A lady of leisure

When people hear that I don’t work, I usually get the comment “It must be great to be a lady of leisure….watching all that day time TV”. I have to just smile.

No I don’t go out 9-5 like I did once, my job is now twenty four hours a day, seven days a week and I get paid the princely sum of £48 a week, a sum of money that I once earned in a few hours at work.
Every morning I get up with in trepidation, I never know what I’m going to find downstairs. Is the furniture in the same place? Has the fridge been emptied? How many bowls of cat food are strewn on the floor? These are ‘normal’ things I find each morning.
I try to get the place into some resemblance of order, knowing that throughout the day it will change and tomorrow morning will bring a fresh challenge. I retrieve from the cupboard the cups that have been put away dirty while the cat and dog demand my attention to be fed.
The kitchen is tidied from the night before, while I search for things moved from their normal place. Doesn’t everyone keep the kettle in the fridge?

I hear shuffling on the landing so now I have to get breakfast sorted. I’m summoned upstairs to assist in putting socks on, that’s after the trousers he’s just put on have to be taken off as they are inside out. Then we can’t find slippers….oh they are in the bedside drawer! it’s a good job I know these hiding places.  
If I’m lucky dressing will take no more than 45 minutes but now the kettle has gone cold and the cornflakes soggy in the bowl. Eventually breakfast is eaten and washing up done. I’ve now been up over two hours and still not dressed. Little things become marathon tasks.
While he plays on the computer, I can get dressed; make the beds and tidy upstairs. If it’s not raining I will get a rest while I take the dog for a walk.

When I return there is washing and ironing to do but he’s gone to answer the door bell and I have to go out and tell the young man ‘we do not wish to change our fuel supplier’. While trying to negotiate several jobs I have to watch what he is doing, at times scolding him like a naughty child as my patience is tried. 

We have to go to town and that involves a search for his wallet that he’s ‘hidden’ for the umpteen time and an argument that we can’t take the dog as I need to go to the shops. After that has taken us about 30 minutes to get out of the house we arrive in town where I repeat to him where we are going. We take 10 minutes to walk to the shop that would have taken me 2 minutes only to arrive in it and he announces he want’s to go back to the car. So back to the car we walk and I charge round like grease lightening while he sits in the car and waits.
I clean the car, mend the light he has broken, paint the fence all while I have to keep going to see what he is doing. The bathroom gets cleaned for the fourth time that day…another accident and the washing has to be retrieved from the line as its raining.

I answer the phone to an irate official from the council asking why I have not returned the call he made several days ago. It’s difficult to explain to people that my husband cannot take messages and as it happens the council man rang on the day I’d not diverted calls to my mobile.

I attend to household bills etc and spend ages sorting out a bill from BT that is wrong and arrange things that the pension service want. 
Oh and the bathroom wants cleaning again! At some point I have to think about getting tea but he wants a shower and can’t find the towels…they have only been in the same cupboard 20 years. When he’s had a shower, he’s taken his dirty clothes to the linen basket but thrown them on the floor. 
I used to have an identity once. My day consisted of negotiations with senior managers, solving why a customer’s aluminium didn’t reach its metallurgic properties and would be rejected. Deciding which job would go next into production according to the work force capability and revenue considerations, at the same time overseeing a project in the drawing office that was behind target. Costing and quoting jobs against a specification, often in several currencies. Travelling overseas and at the same time still being in control of what was happening at work.
I had to make major decisions at all different levels, now I can’t decide whether to have strawberry or raspberry jam while standing in the supermarket.
And no…I did nothing today, day time TV…what’s that?
This was written prior to my husband’s death. I decided to start a website www.carersfriends.co.uk as I felt there many others in the same situation.
