A Mother in the Shoe Exercise Regime

IT REALLY WORKS

  6 am…Awake with a jump as the 1 year old screams to get out of the confines of his crib to eat and play.

No time to let the coffee cool as you quickly try to take a few sips and it burns your tongue, while the baby’s bottle in the microwave is getting to hot itself.  Changing diapers, finding clean clothes in the dirty clothes pile, while the baby is stringing toilet paper all over your once clean living room; starts you day quickly.

  7 am…Running to each loud beeping alarm to awake the older kids for school before the 4 year old wakes up too early and starts to terrorize the new hamsters you bought last night.

Fighting with your neurotic teenage daughter about where the hairspray went and running around the house trying to find her ‘favorite’ pair of shoes. You secretly hid them though, because they are really hideous.  While you continue to repeatedly shake your teenage son, to wake him up out of a deep, hooky sleep. He doesn’t believe in our modern school system and believes it is a political ploy of communism.  Well atleast he’s learning some big words between ditching classes.

  8 am... get the older kids out the door while the baby screams because ‘sisis’ left with out him, and ‘bibibro’ is not sticking around either.  All the while your older kids grumpily complain that they ‘aren’t feeling well’ today and should stay home sick…for the 10th time this semester.  The 4 year old is woken up by all the commotion and whines like his little brother but refuses to go back to bed. 

 Then you notice that when you were trying to find something clean for the 4 year old, your one year old found the paper towel rolls and has redecorated your twice-cleaned living room. 

  The phone on the other end of the house rings off the hook.  It is the school calling to remind you that your kids are late and if they miss one more day you could be fined by the ‘government’ who knows nothing of the struggles of real child rearing.

  Your four year old is now balling because he is hungry and his breakfast isn’t ready on command.  So you wade through the paper towels and toilet tissue to the cupboard to find that a cockroach has invaded Sonny’s (the 4 year old) favorite Captain Crunch.  You hear a loud thump in the other room followed by the blood-curdling cry of your little Colten who has fallen off of the chair in front of the dining room table.  He seemed to be following his brother to see if they could scatter the sugar from the sugar dish all over the table and make car designs with their fingers.  But a few hugs and earnest healing kisses later and everything is all better but…. 

  You left the hot water running to clean out a bowl for breakfast, and it is running over the sink that is clogged with some remnants of paper towels and tissue paper.  You dash over to pull the desinigrating paper product out of the drain and burn your hand, you withdrawal your arm and hop around the room.  Hence…some aerobic exercise for the morning.

  9 am, with the sugar all over the table, Sonny in his underwear, Colten all sticky, toiletries all over the house, your arm still on fire, the doorbell rings. 

 Suddenly you remember that the 4 year old’s potential pre- schoolteacher was stopping by to ‘meet the family’. Panic hits your blood stream as you shout,

  “Just a minute, I am in the shower, I will be right there.”  Like a scene from the ‘Bionic Woman’ you rush around the house in fast forward trying to rewind the events of the last few hours.   Sit-ups, pull-ups, push-ups, and more aerobics for the day.  

  You answer the door flushed from the flurry of activity and realize as you greet Miss Prinkle with a smile that your hair is dry and not in a towel.  Miss P gives you an odd look and makes her way into your imitation-clean family room.  Every thing seems to be going fine, except you are still in your pajama’s and then Miss P who is sitting on the couch notices some white material sticking out from between the couch cushions.  “My My, what could this be?” She says disarmingly to her soon to be little charge.  Fear grips your soul as you wonder yourself.  Then a fleeting look of disgust crosses her face as she pulls out Colten’s morning diaper from the crevice of your sofa.  You comment casually as to how that possibly got there and hurriedly jog to the kitchen trash to dispose of this fine gift left behind.

  10 am..Finally Miss P leaves in a slightly confused state, you wonder if she questions your parenting skills, after all Miss P has no children of her own and is quite young.  You collapse on the soft sofa and sink in for just a moment, relishing the days you were young and inexperienced.  But it is a beautiful day and the little ones really do need fresh air.  

    “Please, Mommy take me and Colten to the park?”  You reluctantly agree, but it is after all your job to do such things.  Besides if you are lucky the kids will play together on the baby slide with out assistance and you can rest on the park bench with the harmless, homeless guy who has some very interesting stories.

  It takes an hour to get the kids dressed, ready, and in their car seats. Never mind the 14.5 minutes searching for ‘Alvin’, Sonny’s make believe friend who is no where to be found this morning.  You wonder why.

  On the way to the park a police car pulls you over and suddenly two more law enforcement officers rush to his aid.      Your heart pounds wildly wondering what kind of law you just broke.  By the time the officer comes up to your window cautiously (like you are a real threat to law and order) the baby has made his way half out of his car seat in a mission to reclaim the light up toy he had previously dropped on the floor. 

 You look in your glove box to find your proof of insurance and it is not there.  Your mind spins with worry of a rather large fine for this offence.  But it seams that this entire ruckus was over a stolen mini van just like yours in this small town.  Eventually you are let go to continue your nice afternoon at the community park.

  When you get there, the children emmediately see the ducks and cry with glee as they chase after the scarred birds. The birds were looking for some kind people to toss them bits of sandwiches but were shocked when your two monsters hop out of the van and run after them like prey.

  It takes you another 10 minutes to catch your one year old as he squeals with joy as you try to catch him while he tries to capture a prize pet.  You turn around and your four year old has mysteriously disappeared. 

 It takes you a while before you spot the drunk, homeless guy pushing your son on the swings happily.  Not that he is a bad guy, but it would be best if you were closer to supervise, so atlas you scoop your one year old up into your arms and sprint to the playground.  You collapse on the park bench a bit out of breath, but Colten has other ideas, you let him go.  He heads off to the baby slide, as you hoped for.  You close your eyes only for a second till he cries out. Little Colten doesn’t like walking on the rocks and has fallen to the ground in frustration half way to the toddler play-gym. 

 As you get up to help him, you suddenly hear Sonny let out a yelp as he falls off the swing and scrapes his hands on the rough ground.  The intoxicated, homeless man has seemed to have lost his balance.  With the baby in one arm and your injured four year old in the other you make your way to their favorite ‘flying airplane’ in hopes that the new adventure will surpass any wounded spirits.  But the airplane toy takes a strong mommy to push and shake, no way around that.

11 am…Your own body weary from the whole park adventure, you are ready to go home.  Now the battle to leave is about to take place, creating MORE aerobic activity to burn off those well-earned fat cells. 

  You begin chasing your four year old around the park, while pulling the baby in the baby stroller, while the 1-year-old bounces wildly in his seat as you try to keep up the pace with your much younger contestant.  As you hunt you rebellious four year old that ‘just wants to play’ you notice a group of young people smoking what appears to be a marijuana cigarette near your van. Your keys are still in the ignition and they are eyeing your vehicle. 

 At that moment you suddenly realize that you have a doctors appointment for Anxiety at 11:30.  Right after that you have a meeting with the juvenile probation department about a curfew violation last weekend with your older kids.   

  On the way to the doctor’s office, while speeding to get there in time, you hear on the radio that a major earthquake has just hit Seattle.  This is only 2 hours away.  As there are local reports of damage you wonder why you didn’t feel any shaking??? Hmmm?

11:45 am, ruggedly you arrive at Dr. Mill’s Office.  Hair in disarray, reddened & tearful face, clothes with coffee and peanut butter stains, and two balling kids in tow; the kind Doctor spins his chair and observes you.

   “Well, Susie, have you cut down on eating fats?” 

I didn’t have time to eat much but left over cereal and cracker crumbs.

   “Do you exercise more regularly?”  I didn’t respond I just let out a chuckle.

   “Well I have great news for you, your cholesterol has dropped 60 points in three months and you’ve lost 15 lbs since I saw you last.  But your blood pressure is a little high.  Are you under any stress.”

    While my kids pawed at his white coat and the baby cried for the bottle he kept dropping on the floor, I simply looked at him with my blue, pleading eyes.

   “I see you ARE a little overwhelmed.  Here is a prescription for a mild relaxant.  But keep up all that good exercise you have been doing, it is working quite well!”

   My advice for a good exercise program……KIDS!
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