
Quarantine 
Real life v. Social media 

 
Throughout quarantine, I have heard two messages about how families are adjusting. 
They are as follows: 
 
This is great!  I have so much time to enjoy my family.  We go on walks and play games 
and life is wonderful. 
 
OR 
 
This is terrible.  My kids are driving me nuts and won’t do their school work.  They keep 
asking when they can see friends.  When will it end? 
 
I don’t know about you, but my life doesn’t fit into a neat box like that.  I have moments 
of each side.  I recently returned from a nice walk with my four girls.  We walked at the 
two year old’s pace because we have nowhere to go.  It is nice to stop rushing.  On the 
other hand, I cried earlier today when my daughter asked me a simple question.  I just 
can’t handle the small things right now.  So what does quarantine look like in my real 
life?  
 
First I have to say “God is good” for, if I say it enough times, maybe it will be easier to 
believe right now.  One moment of goodness is my new found hobby of drawing.  I 
discovered this hobby when life had me on my knees.  You could say it was an active 
“hail mary” to bring the girls to the table for some much needed quiet.  I had no 
parenting tips or tricks up my sleeves to stop the noise other than the knowledge that 
my girls like to color and draw.  
 
Normally, I am the type of mom who thinks arts and crafts are not for me.  They leave a 
mess and are not “my thing.”  However, since my girls like it, and become quiet when 
they do it, I thought it was worth a try.  I sat down with them and tried to think of 
something to draw.  I got more stressed and just tried to think of something to pray.  I 
was lost on both accounts and then thought of a book I had recently purchased for my 
youngest. The board book about Our Lady of Guadalupe has simple cartoon 
illustrations.  I thought it might be simple enough for me to try once.  I also thought 
maybe I could quietly use this as a “prayer” when I was at a loss for words.  Mary would 
get it figured out somehow right?  Well it worked in miraculous ways.  My girls all got 
interested in drawing - a blissfully quiet activity - and I got some release from the stress 



I was feeling.  I don’t know that I thanked God for the inspiration - Thank you Lord!  I am 
trying to share the joy I find in drawing and have passed out a few copies to family and 
some friends.  What a great silver lining.  
 
Now for the rosy moment to pass away and real life to return.  I am stressed more than I 
thought possible.  Before quarantine, I took the phrase “it takes a village” quite literally. 
Multiple people were in and out of my home on a weekly basis to help with raising my 
four girls.  Any time someone saw me with four children and asked, “how do you do it?” 
my answer was easy - “I have help!”  Losing the help was hard for me.  I needed to 
adjust to the change, but it mostly started with me selfishly whining that I lost my help 
and my time.  Did I say losing my help was hard?  It was my worst nightmare. 
 
Is there anything to do but whine like a toddler in a situation like that?  You know how 
toddlers seem to believe their life is over when not allowed to keep your phone.  Life as 
I knew it was gone!  What do I do to run my household without my usual support 
system?  The only thing left to do is throw in the towel and go into survival mode.  If I 
kept my children alive, I had a successful day.  Maybe my nine year old can take over 
for a while.  She did just have a birthday you know.  
 
Or maybe there is another available solution.  As a mother, I am continually  learning 
how helpful very small changes can be.  I rediscover daily that the way I phrase the 
problem helps or hurts me in solving it.  For example, if I ask my two year old to give a 
forbidden object back to me, she will pull it away and yell “NO!”  If, on the other hand, I 
get excited about what she found and ask if I can see that beautiful and breakable 
treasure she will proudly show me.  I’m an excellent mom so I choose the latter...40% of 
the time (maybe).  
 
Now, I don’t know about you, but it is humbling for me when I think about how often my 
toddler has to teach me how to be an adult.  Instead of yelling - give me back my help - 
mine!  How do I find a treasure in a precarious situation?  How do I phrase the question 
to myself in a way that  will get me excited?  How do I put a positive spin on what I see 
as a loss?  Well it is taking me four weeks and then some to figure that out but I feel like 
I am finally making progress. 
 
Instead of a woe is me defeatest attitude, I am using all the creativity I possess to 
change the way I am seeing my situation.  I am blessed to have a husband who can 
work from home and children who will often play nicely with each other.  I am starting to 
look less at what I lost and more at what I can do.  I am starting to ask myself “How can 
I make this a good week for everyone in my family?”  And I am getting some answers. 



I’m giving my husband the opportunity to take charge of the family from 4-5pm so I can 
have some time and self-care.  I’m not feeling guilty about stealing his work time 
because his company and many others realize that with everyone home and no one 
visiting life is just different.  I am reminding myself that I am worth that time and deserve 
the opportunity to take care of myself so I can better take care of my family.  We are all 
working to get through this together. 
 
I know there are many resources out there that say how long new habits take to form.  If 
I remember correctly, a lot of answers are around a month or 40 days.  Maybe it is not 
so bad that it took me the full month to adjust to our new normal.  Maybe a lot of you are 
in the same boat.  Maybe some people are still trying to adjust or feeling like there is no 
way to find a peaceful home until this ends.  I am praying for all of you and your families 
as I write this.  It is a hard adjustment.  God knows I have not adjusted perfectly or even 
well but we can all get there!  God is with us even in the desert.  He has not left you and 
he wants to help.  If you ask and keep an open mind, you may be surprised with the 
result.  I know I frequently am.  It’s hard to admit sometimes, but God is smart and has a 
better plan for you and I than I could ever dream.  Today I choose to trust and find hope 
in that plan. I pray you can too. 
 
 


