If You Break Your Leg, Don’t Come Running to Me!

Several years ago I had one of "those" days. I had been to the doctor for a prenatal checkup (where I forgot that I was supposed to fast for a glucose test) and then to Walmart to get groceries. I picked up Tanner and Lindsey at a friend’s house and brought them home. As I lifted up the back door of the Suburban to unload the groceries, a large glass jar of applesauce rolled out of the vehicle and smashed into a thousand pieces on the driveway. Not only were my shoes covered in applesauce, but one of the pieces of glass had cut my foot and it was bleeding. I managed to make it into the house to rinse the blood off my foot while trying to get Tanner to bring me some toilet paper so I could stop the bleeding.

I then sat down on the laundry room floor and proceeded to hold pressure on the cut with one hand while trying to rummage through our first aid kit to find steri-strips with the other. Just then I heard water dripping in the kitchen and realized that Lindsey was standing on the kitchen island pouring a huge glass of water all over herself, the island and the floor. At this point I had applesauce and glass in the driveway, blood in the laundry room, water all over the kitchen and no one over the age of four to help me. It was crazy! The funniest part of it all was when Tanner walked in with a very concerned look on his face and said, in all sincerity, "Oh no. Now we won’t have any applesauce."

That experience certainly wasn’t the first or the last crazy experience I had while raising our children.  This journal entry from December 4, 2008 pretty much sums up my existence for the past twenty years. 

Josh learned to crawl out of his crib so last night we switched all the beds around. Josh's first night in a "big boy bed" was a total fiasco, but hopefully he'll get used to it soon. I had a wedge doorstop under his door to prevent him from getting out, but he had that removed in less than three minutes. He's a quick one. Last week I came downstairs to see that he had scattered a whole deck of cards on the living room floor. Then I walked into the playroom and noticed that he had pulled all the books off the bookshelf. Just as I finished picking up the books I heard a loud crash in the kitchen. He had thrown a glass glass onto the tile and shattered it. 

Tanner came up to me last week and said, "My finger is all bloody." Sure enough, his fifth finger on his right hand was cut up. I asked him what had happened and he explained that he had wanted to sharpen his fingernail, so he stuck his finger in the pencil sharpener. I asked if he needed a bandaid and he declined - stating that he just wanted to make designs with his blood on the paper towel.

Even though I laugh about it now, at the time these experiences weren’t very funny.  In fact, they were pretty frustrating. There were times I wasn’t sure my children would survive.

January 12, 2007 

Lindsey is at the stage where she is busy beyond belief.  She has a cute little personality. She is so sweet and will really be a fun person in our family.  Right now she is so mischievous. I can hardly keep her alive.  She will climb up on the island and the table.  She’ll get into the flour drawer and as I’m cleaning that up she’ll climb under the sink and get out the dish soap.  As I’m putting that away she’ll be in the drinking fountain spreading water all over the place or dumping water on her head.  She writes on the wall with crayon.  She’s pulled Josh off the couch three times by his arm.  She has knocked him off the island in his car seat onto the tile.  It is just one continual round.  It’s all I can do to keep her and Josh alive.  She is so busy. I go through sleepless nights and then spend all day chasing her.  I can’t let her out of my sight.  There is a certain intensity in trying to protect her and keep her safe.  It’s hard to stay on top emotionally.  I’ve only have two mini nervous breakdowns, but the rest of the time I feel like I’m right on the edge and it wouldn’t take much to blow me over.  I’m hoping to hold it all together.

I so much wish I could have realized at the time that my children weren’t frustrating me on purpose.  They weren’t out to get me, even though that’s sometimes how it felt. They were just being kids. Most often, children act out to get attention or simply out of curiosity.  Even though they sometimes talk like adults, they are not adults.  Their brains are not fully developed.  The things that make sense to them will probably not make sense to us. 

One lady shared this story.

As I lay on my pillow and opened my eyes for the first time this morning I saw a little girl, naked, with a mouth full of something.  I asked her what was in her mouth and she informed me that she had just finished having cookie dough for breakfast.  That’s right – cookie dough!!  After asking her how many balls of cookie dough she had eaten she replied, “Oh, probably like two or three…or…actually like….five or six or seven.”

Dazed and confused I asked her to take me to the crime scene.  She happily escorted me downstairs as I noticed a small trail of blood on the way out to the garage where I saw the following:

On the carpet in front of the freezer lay a butter knife, kitchen scissors and an 8-inch butchers knife.  Next to that were a pair of pajamas, a wet pair of underwear and the remains of a vacuum-sealed bag of cookie dough, which appeared to have been mauled by a bear.  My naked daughter then began to explain that instead of waking us up for breakfast she had taken it upon herself to treat herself to a 7-course meal of frozen cookie dough balls.  That’s right….SEVEN!!

Finding herself in a state of euphoria she explained that she had wet her pants, but found the discomfort to be only a temporary set back to the indulgence that lay before her – that and also the fact that she had cut herself on the foot with the butcher knife that lay covered in blood and scraps of cookie dough.  But don’t’ worry, this little one can take care of herself.  After all the damage was done she actually managed to bandage herself up before turning herself in.

Needless to say some discipline was enforced and a few tears were shed and in the end when we asked her what she had learned from this horrible experience, she replied, “…that I love eating cookie dough for breakfast!”

My sister shared her own experience.

One morning this week I came down stairs to see that my son was busy putting a breakfast tray together for me (to give me breakfast in bed) complete with soggy cereal and toast with more jam than bread.  My daughter was sitting nearby watching.  I would have been more appreciative, however, but he then told me that he woke up his sister to help him (she had been up in the night with the stomach flu and needed to sleep) and then he asked to get paid.

She also shared the following about the day they moved to Utah.

Once our belongings arrived, my work began.  My husband had already started his new job, and so I tried to get as much done with the kids as I could.  Just a couple of hours after I brought the kids to the house we were surrounded with boxes.  I was struggling to even find food, utensils, etc. to feed the kids.  It was obvious the kids didn’t really understand how much work there was to be done because my daughter insisted that I help her set up a lemonade stand, and my son wanted me to make some homemade ice cream. 

There have been times when my own children had a hard time understanding the pressure I felt as a mother. I’ll share one final journal entry.

We’ve been building our house and today we accidentally spliced the phone line while digging a trench across the road. Since the bus can’t get through, I realized I needed to run down the lane with the kids so Savannah could catch the bus.  Paige threw up all over herself just as we were leaving.  I couldn’t get her a change of clothes because Tanner was asleep in their room so I threw one of my shirts on her.  As we were racing for the bus, Paige said, “But Mom, this doesn’t make me look darling!”

As you go through crazy experiences with your own children, I hope you keep in mind that your children are not frustrating you on purpose, they’re just living their lives the best they can.  They are exploring the world and trying to figure things out. Doing things like sharpening their fingernails in a pencil sharpener and eating cookie dough for breakfast makes perfect sense to them.  If you’re going to laugh about it someday, you might as well laugh about it now.  Like my daughter always says, “You’ll either have a good day or a good story!”
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