
I know, I know, I’m really late this week.  I blame Leslie; she’s always waking me up in the middle of the 

night saying something about having to feed some child.  It’s kind of strange.  I’m pretty certain that I 

only signed up for this parenting thing between the hours of 0800 and 1800.  I remain firm in my 

assertions that my lateness has nothing to do with writer’s block of any kind. 

I came to the realization yesterday that being a parent is a lot like playing an old style arcade game, the 

goal is to simply survive as long as you can and if you’re in it for the long haul it’s going to cost you a lot 

of quarters.  Congratulations!   You’ve survived 

six weeks; you just set a new high score!  I’m 

still trying to figure out how to enter my initials 

though.  I have to admit though, an RPG is 

probably a far more apt comparison.  Most of 

his base stats were pretty low starting off, STR 

(strength), DEX (dexterity), INT (intelligence), 

and LUCK were all in the 0-1 range, however, his 

CHA (charisma) was off the charts.  It’s a little 

strange though, I can’t seem to find any gear 

that boosts his combat related stats; everything 

I’ve found merely provides a + modifier to CHA. 

Apparently we hit another milestone moment 

shortly before I arrived back in the States.  We 

have successfully transitioned out of the phase 

where Jack has a bowel movement every 47 

seconds, now it is every 47 days.  But seriously, 

according to the doctor, it is not unusual for breast-fed babies to go for days without pooping (score one 

for an efficient digestive tract that processes everything that’s thrown at it).  We were told that if we get 

concerned about it we can try giving him apple juice every so often, however… and this is a big however, 

if he goes more than a week without pooping we may have to resort to more drastic measures.  The 

resultant change has been somewhat unexpected, now, instead of sitting down and watching college 

football on a Thursday night, cheering for one team or another to score a touchdown, I am now 

watching my son and rooting for him to go number 2.  I’m thinking maybe Leslie and I should get 

matching jerseys… really the team is not that important so long as it is number 2. 

I’m really not certain that I am qualified to be a parent; nothing has made me laugh harder in the past 

couple of weeks than a few instances involving bathroom humor with the boy.  C’mon though, listening 

to Leslie try to manage the fire hose while changing his diaper is hilarious!  That and I still laugh every 

time I look at the poo-nami coloring book page from my newsletter a couple of weeks ago. 

Leslie and I are really looking forward to being able to visit our old home church tomorrow.  This will be 

the first time we have been able to attend church as a family since Jack was born.  I can’t help but get 

the feeling that even though it has been awhile since we have visited our old church I will end up being a 



side show at the circus.  Nobody is interested in seeing the bearded lady when the main show is going 

on under the big tent.  Ok… perhaps that was a poor analogy… I am bearded though. 

Ok, my laptop is starting to melt the skin off the top of my legs and I keep getting messages that it is 

starting to overheat.  I imagine I should probably wrap things up and get this email sent out before I 

cause catastrophic failure to my internal components.  And yes, I chose to spend a few moments writing 

about it rather than shutting down immediately… at least I’m not composing this email while driving. 

 

 

 


