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To John,

my husband,

and the most wonderful

partner in parenting

I could ever want.

And to Claire,

Godmother to our children

and my “angel,”

who on many occasions

has relieved the burden of my weariness.


About This Book

I wanted to write this book for quite a while, but life with young children does not leave energy to spare. Raising children takes nearly all the creativity one can muster and quite a bit of self-forgiveness for what cannot be mustered.

As I finally began to write, I thought of how universal “weary parenting” is. The two words naturally go together, but the “weary” part is often lived in silence and without the benefit of support from others. As long as I act like an energetic, self-contained parent, those are the only kind of parents I meet. When I admit that I’m tired and am not sure how to take the next step, my friends disclose their doubts, fears, and frustrations to me also. Meeting at that point of honesty, we give each other a boost back into the creative, loving, and pleasurable (or at least tolerable) arena of parenting. We lend each other patience and understanding as we confess our questions and weariness together.

May this book be a support for you during those alone moments of weary parenting. May the thoughts and feelings that you allow yourself to admit and accept heal the pain of being less than perfect. May you, in turn, bless others who need to hear that to parent in a state of exhaustion is to be normal.

—Sandra Drescher-Lehman
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Sleep-Deprived

I wonder what it would be like to go to bed in the evening, knowing that I could sleep all night without being on call for bad dreams or puddles in the bed. I used to have that, but I didn’t know how wonderful it was then, and now I forget.

I wonder what it would be like to lie down in the middle of the day and take a nap. I used to be able to do that, but then I didn’t want to, and now I can’t remember why not.

I wonder what it would be like to sleep as long as I wanted, into the bigger hours of the morning. It was called “sleeping in,” I think. I wonder, do people still do that?

God, I’m so tired.

Help me to sleep deeply

in the hours I do have,

to lie down in peace.

I lie down and sleep; I wake again,

for the LORD sustains me.

—Psalm 3:5
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Adding Up the Little Things

“What did you do today?” I knew Joanne wasn’t calling to keep tabs on me or to condemn what I didn’t do. She was genuinely interested in finding out what was happening with me.

“I’m not sure,” I heard myself say, “but I don’t remember sitting down all day and I’m exhausted.” What have I done all day? That’s hard to answer when I’m trying to prove myself worthy of the time I have, especially when all I can think of is that I played games and read books with my children, made meals, cleaned up messes, took walks, answered questions, plus a myriad of other little things.

I know they all add up. I also know these are the little things that are the important parts of life! They just don’t brag well if you insist on listing your accomplishments.

God, I know you think my day

was well spent with my children.

Help me to remember the value of those moments.

You, O LORD, are a shield around me, my glory,

and the one who lifts up my head.

—Psalm 3:3




Time-Out

Today I raised my voice above all the noise and fighting I could no longer bear and announced that I was going to Time-Out. I marched straight to my bedroom, closed the door, and took 10 deep breaths. I breathed into my neck and shoulder muscles to relax them, and tried to remember that I’m the one who’s supposed to be in control here.

I was in control when I opened the door again and left my mini solitude. It was a good thing I was, because my children weren’t. My announcement had scared them, and they were waiting quietly to see what had happened. Maria whispered, “I didn’t know parents can go to Time-Out!”

I had recovered enough calmness to explain that Time-Out is not a punishment; it’s a break in what’s happening so energy can be redirected.

Everyone needs Time-Out sometimes. The next time I hope my children will better understand its use and not be frightened by it—their Time-Out or mine.

It takes but one intentional moment

to change the atmosphere.

Create in me a clean heart, O God,

and put a new and right spirit within me.

—Psalm 51:10




Worn Out

When I look at my two little children, I wonder how they can wear me out so completely. I wonder how my sister, with twice as many, keeps going.

I recently asked my mother, who raised five, how she did it. She said that now she knows she was in a state of exhaustion for twelve years straight. Then she couldn’t afford the time or energy to think about it.

Maybe that’s the time my sister is in now. And maybe I’m not as tired as I could be, since I obviously have the time and energy to realize how worn out I am. That’s a scary thought!

Either way—I’m tired.

Lord, may being aware of my weariness

help me find the rest I need.

Return, O my soul, to your rest,

for the LORD has dealt bountifully with you.

—Psalm 116:7




Naps

Rachel told me one time that when her children go down for a nap, her feet go up. She renews herself by closing her eyes or reading a book.

I’ve thought about that a lot. I think it’s a wonderful idea. I just have a few questions. First of all, how do you get everyone to sleep at the same time? Second, when do you get the last meal cleaned up and the next one started if it’s not at nap-time? And third, can you really relax with toys all over the house, or do you at least clean up the space where you want to sit?

I had to find out, so I went back to Rachel with my questions. She said, “Well, that was an ideal situation I was talking about! It doesn’t happen every day.”

Now that I understand. It’s good to have wonderful goals and to also know they won’t always be met.

God, help me remember my goal

of carving out little bits of time for myself.

Help me be content with

attaining that goal every once in a while.

Be transformed

by the renewing of your minds.

—Romans 12:2




Dealing with the Unexpected

How could he do that? How could he go and break his arm when I need that arm?

After the panic of getting his bike home and him to the hospital emergency room, I began to face the reality about what that cast meant for my life. This was not in our plans.

I want to be a sympathetic and caring wife, and I know John’s not overjoyed about breaking his arm either. But all I can think of is how I’ll be stuck doing ALL the cooking and cleaning and laundry now, instead of sharing the jobs. I can’t tell him my feelings, though. I certainly can’t say them out loud.

Many women do all the housekeeping and child-rearing. I grant that I am spoiled to have a husband at all, and to have one who doesn’t assume all the housework is mine to do. Right now, though, I’m worn out just thinking about what lies ahead.

Thank you for listening to my anger

at this unexpected intrusion, Lord,

because I can’t tell anyone else.

Listen to the sound of my cry,

my King and my God,

for to you I pray.

—Psalm 5:2
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Piles

Piles happen so fast, I’m convinced they have a life of their own. I can’t decide what to do with the mail, so I stick it on the pile to look through later. I have forms to fill out, but no time, so they land on a pile. I have a pile of recipes to try, letters to be answered, and books I’d like to read. Another pile begins to form—of stickers and doll clothes and an assortment of toys.

I finally blow up! “No more piles. This place is a mess. Today we will go through our piles and find homes for everything.”

At the end of the day, I notice that my children’s piles are gone. I notice that most of mine are still there—one in the dining room, one in the kitchen, one in the den, one in the living room, one in the bedroom, and one on the stairs.

I ask Julie, who never seems to have a pile in the house, how she does it. She said her piles are all in her bedroom with the door closed. That beats having to look at a pile in every room of the house.

Later I find out what happened to my children’s piles. They simply carried them to their rooms.

Watch them; your children may be able

to teach you some things!

And a little child shall lead them.

—Isaiah 11:6




Creativity

Last week Jane took me to visit a woman she thought I’d enjoy meeting. When we arrived, the woman was working in her art studio, a room lined and piled high with her work. Music was bouncing from the walls.

The lyrics and melodies penetrated my soul as I walked among her projects, and I felt a familiar excitement. It was a world of creativity much like I had once inhabited. I used to thrill at the inspiration that would appear in a moment of solitude.

Now I feel creative when I follow a recipe for a batch of play-dough and tint it two different colors. I think I’m doing well if I get clean clothes back into everyone’s drawers. I’m lucky if I remember to turn on music!

Then I noticed that there were no children in this woman’s studio. Soon enough my life will have no children running around in it, demanding my attention.

It was a moment of grace—remembering the creativity I once had, the creativity it takes to raise children, and the creativity that will be mine again when the time is right.

Lord, give me patience and perspective.

Restore us to yourself, O LORD, that we may be restored; renew our days as of old.

—Lamentations 5:21




Creativity Revisited

We went back to Jane’s house where her three children were busy playing games with mine. She mixed up a pitcher of lemonade for them and then cheerfully began making dinner for all of us.

While she went to the garden to dig potatoes, pick a few beans, and gather some herbs, I explored the shelves in her tiny kitchen. I discovered spices and oils I didn’t even know how to pronounce. Not surprisingly, her dinner was soon producing delicious, unfamiliar smells, as she sprinkled a variety of seasonings into different pots.

The meal Jane served that evening opened my eyes to another kind of creativity. Cooking is one of those things most parents must do, but I can choose whether I’m going to open cans and simply heat up our meals, or use some of that creativity I was saving for later. I can nurture anticipation for mealtimes in my children, and we can all feel rich together.

That sounds so wonderfully ideal. I could at least try it once a week for starters.

Thank you, God, for inspirations.

Help me to keep dreaming big.

You have put gladness in my heart

more than when …

grain and wine abound.

—Psalm 4:7




Off the Record

Before John left for work this morning, he asked what I had planned for the day. “Not too much,” was my thoughtless reply.

So when he got home this evening it was fair of him to ask, “Did you have a relaxing day?” It was fair, but it hit me cold. Relaxing? That’s about the last word I would have chosen.

True, this morning I couldn’t think of much I had to do, but this much I know: I didn’t stop all day—mending hearts I didn’t know would break, cleaning up messes I didn’t plan to have, answering phone calls I didn’t know were coming, making lunch for the friend who dropped by unexpectedly with her children at 11:45 a.m., running to the library with the books I forgot were due yesterday, and wiping up more messes.

No, it was not a relaxing day. It was an exhausting day. It’s good I didn’t have much to do.

Thank you for your guidance

through unplanned territory.

For you bless the righteous, O LORD;

you cover them with favor as with a shield.

—Psalm 5:12




Be Extravagant

Sharon emailed me today, thanking me for remembering her fortieth birthday. She wrote that she was having a hard time with the thought of being that old, so her husband gave her forty roses.

Forty roses! I’m having a hard time being this old, too. I wonder if my husband knows that? I’d be happy with one of any kind of flower, for that matter.

It reminds me of a woman I worked with years ago. She didn’t wait around wishing that someone would send flowers to her. She often bought a bouquet for herself and graced our office with it.

I think I’ll do that for myself today. I’ll go buy myself a flower, one that smells good and looks elegant and reminds me that there is goodness in life and that I may absolutely enjoy it. Maybe I’ll buy a flower for a friend, too.

Lord, help me love myself

the way I know I need it.

O LORD, our Sovereign,

how majestic is your name in all the earth!

—Psalm 8:1




Phone Calls

Why is it that when someone calls, that’s the exact moment one of my children needs me? From the time they were babies, the phone’s ringing seemed to be their cue to start crying.

Now they can talk. They don’t always talk. In fact, they can play contentedly for long periods of time. Let the phone ring, however, and they immediately need my attention—right away!

My friend calls from work a lot, just to chat. I’ve noticed she never calls from home when she’s with her children. She wonders why I don’t take any initiative in our friendship and call her sometimes. Maybe if I had a full-time job outside our home I would.

For now, I refuse to be on any committee that requires making a lot of phone calls. I want my children to know they are important to me.

Strengthen me, Lord,

for the refuge I know

my children seek from me.

Let me abide in your tent forever,

find refuge under the shelter of your wings.

—Psalm 61:4




Cleaning

I was talking to a couple of friends recently. One has four grown children and the other has no kids. Both women said they set aside one day a week for cleaning their houses.

I was shocked. First of all, if I knew I was going to clean all day, I doubt that I could get out of bed that morning. More importantly, I realize that I forget other people spend time cleaning, too. Of course I know it in my head. But it is such a lonely thing to do that when I’m in the middle of it, I imagine all the things my friends are doing, and it’s never cleaning! They’re going to parks or having lunch with each other or reading books to their children.

I’m relieved to know other people do spend time cleaning. Even if some have cleaning women, they still have to clean up for their hired help! My weariness does love company.

Thank you, God,

for the comfort of knowing

that I’m part of a huge community

of housekeepers.

In all toil there is profit.

—Proverbs 14:23




Melted

I am extremely grateful that John was not working late tonight. I was ready for my shift to be over when he walked in the door at 5:30. One more minute with these kids and my exhaustion would have exploded into a whiny tantrum—the kind I tell them they must learn to control.

After dinner was finally over and cleaned up, the toys put away, and the last load of laundry folded, I slumped into the chair across from where John was reading to our children. I watched and wondered how I could have gotten so frustrated with them earlier. Tears from the day’s pain were dried and long forgotten. The dirt collaring their necks had been washed away. Instead of throwing marbles down the stairs for the sheer joy of noise, they were curled up cozily beside their dad, soaking in his words and love.
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