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                                                 Bless the Mess

            When my sons were small, they would spend hours playing with each other and the family room sometimes looked as if a bomb had exploded.

            We had a little Tikes playhouse in the family room and a little Tikes basketball pole. Boys will be boys, and mine were two whirlwinds.  They never used the front door of their playhouse -they would crawl in through the windows.

            When they played basketball, they never used the sponge ball that came with the set- they used their little cars or whatever toy they would find.

  When you are at this stage of child rearing, you either learn how to relax and enjoy the chaos, or you die of a heart attack. 

            Whenever you have a child at home, the disorder is unavoidable. It starts when you bring the baby home from the hospital and all of a sudden your house is filled with a baby swing, a bouncer, a changing table, crib and a bassinet.

            How can one little person need so many things?  Somehow the universe helps you  cope with all the changes that occur in your life.

            As your children get older you learn how to walk across a room without tripping on toys.  You begin designating drawers in every room of your house for your children in hopes that the mess will be more orderly. Of course, the one drawer is never enough.  

You periodically toss out broken toys and give toys away that the children don’t use anymore but grandparents, Christmas and birthdays keep coming around every year.

You buy stackable bins and baskets with the hopes that it will help combat the clutter.  You talk to your children about keeping the house neat.  They will look at you and nod their heads in agreement.

Then the whole family will pick up the house singing the Barney clean up song.  When everything is in place, you sigh with relief and you go to bed encouraged that tomorrow will be a neat and clutterless day.

And then the next morning you find your sons sitting inside the baskets you filled with toys the night before. The toys now sit in a pile in the middle of your living room. They are playing Jaws and the baskets are boats.

They have tied a rope on the handles and they ask you to “Pleeease....  pull their boat to the other side of the room before Jaws eats them.

This is the moment where a mother has to decide what is really important.  I pulled my boys across the room and we played “Jaws” for a couple of hours. And I learned to accept the mess.

            I learned to crawl under the blanket that they would throw over the coffee table and snuggle under the table with my sons.  I decided to appreciate their artistic efforts when the flashlight in their hands pointed to the graffiti they had written under the table instead of getting angry.

My sons are both grown men and I only have my daughter at home. My house is much neater with this little one. But when you come visit, be prepared to share the couch with her stuffed animals and to eat cookies that she has baked in her Easy Bake oven. 

 And if you’re lucky, she might bring out her make up case and give you a brand new look.

Every day of my life, I bless the mess and thank God he gave me children to love.
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