed by the noise or running of the younger children.  

Around four o’clock we have a quick clean up and get ready for Tae Kwon Do.  Their dad is in it too, so he comes home early to take the three older children.  His return home in the evenings is one of the highlights of our day.  When he has to turn around and leave again the younger group is devastated. While the martial artists are gone I try to spend time with the younger ones.  We read, play games, sing songs, get out play dough.  I try to have dinner ready when Tae Kwon Do is over.  They will be famished.  I started chili in the crock pot after lunch so now I bake corn bread and cut up some fresh veggies.  I clear off the table and set it.  We use cloth napkins and candles most nights.  It has a slightly civilizing effect at dinner.  I actually try to plan some conversation ideas ahead of time so it doesn’t deteriorate into senseless knock-knock jokes.

The older children and their dad come in full of energy and loud talking, practicing their forward snap kicks on each other.  We manage to get them washed up and sitting for grace.  We all laugh at four month old Dominic lunging for our plates.  They tell me about Tae Kwan Do.  We wipe up a milk spill.  My husband tells me about his budget problems at work.  He has too much money he has to spend by June.  Poor man.  We wipe up a milk spill.  We tell Dad about what we read for history today.  We wipe up a milk spill.

After dinner there are chores and showers.  No time for read alouds on Tae Kwon Do nights.  We pray a rosary.  The older children take turns leading.  They are getting good.  Four-year-old Blaise wants to try leading a decade.  I look over at my husband to see if he is up to it.  It takes soooo loonng when a little one leads.  He nods and we prompt Blaise slowly through each prayer.  He is beaming with pride.

After prayers they linger, talking.  This is the time our oldest will open up and tell us what’s on his mind.  Finally after hugs, drinks of water, fresh diapers and finding the pillows that were used to make a fort earlier, they are bedded down.  The older children are allowed to read for half an hour in bed.

Kevin and I will talk a little, fold clean clothes, finish dishes and head up to bed.   Sometimes we read in bed too.  Often we will read a passage out loud to each other.  Other times we talk over plans and problems.  Tonight we both just pass out, exhausted.  It will only be a few hours till a little person comes in during the night and snuggles in next to us.  Then the alarm will ring again at six.
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