6:30 PM: My Heart Arrives

My favorite time of the day arrives just after the sun begins its descent toward the horizon. The sweltering heat of the day begins to recede, and the world around me goes from bustling business to restful relaxation. I put the finishing touches on the afternoon’s work and sit with my phone in my lap, willing it to ring. It finally obliges me. A simple message appears on my screen: “I’m home.”


I arrive at his house, knowing that the moment I walk in, the hardship of my day will suddenly all be worth it. I give a quick knock and open the door carefully. As I poke my head in, I am greeted by a high-pitched shriek of delight. Small little legs carry an adorably pudgy little body across the room as quickly as possible. Bright blue eyes stare up at me, and little arms stretch to their limits as he reaches for me. My entire world brightens as I hear the musical tones of my Kaleb saying, “Up! Up!”

I hoist Kaleb up onto my hip, and as I feel his arms wrap around me, I close my eyes. I feel someone gazing at me, so I open my eyes again and look to the door leading to the bedroom. He is standing just outside the doorway, leaning against the refrigerator. His face is a deep red, with the exception of the almost white outline of a pair of sunglasses. He smiles, and the world lights up around me. It’s as if the sun has come back out for the day, but it has chosen to rise inside the house instead of outside. He walks over to the two of us, the grin still on his face. His arms go around both of us, and Kaleb wraps one arm around his neck while still holding onto me with the other. I take a deep breath, the smell of his cologne filling me with the serenity only he can give. “Hey, you,” he whispers softly. 

Though it usually comes at 6:30 in the evening, my favorite time of the day really has nothing to do with the time. It’s all about the event that takes place. My favorite time of the day is when I walk through the door after Justin comes home from work, and I see him and his gorgeous little boy. My favorite time of the day is when I hear the voices that make my heart sing: the voices of the two men that I love more than life, and I feel their arms holding me tight. I live for this—my favorite time of the day. It’s when my heart comes home.
