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Tornado brain
Do you suffer from tornado brain?  Here are the symptoms:

· seven thoughts per second enter your head

· all of them swirl around waiting for you to grab one of them out of the air

· before you can grab one, one of those seven thoughts leads to another seven ideas, suggestions, options

· before you can focus on one of those, one of those leads to seven more

· and so on and so on

Tornado brain is sometimes classified a level one and sometimes a level four tornado.  Sometimes the sirens are going off and you take cover, and realize all things are under control.  Other times the entire roof is blown off by the level of confusion in your head and you have no ability to focus on any one thing.  I’m usually somewhere in between there.  With my time I have so many things floating around in my head that I never know which should take priority. Before I can begin to prioritize what I should do with my time, another onslaught of things I could do fall into the open space.  They are like a torrential rain and all I can do is sit under my umbrella and try to pretend the sun is shining while the tornado rages around me.
I’ve always been big on ToDo lists. Long term, short term, activity specific, child specific. But, somewhere between child #2 and #3 that part of my personality was temporarily smothered..  There wasn’t any point in trying to do anything beyond, sleep, pay the bills and feed us all.  
But as #3 got older and #4 came along, I started feeling my oats again.  I started thinking about having a day timer, making a list or two, thinking of ways to structure my time.  This fall my youngest entered Kindergarten and  I had some glorious, never before experienced, free time to fill.  Time to do some of the things that had been on a list for, well, sixteen years in some cases.  

I did celebrate for a while.  I have paid my dues.  I am not nostalgic about them all being off at school, yet anyway.  I am sure the day will come when I miss the cute jelly-covered hands grasping my leather purse as I try to get the bank deposit out of it.  That day isn’t for a while.  
Now that my glorious freedom has arrived, I am surprised to discover I have become non-functioning.  I have wanted to write full-time since my daughter was born in 1990.  I have always been interested in home remodeling and I want to learn how to use a rotary sander or screw in a molly screw.  I could list another 47 things here like go through the boxes of photos and organize them, create storage in my cellar that pretends to be a basement, go to yoga regularly, and on and on.  This is the crux of the problem.

I am getting things done, but it feels very much like that little puppy pulling the sled up the hill for the Grinch, all loaded down.  I keep adding things to my sled at the rate of 90 a day, and taking four off of it.  I grab randomly at the tornado surrounding me, and pull a few out, so that at the end of the day I am not completely without accomplishment.  This is not a bad problem to have, I admit.  I hope I am not whining here.  I am stating a problem I’m encountering, and I’m trying to figure out how to overcome tornado brain. 
Let me see, let me pretend to be Dr. Phil.  “You are only one person.  Make a list and put it in order and focus, focus, focus.”  Thanks, Dr. Phil.  How about Oprah?  Maybe something like, “You need to put yourself first.  The rest of the household had been first for 16 years.  It is time to make Toni the center of the universe during these freedom moments, me moments.”  Thanks pretend-Oprah.  What is my inner voice saying?  My inner voice is saying “Pray about it, stop worrying about it, pray about it some more, and let what happens, happens.”  

Where did that come from?  That is not like me at all the thinker-planner.  I am telling myself to let whatever happens, happens?  But when ten years have passed will I have spent my time on the right things?  My life is in the days, and I want to do what is important here, but how do I decide if getting the girls winter clothes out before it snows is more important than writing this essay?  How do I decide if finally getting to the eye doctor is more important than paying the bills this week?  It is all too much for my brain, and that is where my logic falls apart.  That is the crux of it.  I graduated second in my class and have had an overblown opinion of my intelligence ever since.  Now that I am encountering issues that I think should not be hard, should in fact be simple compared to say Calculus or programming in C++, I am thrown by the fact I am literally at a loss how to handle these things.  

Every little detail in life is complicated.  There are checks that need to be attached (but not with staples) in envelopes, but the note about this event gets home three days past the due date.   Several years ago I reached a point where the level of organization required to actually flourish would have had to be to such an extent, that it almost seemed sad to me.  I decided, on purpose, to stop sweating a lot of this stuff.  If we missed a deadline for band fees or we forgot to donate cans of food or we had to wear our gym clothes two weeks in a row, the world would not stop turning. 

I can do things imperfectly.  I can.  I have learned that there is no way to do it all perfectly.  I just have to remind myself once a week.  

