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He Works Hard – Grand Prize 

6:00 a.m. 

Her eyes open as if her brain has trained itself to wake up at this exact time.  She 

immediately stands up out of her bed and begins to get ready for her day, stopping only for a 

moment to steal a longing glance at her still sleeping husband.  She sighs and goes into her 

attached bathroom and takes a seat at her vanity.  She pulls out her makeup and coats her lips in 

a deep red, her eyes lined in black, her cheeks dusted with pink.  She then proceeds to take out 

her rollers she had worn overnight to get that perfect curl in her bottle blonde hair.  Oh, no, she 

thinks.  Her roots were beginning to show; she makes a mental note to set an appointment with 

Shirley down at the salon for a touch up. 

She decides to leave it down, the bottom of it barely touching her shoulders.  She goes 

into her closet and finds an outfit for the day.  Of her many dresses, she picks her red dress with 

the white polka dots and grabs her white patent leather heels with the straps at the top - her 

favorites.  She slides on her panty hose then proceeds with the dress and the shoes.  She smooths 

everything out and looks herself over in the mirror.  Good enough. She thinks to herself. 

She sneaks out of the bathroom, through the bedroom so as to not disturb her husband’s 

rest.  He works hard, she thinks, he needs his rest.  She enters the bright yellow and green 

kitchen, the sound of her heels hitting the linoleum floor echoing throughout the house.  She 

grabs her apron off of its hook and neatly ties it around her waist, a delicate bow resting on the 

back.  She goes to the icebox and pulls out a carton of eggs, bacon, and milk.  She proceeds to 



make breakfast, keeping in mind the different ways everyone likes their eggs - Mary likes hers 

scrambled with cheese, Michael likes his made into an omelet with two slices of cheese, and her 

husband likes his fried over easy.  She makes the eggs, dirtying two pans to do so, then moves on 

to the rest of her breakfast, keeping in mind the different ways they all like their bacon cooked as 

well. 

 

6:45 a.m. 

She sets everything out, and just like clockwork, the children come stumbling into the 

kitchen, still in their pajamas.  She tells them to sit down at the table and sets their plates of hot 

food in front of them, kissing them each on the head before returning back to the kitchen to start 

the coffee.  The children eat while she readies their lunches for school.  Okay, Mary likes a 

turkey sandwich on white, toasted bread with cheese, mayo, lettuce, and two slices of tomato. 

 Michael likes a ham sandwich on wheat bread with only cheese and very light mayo.  She makes 

their sandwiches, grabs them each an apple, and places their lunches in brown paper bags with 

each of their names on them and sets them aside on the counter. 

 

7:05 a.m. 

Her husband then enters the room, fully dressed in his gray suit and bright, red tie, a 

smile on his face, briefcase in hand.  He sets it aside and takes a seat at the table as she sets his 

breakfast down in front of him and gives him a loving kiss before scurrying back to the kitchen 

to retrieve his coffee - black with two ice cubes to cool it down, and hands it to him gently.  He 

routinely grabs the newspaper she had laid out on the table for him to read.  She begins running 

her hot, soapy water in the double sink for the dishes to be cleaned.  Oh, how she yearned for a 



dishwasher.  She hoped that would be her anniversary present as it was coming up in the next 

two weeks. 

 

7:25 a.m.  

 The children leave the kitchen, their plates left empty and unattended as they go to get 

ready for school.  Her husband pushes his empty plate away as if to say “I’m finished, you may 

clean up after me now” and continues to read the paper, his eyeglasses stationary on the tip of his 

nose.  She walks over and picks up the discarded plates and glasses and takes them over to the 

sink to be washed.  She worries with her wedding ring, placing it on the clay hand she keeps in 

front of the sink.  It took her a moment to pull it off, her swollen fingers from her sleep still puffy 

and red.  Have I gained weight? she wonders to herself.  She shrugs and pulls on her yellow 

rubber gloves, so as to not prune up her freshly manicured hands and gets to work. 

 

 

7:50 a.m. 

 Now with the dishes done and put away, and the table wiped off, she proceeds to eat her 

breakfast of a single grapefruit half with a teaspoon of sugar.  She was watching her figure. 

 

8:00 a.m. 

 The children return to the kitchen, Mary’s satchel gone askew at her side, her little 

fingers struggling to fix it back to its correct position.  Michael carrying his only lesson book: 

Science for Work and Play.  She handed them their lunches as her husband rises from his seat, 

briefcase in hand, coat thrown over forearm, and paper folded up under his arm.  She kisses each 



child on their head and gives her husband one last loving kiss before they all walk out the door, 

the children gone to catch the school bus and her husband off to work where he worked as the 

Executive Vice President of a big law firm.  She was very proud of him. 

 

8:15 a.m. 

 Now with everyone out of the house, it was time to complete the household chores.  She 

always started with her children’s bedrooms, making their beds or changing their sheets if it was 

Monday, Wednesday, or Friday.  However, today was Tuesday.  She then went to her bedroom 

to do the same.  She moved on to the living room, where she dusted and vacuumed, which she 

did to the rest of the carpeted areas in the house.  She then swept and mopped the kitchen floor, 

and while it dried, called the salon to make that appointment to get her roots touched up, as well 

as calling Georgia next door to be informed of the latest gossip. 

 

8:30 a.m. 

 She begins with the laundry, hanging the wet garments out on the clothesline to dry.  She 

returned inside to scrub the floors and dust the furniture.  She shrugs and continues her cleaning, 

stopping only to answer the door around 9:30 when the paperboy arrived to pick up the week’s 

pay.  

 

10:00 a.m.  

        With the housework done, it was time to go to the green grocer’s to pick up what was 

needed for dinner later that night.  She locked the house and went out all bundled up in her red 

coat, gloves, scarf, and hat, as it was the dead middle of January and the high was a mere thirty-



five degrees.  She sprang into her walk into town that was a mere mile away, though it seemed 

like forever with the freezing cold hitting her face.   

 

11:15 a.m.  

         She returns home with her two brown, paper bags in hand and sets them on the counter as 

she removes her extra garments and puts away her purse.  She returns to her bags and puts away 

everything inside, leaving the porkchops she had picked up out to thaw in the sink full of hot 

water.  It was now time for her favorite show: I Love Lucy.  

 

12:00 p.m.  

She returns from the den to clean the bathrooms and change into her cleaning clothes.  

 

12:45 p.m.  

        She removes her handkerchief tied neatly around her blonde curls and removes her 

yellow gloves as she is finished with cleaning the bathrooms.  She puts away her cleaning 

supplies and slips back into her dress and high heels, making her way into the den, flipping on 

the news on the television and nit picks at the many knick knacks setting around on tables and 

shelves.  She notices the television talking about their newly elected president Dwight D. 

Eisenhower and his upcoming inauguration.  How exciting. 

 

1:30 p.m.  



       She goes back into the kitchen, where she indulged herself in her many magazines, 

making mental notes, dog-earing certain pages with interesting articles, and keeping up with the 

latest in women’s fashion.   

 

2:00 p.m.  

        She turns the oven on three-fifty as she prepares her ingredients for dinner.  Everyone will 

be home by four o’clock.  I’d better get a move on.  She knew she had allowed herself too much 

free time in her magazines that day.  It had put her fifteen minutes behind schedule!  And oh 

dear, she still had to make the pie!  She sighs.  A punctual wife is a good wife.  She prepares the 

pork chops and cuts up the vegetables, accidentally cutting herself while chopping an onion.  She 

doesn't even notice it until she is ready to place the pork chops in the oven to bake.  She sort of 

stares at her bleeding finger for a moment, the blood running down her finger to her wedding 

ring, seeming to coat it in red.  She brings herself back to reality and rushes to run cold water 

over it, cleaning her ring as well.  She places a bandage on her wound and continues preparing 

dinner.  

 

3:30 p.m.  

         With dinner nearly ready and her cooking dishes cleaned, she removes her apron and 

begins making her husband’s daily martini.  She goes to the icebox to retrieve the olives and 

notices there is only one left in the jar.  She makes a mental note to get more at the grocer’s 

tomorrow.  

 

3:55 p.m.  



         She rushes to her bathroom to freshen up, reapplying her deep red lips, touching up her 

hair with a bit of hairspray, and smoothing out her dress, giving herself a full look over before 

returning to the kitchen where she hears the sound of the school bus pulling up.  She greets her 

children with a smile, a kiss for each one as they are told to immediately go wash up for dinner.  

 

4:10 p.m.   

        Her husband pulls in the driveway in his ‘53 Nova, and she quickly smooths out her dress 

once again and looks herself over in the small mirror hanging on the wall near the door and 

checks her teeth for lipstick.  Good to go.  However, as she reaches up to fix her hair a bit, she 

notices the bandage around her left ring finger from her cut she previously obtained.  She quickly 

tears it off and throws it in the waste bin just as her husband opens the door with a smile, and she 

hands him his martini and a “welcome home, dear” followed with a kiss.  She sighs a sigh of 

relief as she returns to the kitchen and puts her apron on again to retrieve dinner and bring the 

rest of it out to the already set dinner table.   

 

 

 

4:30 p.m.  

        The family gathers around the dinner table, says grace, and begins eating as she listens 

intently to them all talk about their day.  Michael has received an A on his science project, Mary 

had spilled apple juice all over her dress, and her husband had told them all a clever anecdote he 

had heard at work.  Of course, she laughed and told him he always was such a joker. 

 Afterwards, she thought of ways to get rid of the stain on Mary’s dress as she cleaned up. 



 

7:00 p.m.  

        Her husband retired to his study where who knew what went on.  She knew he had 

mostly smoked fine cigars, drank his scotch, and more than likely read one of his many novels, 

but that was about it.  She thinks he just wanted time to himself, and she understood that.  He 

works hard, she thought, he deserves time to relax.  

 

8:00 p.m.  

         It was the children’s bedtime. Their baths were taken, and they had their freshly washed 

and ironed pajamas on, ready to go.  She read them each a bedtime story and gave them each a 

kiss on the head before turning out the light and sneaking down the hallway and down the stairs 

to the den where another late night talk show was playing, the sound fading in the background as 

she stops to smooth out the afghan on the recliner and fluff up the pillows on the sofa.  She then 

enters the kitchen to make sure everything is cleaned up and put away.   

 

9:00 p.m.  

        She hears her husband’s study door opening, his socked feet hitting the floor as he comes 

up behind her, wrapping his arms around her waist and resting his head on her shoulder.  He tells 

her he loves her and that he is going to bed.  They exchange a kiss and “I love you’s” as he turns 

on his heel to go to their bedroom down the hall.  She's left all alone, still standing in the kitchen, 

palms flat on the kitchen counter.  It's as if the silence is deafening, the television seeming to be 

blaring now, her heart pounding in her chest.  She waits there for thirty minutes before retiring to 

her bedroom where she sneaks inside, her husband fast asleep.   



 

 

9:35 p.m.  

        She stares blankly at her husband’s sleeping figure for what seems like hours.  He works 

hard, he needs his rest.  A million thoughts racing through her mind, she approaches his side of 

the bed, her arm behind her back.  Her heart pounds, her vision blurs, time seeming to stop in its 

tracks as she pulls her hand out from behind her back, the object glimmering in the moonlight. 

 He works so hard, she thinks, he needs his rest.  This phrase repeats in her head as if to justify 

her actions, her pent up aggression of 10 years finally coming out.  She’d never felt so alive. 

 

6:00 a.m. 

 Her eyes open as if her brain has trained itself to wake up at this exact time.  She gets out 

of bed, stealing a look at her husband lying beside her.  She sighs a happy sigh, a pep in her step 

as she gets ready for the day.  She paints her lips deep red, lines her eyes in black, and dusts her 

cheeks with pink.  She vouches for slacks that day, and pins her hair up.  She goes downstairs to 

start breakfast.   She enters the bright yellow and green kitchen, the sound of her heels hitting the 

linoleum floor echoing throughout the house.  She grabs her apron off of its hook and neatly ties 

it around her waist, a delicate bow resting on the back.  She goes to the icebox and pulls out a 

carton of eggs, bacon, and milk.  She proceeds to make breakfast, keeping in mind the different 

ways everyone likes their eggs - Mary likes hers scrambled with cheese, and Michael likes his 

made into an omelet with two slices of cheese.  She hums to herself as she cooks, even begins to 

laugh to herself as she cleans the dishes, not worried with a dishwasher anymore.    The children 

come downstairs to eat at 6:45, like usual, and are ready to catch the school bus at 8:00.  Mary 



asks where her father is, to which she replied, “Your father is taking the day off today, honey. 

 He works very hard, he needs his rest.”  They didn’t question her further and went on their way 

to school with a kiss to the head, lunches in hand, and an “I love you” from her.  She sighs and 

goes to sit in the recliner in the den, kicking her feet up and thinks to herself, I’ve been working 

so hard, I need to rest. 

  

 


