
Nora’s Day(s)  

 

Out of Sorts  

A few things that I've noticed since not reporting to work on a regular schedule: 

 

• I am never sure what day it is; I might know the day or the date, but I never seem to know 

both, it is unsettling. 

• I could never be a stay-at-home parent or a stay at home spouse; it's exhausting. When I 

am at home, there is always something to do, to wash, to pick up to put away, to vacuum, 

to mow, to weed, and to organize. In between phone calls yesterday, I rearranged my 

bedroom to maximize space. I've been procrastinating on this task for months. Now that 

my computer is here and I am working from my room, I couldn't take it anymore. 

• I have a new rule for myself at home, "Every time you get up, you put something away, 

return something to wear it belongs, or otherwise multitask to be more efficient." Really 

who makes up such crazy rules for themselves and then holds herself to doing it? I am 

officially over the edge. 

• I love the Amazon delivery guy, and wonder why there are no Amazon delivery gals?   

• People who walk in front of my house are kind and try to help me when my dogs start 

trying to escape on a busy street.  

• My mail carrier goes by at about 1:30, today’s carrier was a sub, he gave me another 

neighbor’s mail too. 

 

I have caught myself doing things that demonstrate a little flightiness because of my lack of work 

routine, no dressing for work, no driving to work no making the big decision over where to park: 

 

• Trying to open the wrong car when I stopped at a convenience store and got back in my 

car, granted it is a new car, but it is silver, and the car I was trying to "break into" was 

white and facing north. I parked my car adjacent to the gas pump bay furthest from the 

entrance facing south.   

• I have been making lots of calls from my cell phone and beginning the call by dialing "9" 

to get an outside line! 

• I was freaking out at the coffee drive through this morning at 6 am because the young 

lady was not wearing gloves. I found my individually bagged sanitizing towelette and 

began wiping down my ATM card at the Starbucks drive-thru, and my steering wheel and 

everything else (don't worry, the hands were first and then again last with a fresh wipe). 

 

The teacher/administrator – Teachers (all of us educators are teachers, regardless of  

certificate or job title) we can fix everything, that is why we are educators, we become the 

honorary parent of every child, and many of their parents, and most of their teachers, principals, 

directors, etc. We make sure children are safe, fed, and educated, and we take care of our 

"grown" kids (staff), we feel a responsibility to ensure their well-being. We can't do this in these 

circumstances. I am very controlling, and I appreciate it when things are completed with 

efficiency, as requested. We are learning to cope with a complete lack of order and no logic to 

input and output. I'm not overly affectionate, but I have the urge to hug now, and the elbow 

bump is not giving me the satisfaction I need from physically comforting someone. 

 



The parent- Yesterday, I had my first CV19 meltdown. My son was having a rough day – how do 

you keep a 17-year-old from being social? It is not easy, and it comes with a whole lot of 

frustration. How do moms of multiple children do this? How do you meet each child's emotional 

needs? How do you give them private time and make sure they are cared for (dinner, breakfast, 

lunch, clean clothes, books, toys, one on one time with mom/dad)? I have two children born 14 

years apart, I only had to take care of one child at a time, and now I see that this was very wise 

non-planning on my part.  

 

The mom in me wants my daughter home, the mom in me remembers that I taught my daughter 

from a very young age to be independent and take challenges head one. Since she was young, 

she learned to enjoy travel and to have no fear of going solo. I am regretting that she does not 

want to come home. ☹ (I have not directly asked her to come home, but she can sense it. I leave 

it unsaid to avoid the guilt.) Her brother keeps asking why, if she is working from home, won't 

she come home. He doesn't realize that she has her own home now. She is always welcome here, 

but it is not her home, in fact, she never lived in the house we are in now, only visited. There it is 

life goes by in a flash. 

 

The spouse - My husband and I finally went on one of our late-night coffee dates, (we had to cut 

those out when every Starbucks closed at 5:30 or 6:00 pm, to ensure people are staying home.  I 

found one open until 8 pm! We don't get out much as it is, but our coffee dates have become our 

new social outing. I was not very nice. It was a busy day on all counts, and I did what I rarely do, 

(at home, no scowling those of you who work with me). I was not patient, pleasant, or mature 

with the person who is always there for me. What do you do to make up when behaved badly? 

You apologize and try not to do it again. I am very disappointed in myself. I let things get to 

me.   

 

Oh, and did I mention that I have an injury, so I'm am trying hard to avoid physical activity and 

thus more frustration. My bad behavior was "pre-muscle relaxant." I was in my happy place later 

in the day. Unfortunately, it was too late, and my poor behavior escaped. 

 

So, the question was about my day: 

• Up at 5:00 am to tackle the notes summaries from yesterday's two online admin. 

Meetings, sending notes to my boss, I felt bad not to get them to her immediately, but I 

needed to take medication, and she allowed me a reprieve.   

• This morning I went through all the notes and tried to be attentive to detail. 

• Emails from foodservice regarding meal preparation, employee concerns, "Social 

isolation related." 

• Emails to and from others regarding employee injury loading heavy lunches on buses 

• Emails from potential new hires and reference checks, contract issuance 

• Text messages from people I haven't spoken to in ages asking, "How are you guys 

doing?" I haven't talked to some in so long that I don't even know who the sender is, but 

that is nice. 

• Grant information to Rick for his follow up and budget planning 

• Popping into the grants website daily to continue the work I am supposed to do. 

• An enjoyable part of my week was yesterday's phone conference, talking to adults about 

something that I know about and having the opportunity to "be informed." It was nice to 



hear their voices and try to figure who that was – E N U N C I A T E give first and last 

name when on the phone until we know who it is (see, that is the controlling part of me 

escaping) 

• Two very lovely emails were received this week with news of new members of the 

Fowler Family!  It was so precious to see pictures of tiny new borns.  I of course want to 

hold them immediately.  Who doesn’t love the smell of babies, and their warmth and the 

comfort that they give from needing to be comforted? And counting their toes and fingers 

endlessly, and creeping in to their sleeping space just to hear and feel them breath.  

• An email from a young friend who was tested for CV19, her boyfriend was positive, it’s 

been very scary. 

• As I was typing up my notes I remembered how happy I was yesterday at one Dr. Lobato 

left the phone call to attend to a visitor, I relished the opportunity to "take charge" and 

"be funny" I'm sure I was neither in charge nor funny, but that's okay I enjoyed that 2 

minutes of camaraderie and speaking! At home, "nobody cares," what I think. You know 

what I mean they care, but they don't understand the job, and it isn't therapeutic to have to 

explain the whole thing. With my colleagues, I can go in and vent and leave, and it's all 

better. Whereas when you vent at home, it is just moaning and complaining. I long ago 

learned to leave work at work and keep home as a "Work problem-free zone." It has 

worked up until last night when, as my boss would say, "I lost my mind."  
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