
ParadiseFarm This morning, as my alarm 
went off and I slipped out of bed without 
waking my husband, I said a prayer of 
gratitude to the universe. The frost 
crunched under my boots in the quiet 
morning as I contemplated the pink, 
orange, and yellow rays laced through the 
sky. I milked the cows and fed the 
chickens, a swirling mass of feathers and 
clucks at my feet as I gathered warm eggs 
from the coop for breakfast. Barn chores 
done, I left my boots at the door and 
quietly climb the stairs to wake up my 
family and cook them a delicious 
homemade breakfast. This is paradise.

3 hours ago

ParadiseFarm Unpopular opinion: A 
woman belongs in the kitchen. In my old 
life as an office drone, I would wake up 
every morning, dress in dull office attire 
and languish at my desk, simultaneously 
stressed from the emails, tasks, and drive 
by requests from my boss and yet mind-
numbingly bored clockwatching. I was 
exhausted by the water cooler gossip, 
petty office politics, and passive 
aggressive messages about who ate the 
vegan lasagna from the fridge.

Now, though, my schedule is my own. I 
lovingly cook, clean, and care for my 
family. I tend the garden, pulling weeds 
and planting okra, tomatoes, cucumbers, 
all homegrown organic food. I cook all our 
meals, clean using homemade products, 
teach my children our values, and sew our 
clothes, without being judged by office 
women as too feminine.

What a blessing to live my best life, in this 
beautiful farmhouse on our ranch, 
Paradise.
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ParadiseFarm I choose this life, to protect 
my children, provide nourishing meals, and 
keep big pharma out of our lives. When I 
voted, I chose leaders with the same 
beliefs, who wanted to get the government 
out of our private lives, to keep 
disreputable people out of our country and 
men out of female sports, to protect our 
children from forced pharmaceuticals and 
the trans agenda. Because I have free 
speech and the right to vote. But 
apparently people only believe in free 
speech which I vote the same as them.

1 day ago 

ParadiseFarm I know a lot of people are 
upset at the new law, but our country is a 
dangerous, violent place, but your 
husband will keep you safe when you 
leave the house.

A few weeks before the law was passed, I 
was accosted outside the grocery store. 
Leaving the store with my children and a 
full shopping cart, a man approached us, 
dirty and brown, like he hadn’t showered in 
weeks. Obviously on drugs, he couldn’t 
walk in a straight line. My daughter 
shrieked and covered her mouth, 
overwhelmed by the fetid delinquent. I 
grabbed Amaya and marched right back 
into the store and complained to the 
manager.

Of course, running errands is difficult now, 
since my husband is busy with work, but 
it’s for my safety.
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ParadiseFarm Staying home is my choice. 
Was my choice, when I had one. The law 
that was just passed is God’s will. It 
protects men’s jobs as the provider of the 
family. Women should only perform 
women’s work: cooking, cleaning, taking 
care of children. Yesterday while I was 
making a pie, Nyla screamed and threw 
her plate across the room where it hit the 
wall and slid, leaving a green paste in its 
wake. Hank and Amaya were in the living 
room, jumping from one couch to the 
other. I told them to stop, but I was 
distracted, cleaning the wall, checking on 
the bone broth, and ensuring the apple pie 
in the oven didn’t burn. Then a crash and a 
shriek. I ran into the living room. Hank was 
crying, lying beside the coffee table, blood 
leaked down his face, a broken vase on 
the floor. I reached out to help him but 
crawled out of my reach, blood dripping on 
the toffee-colored carpet and crawled onto 
the white sofa and buried his head, 
smearing blood into the cushions.

Women’s work is not always easy, but God 
would not give us something we couldn’t 
handle.

ParadiseFarm Everyone just needs to 
calm down. It makes sense that a women’s 
husband or male relative should control 
her bank account. Listen to this, in 1973 
abortion was legalized and the following 
year women were given the right to open 
bank accounts. What came next—gas 
crisis, rampant inflation, sound familiar? 
Women can’t be trusted with money.
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ParadiseFarm I love my family, love 
staying home but even I’m not immune 
from the charms of the devil. I’m ashamed 
to admit that sometimes envy creeps into 
my heart. Sitting down for five 
uninterrupted minutes, adult conversation, 
peeing without little hands exploring the 
cabinet under the sink. At these times, I 
picture my husband sitting in front of his 
computer in a quiet cubicle, taking a sip of 
coffee while he types on the keyboard. 
If you are not careful, envy will snake its 
way into your soul and latch on.

But you must pray and put your trust in 
your husband, as the head of the house, 
and Jesus, as the head of the church. God 
speaks to me every day, reminding me of 
my blessings.
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