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      Dedicated to anyone who wonders

      if I'm writing about them.

      I am.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Disclaimer

          

        

      

    

    
      This is a work of satire. Any resemblance to real people is purely coincidental. The characters are fictional, the guidance is exaggerated for comedic effect, and the yelling is mostly symbolic (except when it isn’t).

      Please do not follow Rex’s advice without first consulting an actual adult.

      The trademarks (TM) in this book are not registered trademarks.
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      Rex Clatterbaum is the inventor of the YellChart™ app, the founder of LoudParenting.org (currently down due to hosting issues), and a former TEDx applicant. After years of rigorous field research, conducted entirely inside his own home (plus a supermarket, two parking lots, and one deeply polarizing stroller fitness class), Rex has developed several proprietary systems for raising emotionally resilient, semi-organized children.*

      His methods include:

      
        
          	
        The YellChart™
      

      	
        Snack-Based Behavior Forecasting
      

      	
        Shout Mapping™ (patent pending)
      

      	
        Whisper Warm-ups (in beta)
      

      

      

      In the interest of full transparency, he lives in Georgia, USA with his wife (Operations Control, who declined to endorse this book but “wishes him well in his journey”), two small test subjects (ages 2 and under), and an emotional support whiteboard.

      When not developing new techniques, Rex enjoys yelling from another room, ignoring group chats, and confidently misinterpreting pediatric advice.

      

      *Results not guaranteed. In fact, results rarely align with intent.
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            Shout Mapping™:

          

          A bold new parenting strategy is born. And immediately flagged for review.

        

      

    

    
      That morning was typical in the quiet cul-de-sac. It’s the kind of neighborhood where birds chirp, sprinklers hiss, and Mr. Lindell has mowed his lawn every Saturday at 8:03 a.m. for the last eleven years. Mailboxes are painted. Trash bins return to their homes within one hour of pickup. Front porches contain at least one seasonal wreath at all times.

      Greg, next door, was already out pressure-washing his driveway. He doesn't even own a car. It's quiet. Predictable. Safe.

      At 8:05 a.m., a sudden yell ruptures the peace.

      “IF I STEP ON THAT LEGO AGAIN, IT’S GOING IN THE VACUUM!”

      Mr. Lindell does not react. This is not the first Saturday morning he’s heard the voice of Rex Clatterbaum echoing across the hedges.

      But it may be the first time it’s been shouted with this level of conviction—and from two different windows.

      Inside the Clatterbaum residence, the tactical chaos had already begun. The baby had been somewhere sticky and was crawling aggressively toward the dog’s bowl.

      The dog had already retreated behind the laundry basket, again. And in the center of it all stands Rex, shirtless, holding a clipboard, and looking pleased.

      His wife, sometimes referred to internally as Operations Control is in the kitchen, sipping tea. She is not smiling.

      The mobile one, wearing one sock, one rain boot, and a dinosaur sticker across his forehead, had turned the living room into a toy-based obstacle course that doubled as a foot injury simulator.

      If you’ve never stepped barefoot on a LEGO piece, you’ve never known what it means to truly question your life choices.

      Rex Clatterbaum is a self-declared pioneer in the field of volume-based parenting, a method he insists is not yelling, but strategic auditory guidance. He discovered this philosophy one Tuesday morning while trying to find his left shoe and his toddler at the same time. Only one of them responded to a raised voice. That was the day Rex realized: tone is everything, and louder tones are even more everything.

      When he shared this epiphany with his wife, she blinked slowly and said, “So… your solution is yelling?”

      He nodded. “Yelling with intent.”

      She replied, “So… yelling.”

      Unfazed by her lack of enthusiasm, Rex began developing what he called Shout Mapping™, a precision-based system for targeting volume toward desired behavioral outcomes. Early prototypes included printed diagrams, laminated zones, and a dry-erase megaphone. He believed that with proper acoustical planning, a well-timed holler could parent two children, redirect a dog, and remind his wife about garbage day—all in one efficient bellow.

      She suggested that perhaps, just perhaps, the issue was less about mapping the shout and more about why there was shouting to begin with.

      Rex disagreed. Loudly.

      “The key to parenting is proactive volume,” Rex explained, pacing the kitchen like he was filming a late-night infomercial with no camera crew. “I invented a revolutionary technique,” he said, looking at his wife. “It’s supposed to ‘plant authority’ into each room ahead of time.“ This morning, he unveiled this new technique: Shout Mapping.

      The concept was bold, pioneering, patent pending, and like most of Rex’s ideas, completely untested. It’s based on the belief that if you yell into each room before the chaos starts, you pre-establish authority.

      Like spraying emotional Febreze into the air.

      “It’s not yelling,” Rex insists. “It’s directional tone priming.” Armed with his clipboard and baby monitor (used as a tactical radio), Rex walks the property. He begins his “mapping protocol” in the hallway, projecting clear, instructional declarations into each zone of the house:

      Hallway: “THIS IS A TRANSIT CORRIDOR, NOT A RACEWAY.”

      Entryway: “WE WEAR SHOES TO GO OUTSIDE, NOT TO PROVE A POINT.”

      Dining Area: “FOOD GOES IN THE MOUTH. DECORATIVE PLACEMENT DOES NOT.”

      Bedroom (Parents): “THIS ROOM IS CLOSED FOR MAINTENANCE. TRY AGAIN IN 18 YEARS.”

      Bathroom: “THE TOILET BRUSH IS NOT A WAND. I REPEAT: NOT. A. WAND.”

      Toddler’s Room: “THE CRAYONS ARE IN A SAFE ZONE. DO NOT REDEPLOY.”

      Backyard: “DIRT IS NOT CURRENCY. DO NOT CREATE A BLACK MARKET WITH THE NEIGHBOR’S CHILD.”

      The toddler responded by blowing raspberries into a toilet paper tube. The baby licked the baby monitor, then unleashed a wail of ancestral proportions. The dog vanished upstairs.

      Operations Control moves her tea one inch closer to the sink and continues reading the back of the cereal box with exaggerated interest.

      Rex accidentally startles himself in the hallway mirror. Classic first run.

      But let’s back up. Rex wasn’t always a stay-at-home dad. For twelve years, he was a high school gym teacher. His voice was his greatest asset, projected across echoing bleachers to a sea of indifferent teens. He didn’t just teach fitness. He instilled discipline.

      And now? He shouts “NO BITING!” at an 8-month-old who smiles and claps like he just performed a magic trick.

      He tells the 2-year-old not to put cheese in the Wi-Fi router, and he makes prolonged eye contact while doing it more slowly.

      You’d think parenting would be an easy transition. It’s just another form of instruction, right?

      Wrong.

      Teenagers ignore you out of laziness. Toddlers ignore you because they’ve never believed in your authority. That’s why he’s adapted. His methods now are based on cutting-edge pedagogy, mostly from Facebook and TikTok.
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      He’s not in this alone. Rex has been married for seven years to a woman he sometimes refers to as Operations Control—competent and remains calm in every storm. She doesn’t yell. She recalibrates reality through tone and is fluent in tactical eyebrow communication.

      The kids? Two of them. Small, loud, immune to sarcasm, and seemingly made of rubber. One crawls like a Roomba with attitude. The other sprints in zigzags like an overcaffeinated squirrel. Together, they form a tactical unit trained in psychological warfare, sleeplessness, emotional manipulation, and targeted mess-making.

      Rex does his best to hold the line.

      Like the time on a grocery store run when a “tantrum” suddenly erupted in Aisle 9.

      That’s how his wife described it to the neighbors. “Rex did all the yelling, the baby remained calm and quietly watched him like he was performance art,” she told them.

      That was technically accurate, but in Rex’s defense, he’d been implementing a field test and had initiated a volume-based safety protocol, shout-mapping key zones like Crackers & Condiments to prevent toddler breakouts and discourage spontaneous cart dismounts and using strategic volume to establish boundaries around the snack shelves and deter impulse grabbing.

      His wife hadn’t said a word. She just raised an eyebrow and tapped her phone, probably logging another data point into what Rex believes is her secret Low-Energy Discipline file, even though she claims she was texting her mother.

      “Your success rate currently stands at zero percent. Just FYI,” she said to Rex, flexing her multitasking ability.
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      Back at home, Rex ran a full debrief with himself in the hallway mirror. He’d learned a lot:

      
        
          	
        The baby is unmoved by volume.
      

      	
        His wife is tracking something, and it may or may not be his progress.
      

      	
        And there’s still no legal category for “Disruptive Yelling with Intent to Parent.”
      

      

      

      Still, the mission holds.

      Rex isn’t here to drift through fatherhood. He’s here to pioneer.

      To inspire. To establish a sonic legacy that echoes from the nursery to the neighborhood HOA complaint log.

      So, who is Rex?

      He’s just a man with a dream. A dream to bring back respect. One decibel at a time.

      Which is why, earlier this week, he made flyers. With clip art. Ready for him to hand out at Wiggle & Waffle Wednesday, the weekly get-together for toddlers and their caffeine-depleted handlers.

      That night, they went out for what was optimistically called a “date night.” They left the boys with a sitter who had glowing reviews and a vague resemblance to someone on a milk carton from long ago.

      Rex chose the restaurant. It was described online as “rustic yet experimental,” which turned out to mean candles in jars and one dish that came served on a shovel.

      He was in the middle of describing his prototype for an “accountability gong”, a dinner bell that toddlers could ring whenever a parent lost their temper, when his wife, sipping her wine, went suddenly quiet.

      “What?” he asked.

      She nodded toward a nearby table. “Two tables over. Cardigan. Blonde bob. Coordinated smugness.”

      Rex turned discreetly, which for him meant not knocking over anything glass. He spotted a man in a knit cardigan discussing organic paint with a woman who looked like she served on several school boards, whether invited or not.

      “They look... influential,” Rex whispered.

      “They look like trouble,” she replied.

      They didn’t know it yet, but those two individuals would soon loom large in Rex’s life. And not in a mentorship kind of way.

      “Should we move tables?” he asked.

      “No,” she said, leaning back. “We were here first. Let them have the pleasure of overhearing you.”

      Rex smiled. “This is why I married you.”

      She smiled back. “No. You married me because I had a printer and a working knowledge of health insurance forms. The rest was just unfortunate chemistry.”

      Next stop: It’s time to ShoutMap™ the public sector. He’ll bring the megaphone. What could possibly go wrong?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Regret Optional

          

          Motivation, Megaphones, and Storytime Carnage

        

      

    

    
      The flyer was printed on bright yellow paper with Comic Sans headers and three exclamation points in the title. Because, according to Rex, that’s “how you show you're both approachable and in charge.” He’d handed out a stack of them that morning at Wiggle & Waffle Wednesday, a weekly drop-in group where stay-at-home parents brought their toddlers to play, snack on puffs, and form the kind of temporary alliances usually found in wartime diplomacy.

      “It’s time we brought structure to the chaos,” Rex had said, standing between the juice station and a plastic tunnel shaped like a loaf of bread.

      “Storytime at the library needs leadership, and I am volunteering my voice.”

      Several parents nodded out of habit. One asked if there would be snacks. Another mistook the flyer for a lost-and-found notice and flipped it over, looking for a name tag.

      Rex took it as a sign. Of encouragement. Somehow. He returned home with zero flyers left, either handed out or crumpled into the diaper bag of someone too polite to say no.

      He came through the door beaming.

      “It’s happening,” he announced. “I’ve invited the entire 9:30 toddler circuit. Storytime will never be the same.”

      His wife, who had been enjoying a full thirty-seven minutes of silence, blinked.

      “You invited other parents,” she said slowly, “to witness your audio- based parenting method… in a public library?”

      “Exactly,” said Rex. “It’s outreach. Education. Community engagement.”

      She sipped her tea.

      “I guess, I’ll just look forward to the noise complaints then.”
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      It was a quiet Monday morning at the public library. Parents settled into the reading circle with coffees clutched like life preservers.

      Toddlers wriggled on foam mats shaped like cartoon animals. There were puppets, hand sanitizer, and one dad setting up what looked suspiciously like a wireless PA system.

      That dad was Rex Clatterbaum.

      “Let’s spark young minds,” he said to the librarian, adjusting his clip-on microphone with all the confidence of a TEDx speaker who got bumped to the community room.

      He positioned the motivational megaphone on a collapsible tripod. It had a sticky note taped on it.

      Rex read it as encouragement from his wife.

      One toddler pointed at the megaphone and declared, ‘Loud.’ Another vanished behind a beanbag and never returned.

      The librarian, a woman who’d worked in the building since card catalogs were still a thing, approached Rex with a gentle expression usually reserved for patrons attempting to pay fines in foreign currency.

      “Mr. Clatterbaum,” she said. “Typically, storytime is a low-volume activity.”

      “That’s exactly what I’m here to fix,” Rex replied. “We’re raising tomorrow’s leaders. You can’t inspire them in lowercase.”

      He turned towards the other parents and started his introduction.

      “For decades, so-called ‘experts’ have promoted soft voices, soothing tones, and the misleading mantra,” he began. “Speak so your child wants to listen,” he continued. “I’ve tried that. You know what my kid heard? Nothing. Not my voice, not my authority—just the crinkling of his snack wrappers as he ignored me completely. Whispering is not parenting. It’s passive-aggressive hostage negotiation, and your child knows it.”

      He looked around among the parents but didn’t notice the slightly worrying looks they shared.

      “Let me be blunt,” he said, “if your child can’t hear you over the sound of their iPad, the blender, and whatever Peppa Pig is doing, you’re not parenting—you’re just mouthing suggestions into the void. I call this ‘Silent Failing.’”

      The first book was Brown Bear, Brown Bear. Rex opened it, held the megaphone like a sacred object, and read with full projection: “BROWN BEAR, BROWN BEAR, WHAT DO YOU SEEEEEEE?!”

      A baby, trying to nap in the stroller, started crying.

      A mom near the back took her toddler’s hand and made for the exit, whispering, “Don’t make eye contact. Just keep walking.”

      The librarian’s eyelid twitched.

      The goldfish crackers remained untouched.

      A preschooler flopped facedown onto the carpet like he’d been emotionally flattened by decibels.

      By page two of The Very Hungry Caterpillar, the megaphone was removed by library staff “for the safety of the books and others.”
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      Later That Day:

      Subject: Regarding Today’s Storytime Visit From: Linda Grafton, Head Librarian

      To: Mrs. Clatterbaum

      Dear Mrs. Clatterbaum,

      I hope this message finds you well.

      I wanted to follow up regarding your husband’s recent participation in our toddler storytime. While we always welcome enthusiastic parent involvement, the use of a megaphone indoors did present some unexpected challenges to our usual programming, the integrity of our ceiling tiles, and the emotional state of several stuffed animals.

      We appreciate Mr. Clatterbaum’s passion for early childhood development, but would kindly request that any future contributions be submitted in written form, ideally in a font smaller than 48pt.

      Warm regards, Linda Grafton Head Librarian

      

      Reply from Rex’s Wife

      Subject: Re: Regarding Today’s Storytime Visit From: Mrs. Clatterbaum

      To: Linda Grafton, Head Librarian

      Dear Linda,

      Thank you so much for reaching out.

      Please rest assured that I was neither present nor consulted. I’ll speak with my husband about the incident and remind him that “indoor voice” is not a theoretical concept.

      I completely understand the concern. I’ve added the public library to the growing list of places where his involvement now requires pre-approval. With empathy and earplugs,

      —Mrs. Clatterbaum
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      That evening, Rex conducted a formal debrief in the kitchen over leftover meatloaf. His wife sat at the table, looking at a bag of uneaten goldfish crackers he’d brought home, “symbolic of the group’s cognitive dissonance.” One eyebrow arched so high it was applying for a passport.

      “I’ll say this,” Rex began, “they weren’t ready for me. But then again, revolutions never are.”

      She gave the baby in the highchair a piece of banana and poured herself a measured cup of herbal damage control from the pot.

      She handed him her phone. “This is the email from the librarian. You’ve officially been flagged as a ‘risk to indoor serenity.’”

      “That sounds subjective.”

      “She included a sound pressure graph. You peaked during The Very Hungry Caterpillar.”

      “That was the caterpillar’s most transformative moment.”

      Rex nodded to himself. “I got the sense she was rattled. But honestly, when I explained that toddlers thrive under structured volume escalation, she seemed... intrigued.”

      “You mean when she said, ‘Please stop shouting into that device, this is a public library’?”

      “Exactly. That’s when I knew I had her attention.”

      The wife put her mug down. “Is that before or after the kid with the juice box screamed and you congratulated him on his leadership potential?”

      “Midway. It was a strong moment.”

      She leaned in. “And the part where a parent physically removed their child and whispered ‘never again’... what was that about?”

      “Emotional resistance to change,” Rex said. “Happens in all major paradigm shifts.”

      She looked him in the eye and calmly said, “This idea stops here, no more storytimes for little kids.”

      “Got it. Consider that shelved.” She took a long sip.

      “But not deleted,” he added quietly to himself.

      She stood up to clear the plates.

      “You told the librarian that the megaphone helped ‘amplify natural parental instincts,’” she said, over the running water. “Did you also tell her it came with a siren button?”

      Rex winced. “Technically, she found that out herself.”

      Next: Rex explains his theory on yelling and brain development to the pediatrician.
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