
This week I have 

 

Swept the floor 14 x 

Done 6 loads of laundry and one basket of ironing 

Sent 74 emails - work or family logistics related 

Printed 19 documents 

Sent 2 invoices  

Made 2 trips to the PO, 1 to the bank 

Appealed one parking fine 

Put together 2 school projects 

Assisted in the production of record sleeve art (with a 4yr old) 

And Robin Hood hat making (7 yr old) 

Written and negotiated 2 show production schedules 

Done 6 hours of show social media and marketing 

Produced one show for 267 people 

Made 6 breakfasts for 4 

Made 7 dinners for 3 

Made 5 lunches for 3 

Emptied the dishwasher 14 times 

Repaired one knitted blanket and a pair of slippers 

Collected things x2 

Delivered things x3 

Taken 2 kids to the dentist 

Read 14 bedtime stories 

Bathed and anointed 1 x scraped knee 

1 x scrapped arm 

Administered Calpol x 3 

Wiped a bum x 6 

Did 1 x supermarket shop 



1 x market trip 

Spent ? hours picking up, packing up and finding things for people 

Rescheduled 1 x midwife appointment 3 x and pregnancy massage 2 x 

I still haven’t finished the program design and printed it for Sunday’s show 

Or done the costings & quotes for 2 x commission enquiries that I need and need to 

complete before due date 

Or done anything more than think about my maternal journal and all the things that I 

want to put in it, mostly at 3.30am when I can’t sleep after my 4th night wee  

I feel like i am trying to diffuse a ticking time bomb that goes off when labour starts 

 

BUT  

This morning the kitchen looked as a family had evacuated during and 8.5 richter scale 

earthquake, a family sized tub of smooth peanut butter in the middle of the floor, greasy 

peanut butter spread in a wide arch on slate tiles around the tub and knife 30cm away. 

I was the last person to leave the house. And I just stepped right over it, And shut the 

door. 

To come here. For me. I have never done anything that remiss before.  It felt good. 

  

 


