
On Friday evening the on-call pediatrician gave us the good news that he was going to OK us to skip the 

final dose of Jack’s antibiotic regime (scheduled for 

Monday at 4am) and allow us to go home Sunday 

evening.  Woohoo!  One less night that I had to spend on 

a hospital couch. 

Saturday gave us the first opportunity to implement our 

new diaper changing policy: Containment Level Green, 

Change Protocol Delta.  Unfortunately, this protocol was 

necessitated by an incident involving a toxic spill earlier 

that Saturday.  Early Saturday afternoon the pediatrician 

signed off on the doctor proceeding with Jack’s 

circumcision.  With this particular act came the special 

care required when changing his diaper.  For obvious 

reasons, Leslie and I were particularly concerned about 

changing his first diaper following the procedure.  As we 

began to make preparations I asked Leslie to get a towel 

and lay it on the bed.  To my surprise she comes out with 

a small hand towel roughly the size of a postage stamp 

and approximately the same thickness.  Jack was already 

starting to get a little cranky so I decided to proceed anyway.  We laid him down on the bed, attempting 

to position his posterior over the postage stamp towel.  We gently stripped off his diaper, removed the 

gauze covering his circumcision, and began to clean him 

up.  Suddenly, he clenched up as he began to sneeze; I 

sensed impending disaster but was not able to react 

quickly enough to prevent it.  In an abrupt explosion toxic 

material began to spray over the towel and onto the bed.  

I looked at Leslie and we both began to laugh hysterically, 

veteran parents already know why this was a mistake, 

however, for the unenlightened I will explain.  Because we 

were laughing so hard our diaper changing process 

ground to a halt… it’s pretty difficult remove a 

diaper/change a towel that was quickly soaking through 

onto the bed sheets/wipe a bottom/change gauze over a 

circumcision while laughing so hard tears are streaming 

down your cheeks.  Desperately trying to regain control I 

told Leslie to grab another diaper (since the one we had 

prepared was now covered in a substance most nuclear 

waste facilities would refuse to store), as she did so a 

fountain suddenly erupted from young Jack’s circumcision 

region.  I quickly clamped my hands down over that area as Leslie and I burst into peals of new laughter.  

Eventually we got our laughter under control and managed to finish changing his diaper.  The poop 



hadn’t even dried on the walls (and ceiling) before we had penned the concepts of Containment Level 

Green and Change Protocol Delta. 

I will say this, I’m fairly certain my son will grow up to be a superhero; he has certain abilities which 

simply aren’t humanly possible.  Though I have certain great-Aunts who would be impressed with his 

ability to fart on command, this is not what makes him special.  What makes him special is the fact that 

we now have to line his diapers with titanium due to 

the explosive force which liquids and solids leave his 

rear end.  It only took two diapers in which he had 

blown holes out the bottom, but not just the diapers; I 

spent most of Tuesday afternoon repairing a hole in 

the sheetrock.  Speaking of, anyone know a guy who 

can do bathroom tile?  Was anyone else aware of the 

fact that Pampers sold titanium inserts for their 

diapers? 

I included the last picture just to prove that he is 

capable of taking a photo where he doesn’t look 

a) Constipated 

b) Grumpy 

c) Both 

Perhaps constipated is not the right word since I have 

previously made clear that constipation is the least of 

our worries right now.  We’ll just refer to it as the look 

he gets when thinking about daddy’s chosen field of 

study: rocket science, specifically the flow of liquids and hot gasses through a nozzle.  I will say that 

those two states of mind comprise most of his waking hours.   

As of next week’s publication time I will be back in Brazil, I’m not really looking forward to leaving home 

but the plus side is that by the time I get back Jack should be sleeping through the night.  Ah, sweet, 

uninterrupted, blissful sleep. 

 

 

 


