
You are Not Alone 
A reflection for families with young children 

 
Four weeks ago, I was surprised by the sudden request and then executive order 

to stay home.  I have four young kids and a husband who, thankfully, is working from 
home.  We live in a ranch style house with a semi-finished basement and small yard 
with swing set.  I also happen to be a veteran stay at home mom of nine years.  I hear a 
lot of people telling me “You got this.”  and “You must be more prepared than the rest of 
us.”  While I can joke with everyone about what will and will not change in my family, I 
realized rather quickly that I was not prepared. 
 
I recently dropped off something for a friend and spoke to her for a few minutes while 
standing six feet apart.  She has older kids, so she has a different perspective than I, 
but she said something that reached my heart.  She told me about a social scientist who 
was doing surveys and found that families with young children are really struggling 
during quarantine.  Amen!  Young children are in constant need of guidance for their 
safety, personal hygienge and many simple activities all day long like simply finding a 
snack.  Parents of young children are trying to balance work and life in small spaces 
and it is challenging for all of us.  Where was the quiet reflection of Lent?  I’m sure many 
of us feel like we did not have that. 
 
I joked with many people that I was fasting from seeing others and going to the store.  I 
could not do more this Lent as even that felt like too much.  Maybe I should have joked 
less because, when I reflected on it this weekend, it was made clear just how big of a 
sacrifice it has been.  My mental health was seriously affected and I had a hard time 
holding it together.  Through all of this, I had many “Men are from Mars and Women are 
from Venus” moments.  I tried to talk with my husband about how life has changed and 
what we need to do to get through this quarantine, but it didn’t seem to help.  Even 
though we were talking to each other, we couldn’t effectively communicate our vastly 
different experiences of the same situation.  I felt guilty about stealing time from my 
husband’s work so I was less outspoken than I could have been.  My husband was 
uncertain of how to help.  I think we both felt a little stuck and helpless.  And four weeks 
went by.  We were surviving not thriving. 
 
Then came Easter morning.  The Easter baskets were fun and it was nice to see the joy 
of Easter in my girls faces even if it was from material items.  However, once our regular 
mass time rolled around, my young daughters were not ready to participate and I was 
spent from the four weeks of getting by on less sleep than I would ever recommend.  I 
will spare myself from sharing the details, but Easter mass did not go well.  I felt like I 



was at war with my emotions and my girls were all tuned out most of the time.  While I 
enjoyed quiet reflection on Good Friday, I felt like the first apostles on Easter Sunday.  I 
hadn’t seen the risen Lord yet and I felt lost.  How was I going to make it to the end of 
April in this house? 
 
Easter is a day of miracles, and somehow, despite my somewhat closed off spirit, God 
moved mountains.  Praise the Lord!  The evening of Easter day, I finally nailed down 
with my husband what could help me.  Though I homeschool normally, I usually had 15 
hours of help in my house to make it happen.  That was with a mother’s helper for my 
toddler, tutors and my mother.  Everyone who came in the house helped in different 
and, in my mind, essential way.  I can’t get those 15 hours back in isolation, but it 
important that, as I try to adjust to less time, I remember to take care of myself.  Talking 
about time didn’t seem to get through to my husband.  I know I said numerous time 
through the weeks that it is hard to hear families saying they have so much more time. 
My experience has shown that families who are now sole care takers of young children 
have less time.  All the “extra time” is spent helping our kids navigate the changes in the 
world these four weeks.  Finally, my husband said “I will help with our youngest so you 
can choose what you want to do from 4-5pm every day this week.” ** Hallalujah!  Yes, 
that is what I have been wanting but somehow never said specifically enough for my 
husband to understand.  One hour a day may be the saving grace that God put on my 
husband’s heart to get through quarantine.  We can do this!  
 
**My husband often has an hour to himself in the morning for prayer and/or exercise.  I 
think each parent getting an hour a day off kid duty can have amazing benefits!  I’m 
looking forward to seeing that this week. 


