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Foreword

The other day my daughter came to me and said she now knows what the little smartass looks like - and it's small and turquoise. Two things immediately went through my head:

	I always thought it was skin-colored and looked like my daughter, and

	it's reassuring that little smartasses are turquoise - because then my daughter would surely be purple with green polka dots - you know, as an aspiring smartass - and you could spot her from a distance and flee in time.



Don't get me wrong: I love my children (by the time I'm typing this, there are actually two of them) and wouldn't trade them for anything in the world. You know, at those modern child exchange centers, also known as large-scale playgrounds, you could just take a different one home. But as with everything in life, the odds are too high that it would get worse instead of better (incidentally, a statement made by most divorced people who remarried - those idiots).

But there are adventures hidden in the work of parenting, and I'd like to tell you about mine. These are the kinds of incidents that make you think. Though some also inspire nervous breakdowns, wild tirades, and the occasional chuckle - and you haven't even gotten off the toilet yet.

Simply keeping a plain diary about my (older) daughter was too easy for me, which is why I chose the cloak of role-playing. In doing so, I embed my story, and my daughter's, in a garment of description and narrative, which is why at the end of each month there's a summary in the form of current monthly equipment (or "Gear") and my daughter also accumulates progress in the form of a level. Hence the name of the book series, by the way - except that normal individuals in role-playing games usually collect meaningful levels and by level 99 are steely bastions of power.

My daughter, at a level well over 700, is more of a bastion of mighty smartassery, but similarly terrifying.

As a caring, responsible, and sensitive father, it is naturally my duty to chronologically record these developments with the necessary seriousness and work through them with psychological accompaniment. That's one reason why I am doing all of this - in the hope of using this knowledge against her during puberty, and also in the hope of a later apology from her. So don't take these passages personally and interpret the whole thing neutrally and from the perspective of a smartass - like on the train when someone asks if you could maybe remove your bag from the seat.

In between, you'll also be able to read impressions from me. You'll probably doubt many things - especially my mental competence - but rest assured: I've been tested (everything's fine!) and everything happened exactly as it's described here. Because: nobody could make up such crazy madness. And I say that even though, or precisely because, I know about that dating show where the candidates first see each other only naked from the waist down.

You'll also find various added values in this book: if you're a parent yourself, you'll understand: a problem shared is a problem halved. Because children give back so much: particularly stubborn colds, disorder, and endless discussions on an infantile level that you've already been having constantly with your partner anyway (no - yes - no - yes, etc.). And in the appendix there's even a crossword puzzle as free bonus content - everyone loves free and unnecessary bonus content.

But if you approach what you've experienced with a good dose of humor, the world suddenly looks completely different - namely, funny. Shared joy is double joy!

So read these funny stories as the dessert to parenting. (That one "s" is very important, by the way, otherwise you would be only reading totally dry words and everything would seem small, difficult to grab and too similar – just like on the average day at work)

So let's get started!


Month 37

Sometimes children bless us with phrases we didn't quite expect.

Already in the previous volume, I stood there with my jaw dropped far too often - and stayed that way for several hours. I desperately needed to process what my child had just said at almost three years old. Was it the consideration between genius or insanity - in me, not the child, who is insanely cute - or just trapped intestinal gas?

I suspect my brain simply shut down as a kind of escape reflex. Such an error message in the internal operating system sometimes comes in quite handy, for example precisely at the moment when my wife steps on the scale and looks at me questioningly afterward. Escaping seems like the only sensible reaction here.

Nevertheless, my little one had now launched verbal attacks. For instance, this month there were more noteworthy statements than newly learned activities.

I once tried to force such a development in myself, because I too would like to know more new statements than new activities. Because: new activities mean new work. And nobody can possibly want that.

New statements mean increased intelligence - people with strong language skills are generally considered smart. So, I went to the community college and signed up for Italian.

The first lesson gave me great pleasure. I learned many new words, one of them was wine - the teacher insisted on this vehemently while sipping a suspicious liquid that looked vigorously red. As the evening progressed, she became increasingly cheerful - she must have been a real ray of sunshine.

And toward the end, I naturally wanted to show the people present that I should now be considered smart with my increased language ability and recited some short sentences in Italian.

After the teacher gently pointed out to me that I had called her a "dripping donkey" and the other people "fat rain barrels with severe discharge," it remained at just that one lesson.

But I've felt a bit smarter ever since. Besides, it's never sounded so great to talk complete nonsense.

╔═════ LEVEL UP! ══════
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"The snowman wears a hat so he doesn't get cold!"

Her parents and she had built a snowman.

Basically, her parents had built it, and she had tapped microscopically small amounts of snow on each rolled ball, as if wanting to tell it that the worst was behind it now - just before the ball was forcibly heaved onto the other ball.

And she had reassured the snow balls this way often. Very often. They now had hundreds of dents all around and would need to be defended against overzealous super golfers in the future.

As tradition demands, every snowman - whether mistreated or not - must get a nose, a stick in one hand, and a hat on its head.

A carrot from the refrigerator serves as the nose. It holds excellently after her parents, mind you still after all her flimsy reassurances to the snowman, screwed it deep into his face with vigor.

That's how real parental care works, apparently.

She decided not to get any more carrots from the fridge when her parents were around for now. Dad might otherwise get stupid ideas (as always).

A somewhat longer branch that she found at some distance serves as the stick. It fits perfectly - into the fingerless lumpy hand of the much-reassured snowman, who couldn't even hold an apple since he has no thumb.

The snowmen's union had already been informed.

Last but not least came a hat, formed from snow, which then adorned the head. It sat well and surprisingly provided no warmth whatsoever, only cold.

She didn't know this, but commented on the scene correctly. Her parents had to laugh, and she had to laugh too.

A drop of water rolled down the snowman's cheek. Whether it was meltwater or a tear after all the reassuring tapping work on his body - nobody knew. He had no mouth, after all.

The snowman union immediately raised hell. It did no good. That's what you know from unions.

╚═════════════════

╔═════════════════
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"I told you so!"

To agree with her, Dad also said that the snowman wears a hat so he doesn't freeze.

Her Dad didn't think anything special of it. She was outraged. Shocked. Astonished. Furious.

What was he thinking, just parroting everything smart that she said? He should have his own thoughts.

This faux pas had to be announced immediately, but not in a simple, verbal manner. That was by no means sufficient or even situationally appropriate anymore.

So, she positioned herself like a mobile danger-defense wall in front of her dad and threw at him one of those sentences that women like to say to men all too often after the nuclear power plant has exploded once again.

Dad was very proud afterward. She would become a real woman someday.

And another man would have to deal with her then. Dad was truly proud - and also very relieved.

╚═════════════════

You see, I didn't promise too much.

The ability to speak also grants us the possibility of the most feared form of communication of all: smartass-crappery.

Not to be confused with normal crapping - with that one, you wish it were over quickly so you don't die horribly in multiple ways right on the spot.

With smartass-crappery, you also wish it were over quickly, and that they would please die horribly in multiple ways real fast.

Interestingly, the location of the event is not a suitable distinguishing feature here - I can't even count anymore how many times the ladies of my family have slammed smart things at my noggin in the bathroom. And that doesn't mean, by the way, that a toothbrush with a surprisingly high IQ was thrown at my head.

But was that it already? Over? Survived?

If you know the previous volumes, or children in general, then you know: that was just the beginning. With a tsunami, the water pulls far back into the sea beforehand - a similar principle emerges when my daughter takes a deep breath. She does this surprisingly often. I'd prefer a tsunami; that happens at most once every ten years and only gets me a little wet.

Animals are living beings, just like humans. Conveying this knowledge to children enjoys top priority, and even a naked mole rat deserves to be treated with the appropriate respect, even if you urgently want to sew it a warm coat.

When walking through the streets, one encounters all too often common beasts standing in place and grazing away.

Then you leave the central downtown again and go out to the field, where you find cows. These seem content - chewing on their grass and mooing away. That's how I always imagine myself snacking in front of the TV, by the way. Without any differences to this description.

Now I explained to my dear child that this was a cow and it was eating on the meadow. My daughter's brain immediately began to file this fact into some free drawer - but probably took several wrong turns while searching, since the found association didn't quite seem to fit and extremely surprised me, my wife, and the cow.

╔═════ LEVEL UP! ══════
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"The cow has no face!"

Before her stood a living being, there was no doubt about that. It moved, made incomprehensible sounds, and looked a bit dumb while chewing.

She already knew this from Dad when he sat in front of the TV.

But Dad wasn't standing in front of her, because he was standing next to her.

The creature made a loud "moo," and her dad also kept making "moo" like a lunatic - he apparently wanted to have a strenuous conversation with the cow.

This behavior was probably connected with humanity's endeavor to always adapt to the environment - if "moo" was the prevailing dialect here, then one had to copy it immediately. Most people would actually answer a mooing cow - to the cow's amusement at what kind of strange gibberish one was making (the principle is also known with tourists who travel to Cockney unprepared).

The modulation of pitch and volume of the "moo" didn't really make the transmission of information any better either - the cow simply didn't understand her dad, no matter how much effort he made.

However, she noticed that something was different. The animal in front of her looked strange, but the soundscape was the same.

"The cow has no face!" she cried out in shock. Everyone paused in fright: Dad, Mom, the wind, the grass, even the cow froze into a pillar of horror.

When the cow had recovered, it turned toward her and she had to realize: even a cow's butt can be a face - you just have to know that there's another one on the other side.

A few years ago, this fact was still called a "tramp stamp."

╚═════════════════

After this ability, incidentally, the saying arose "if I had your face, I'd wear pants over it" - just according to the reverse principle. And yes, even assholes can have a face.

Such illustrious observations are, compared to the demands a small child can formulate, like how a thunderstorm relates to a cool spring morning. When a child who has just received the gift of speech issues smaller commands, it fills adults with all kinds of emotions: pride, happiness, discomfort, and fear can mix in as well.

Every day would henceforth produce new gems, and their exact design was never quite clear - that made the whole affair additionally exciting. I constantly had to be on guard now, because when my daughter just opened her mouth, there was a possibility she would say something I would have to react to accordingly. Without an appropriate response on my part, I would quickly lose additional ground in the family hierarchy.

And I didn't want to fall behind even the dishwasher's rank.

As parents, you're always armed with your own smartphone so you can capture moments and impressions in a picture that you want to preserve.

These can be situations like when someone chases me through the dwelling with any random object - for example my daughter, my wife, the cat, or people I've never seen before (sometimes strange things happen to me). An image must naturally be created of this.

Nobody takes pictures when I do something earth-shattering, something reality-distorting, yes something that redefines our understanding of time and space: doing dishes on Sunday morning or voluntarily cleaning the bathroom.

Now and then, unpleasant distortions can also occur in this context, namely when intentions and obligations stand in an unhealthy relationship to each other.

Let's just assume that I'm currently on my well-deserved way to the toilet - I've honestly earned this, after all I did the dishes Sunday morning - and suddenly my dear child does something cute, and my wife screams with all the kindness available to her: "Honey, take a picture!" at a volume that could easily raise the dead.

Then I stand between the comfort of the toilet and being captured in a situation that I certainly also find cute and then can't leave so easily.

This duality didn't escape my little one either - my intestines, however, were little interested; they showed their displeasure at the delay very clearly.

╔═════ LEVEL UP! ══════
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"Dad! Poop or photo?"

Just now she looked particularly cute - she does that now and then when she thinks she hasn't been photographed enough lately - and Dad whips out his phone to immortalize this event.

However, he somehow had difficulties hitting the right button with his index finger - a trembling had taken hold of him that coursed through his entire body.

She knew this trembling: it was the harbinger of the darkness that wanted to open for the bright world of ceramic.

So, she recognized: Dad can't manage both. Toilet or photo - he won't survive both simultaneously without major damage.

In a fit of gigantic generosity, she let him choose.

Then Dad ran off and closed the door behind him. He took his phone with him.

Hopefully not to take a picture.

╚═════════════════

Stage directions for playing together have been familiar to us since the previous volume. When the child thinks that an adult's participation in its game doesn't correspond to what it imagined, then verbal correction occurs.

Sometimes this simple correction expands into a full-fledged command. Then as a parent you quickly find yourself at an important fork in the road:

	Left: that's where the path goes when you comply with the childish command. The path then continues over many joyful passages of playing together toward the iron dictatorship of a child who feels it can steer its parents however it pleases.

	Right: that's where it goes when you ignore the childish command. There it continues over baffled children's faces and crocodile tears toward a child who grasps that adults also have their own will, that they are a bastion of character strength, an unprecedented collection of rock-solid steadfastness.



And as an unprecedented bastion of steadfastness, I naturally played along.

╔═════ LEVEL UP! ══════
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"Now you chase me - go, go!"

She craved a proper chase across the hallways, over scattered toys, lying Lego bricks, and confused cats.

So, she prompted Dad to catch her now.

She noticed: Dad did what she said. He caught her. Immediately.

For him, the game had been successfully concluded.

╚═════════════════

As a clever parent, you also know the one middle path that represents the narrow ridge between respectful interaction and tyranny.

Other games with your own child are fun and bring much joy to all involved.

On the path through the depths of one's own dwelling, there are obstacles to overcome: cats running around who always do this deliberately in complete silence and are offended when you run them over anyway, larger children's toys that suddenly stand in the way and mean serious bruises and scrapes if overlooked, as well as various children who imagine they've been legitimized by government authorities to block paths.

Although this supposed right isn't really followed through to the end. That was unexpected then.

╔═════ LEVEL UP! ══════
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"Roadblock! - You may just go through."

Someone wanted to come into her room.

This outrageous transgression of socially recognized boundaries - combined with the lack of advance notice and (!) the lack of knocking - had to be stopped.

She positioned herself right in the middle of the path and spread both arms as far as possible to touch both doorframes. A roadblock must be absolute, after all, and mustn't let anything through at all.

Dad stopped and looked at her closely. Her gaze revealed: there was no getting through here. For now.

And where she was able to effectively fend off people for the time being, the cat walked under her arm, relishing the pace of a lame turtle, to show her particularly impressively that it found completely uninteresting what she was doing.

After this humiliation of her blocking abilities, a real lame turtle actually happened to come by out of nowhere: it dragged its rear left leg behind it and clutched a turtle-appropriate walker with both front legs.

Half an hour later, the turtle had then arrived in her room. Dad and she had watched it and they both understood: the roadblock was about as effective as barrier tape in front of the buffet at an Overeaters Anonymous meeting.

Because of this, and also because she actually was happy about visitors in her room, she immediately opened the barrier and granted unconditional entry.

╚═════════════════

Foolish to assume one could lock a cat out of anywhere. Except for an armored door secured with heavy steel beams, absolutely nothing would work.

And once the cat is locked out, it will deploy its most devious and nastiest weapon: hours of meowing outside the door. That eventually drives you crazy and you heave the heavy door aside again so the poor animal can go into the room.

Then, and only then, will the cat immediately leave the room it just entered and lie down somewhere - just not in this once-forbidden room - and sleep. Then you stand there and admire the stubbornness of this graceful animal - and the pointless bill for a steel-reinforced armored door on the kitchen.

I don't even want to start on the tricks of lame turtles. Just this much: it leaves deep, emotional scars to be beaten in slow motion with a turtle-appropriate walker.

The backside of humans is the subject of many legends and customs.

Men enjoy the rear view of women, men enjoy their own rear padding so they can sit for hours in front of the PlayStation (who wants to game standing up anyway?!), and children find their own butt cheeks immensely fascinating since their parents keep forbidding them to interact with them.

But there are limits. Not many, and basically hardly strictly controlled, but they exist.

The infamous and for generations demonized butt-bite is one such example. Tooth enamel has no business in this area, just as little as a refrigerator at the North Pole.

If teeth do find their way to the bodily conclusion, it seems strange, repulsive, and dangerous. Just imagine you had to go to the doctor for a bite wound on your butt. No doctor in the world will believe you that you accidentally sat on your grandma's dentures. No doctor will believe you, but laugh - laugh they all will.

I know it. Because I once vigorously sat on my grandpa's dentures. The medical clarification of potential infections is still pending to this day, twenty years later, but I could write a wall-unit-filling encyclopedia with the number of doctors laughing at me.

And that your own child bit you in the rear - nobody believes that either - except other parents.

╔═════ LEVEL UP! ══════
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"Your pants were really tasty!"

For genetically unclearly formulated reasons, she thirsted for the feeling of squishy, fleshy material between her teeth.

The sofa cushions were too dry and fibrous for her.

The cat ran away too fast and wasn't really fleshy - more wiry and elegant.

The pork roast from the refrigerator took this clumsy approach attempt badly and was a bit reserved when whole pieces were bitten off.

But there was one area that no person could really monitor absolutely, since it was outside one's own field of vision - and always was. Especially when Grandpa's dentures should be lying on a stool.

Dad didn't notice when she crept up one rainy afternoon. He was puttering around in the kitchen and had his eyes on the pork roast, which showed inexplicable craters.

Powerfully and without much preparation, she buried her child teeth in his sitting flesh, which seemed enormously strengthened by various long PlayStation evenings. A brief but loud cry of pain signaled to her that her attack had been successful.

Then she sought her salvation in flight, leaving Dad puzzled in the kitchen.

When she returned later, Dad had taken precautions. He had really fully taken care of the pork roast - and tied it with a string to his behind.

Now she could at least bite whenever she wanted.

Or once the hungry cat was no longer hanging on the pork roast on Dad's butt.

╚═════════════════

There can be different justifications for human action. If you ask yourself why you exposed your behind, that raises questions in itself. Understandable answers could be:

	"I was just too warm."

	"A mouse got lost in my pants."

	"I thought I was already on the toilet." (especially common at Oktoberfest)



In a child's cosmos, such sentences are hardly heard - not solely because a mouse in relation to the interior of children's pants would be a gigantic monstrosity and would be noticed immediately. In my shorts, entire colonies of mice could easily be present without me noticing, because they're cut so baggy.

Sometimes I'm even convinced it's already the case. But then I realize it's just my phone on vibrate.

Then I realize my wife has written that I forgot to take out the trash. I would have preferred mice.

╔═════ LEVEL UP! ══════
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"Why did you expose your butt?" - "Because I can!"

In the middle of the room, she exposed her behind and now stood there - virtually unable to move, since no normal person, regardless of age, can move around in any way with their pants down without completely checking their dignity at the coat rack.

This sight presented her parents with a puzzle. It seemed airy, but diapers had long ceased to be a topic, and commercially available underwear theoretically offered a certain comfort.

It seemed funny, because although she stood there quite embarrassingly, loud laughter escaped her small mouth.

But that wasn't all. Dad had long known from her that an incident like this, which could just barely be grasped and processed with a rational mind, could be escalated to the immeasurable by a small child.

So it wasn't surprising when she whirled her naked butt around and laughed even louder.

To the question of why she was doing all this, came that answer that recalled the motto of many helpless parents ("As long as you put your feet under my table...!") and thereby unfolded a remarkable effect: "because I can!".

Somewhere she suddenly heard the sound of the Windows shutdown melody, and Dad stood there rather motionless.

But naturally she knew why he, as a man, stood like an idiot in the middle of the room and did absolutely nothing else besides senseless standing around: because he could.

╚═════════════════

I like to try to apply to myself the standards that apply to a toddler in a social context.

When my daughter exposes her butt in public, it elicits laughter as a reaction from most people, or at least a smile.

With me it's different. When I expose my behind in public, nobody laughs. I tried this once, just for research purposes for this book, of course.

It's more of a creeping process that takes place in the faces of watching people. At first, they don't really know if it's a joke or hidden camera or the like. After a few moments, when nobody jumps into the picture to resolve the scene, comes the realization that this is a real event, which should be met according to one's learned customs of politeness and humanity.

Only such a situation isn't necessarily stored in the standard repertoire, and because the viewers' brains search in vain for an adequate reaction, the facial expression changes from slight amusement and delicate uncertainty toward complete fear. Because a person who readily exposes his behind in public and grins so stupidly while doing it is capable of anything.

Often people ran away from me when I asked how they found that.

As an author, it's sometimes really hard to capture people's voices for your book - when those voices are only fear-filled screams.

I then played out the thought further and asked myself whether these people ALWAYS run away screaming at the sight of a naked behind. Then they're not parents (changing diapers without looking at butt cheeks is scientifically impossible) and very strange scenes must play out at home when you want to get started with your partner.

What I would have wished for was applause. For my courage, for my dedication to writing publicly founded texts, yes for my scientific spirit.

At least I tell myself my spirit is scientific. Even the mental state of a twelve-year-old can be incredibly scientific - honestly.

These slapped-down doomsday justifications from my little one didn't end with this scenario yet. You too must have noticed by now that there's always room upward. Always.

Disarming honesty should basically enrich every aspect of living together, but let's go through this individually:

	Your wife stands in front of the mirror and tries on the new sweater that's unfortunately one size too small, and you're asked how it looks. If you're honest now, you're single. Then you'll be the one disarmed. Down below. Despite, or because of, disarming honesty.

	You're invited to friends for dinner. You're served a variable mass of indefinable stuff as dessert that was supposed to be "cooked apple" but more resembles a collection of industrial rubber waste cooked for weeks. If you're honest now, you'll survive but have no more friends. Out of politeness you'll die miserably on a rubber apple while these friends hold out their hands to say goodbye.

	Your child paints you a picture. It's supposed to represent you, various flowers, houses, and some clouds - but looks more like someone threw up on it after a kebab. If you're honest now, the child cries, but will understand it needs to get better. On top of that, your partner will wildly insult you as a cold-hearted donkey who has no idea about art.

	For your birthday, you receive the gift of the unimaginative: a new shirt in the colors of the French Revolution, newly interpreted by an obviously heavily drunk and blind designer who thought it would look great to just tip the bucket of paint onto the fabric and play soccer on it. Now there are two possibilities, depending on whether the giver still has the receipt. If you're honest now, you'll at least get the money back with a receipt, but basically get a slap as an additional gift, and without a receipt there's only a slap - but at least you don't have to walk around in that disgusting monstrosity of miserable taste.

	You arrive an hour late to an appointment. If you're honest now, then instead of apologizing, you say you found something better along the way, and that's why you're late, and it's a bit uncomfortable for you but you won't lose sleep over it. Then you at least have the rest of the day to do what you want. Alone.



A certain benefit can't be denied. In the overall picture, however, the interpersonal aspect is rather meager. Children don't know this. I too often don't know it either, by the way.

╔═════ LEVEL UP! ══════
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"I'm making a nice mess again!"

After playing at kindergarten, she entered the hallway that Dad had just thoroughly vacuumed, mopped, and polished with his own tongue moments before, since he liked it very clean.

When she opened the first Velcro strap on her left shoe, Dad suffered his first minor nervous breakdown. Tiny amounts of sand and dirt spread across the floor, but in a comparatively small radius.

Then she pulled off the shoe, and Dad suffered a panic attack.

When she then took off her rolled-up pants and straightened the cuff at the bottom of her foot, Dad fainted.

Upon waking, he discovered that there was sufficient sand in the hallway to have a new desert dedicated and cartographically recorded by the geographical federal office.

Fittingly, she would call it the "Dirt Desert," since no name seemed more appropriate to absolutely everyone involved.

While Mom already ran off to organize the broom, a snow shovel, an excavator, and a smaller gigaton bomb for the cleaning, she had her very own comment for this situation.

It was honest. And it was true. But it wasn't helpful.

╚═════════════════

╔═════════════════
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"What did you paint?" - "Just something!"

To create this masterpiece of toddler creativity, all her colored pencils were necessary, plus all the markers, pieces of chalk, watercolors, loose cat hair, and colorful packaging scraps she could find.

It was - something. Not directly identifiable, not exactly beautiful either, more... special. Just like her.

Even she herself realized that the result didn't exactly belong to her best works. But she also realized that her parents would say out of pure kindness that she painted it really wonderfully.

Which they then did - and then they asked her what exactly her image was supposed to represent.

It was - something, she replied with a shrug.

A psychologist who was supposed to analyze this picture (similar to those famous inkblot analyses where mentally healthy people should recognize a butterfly, but Dad only sees an inkblot) has been sitting in a psychiatric institution ever since, uncontrollably throwing colored pencils at canvases. But he simply can't reach her creative genius. Not yet - many electroshocks and colorful pills still await him.

╚═════════════════

Let's grant ourselves a break from the verbal and turn to the achievements in the physical realm.

The connection between an unwanted state of an object and the necessary measure to remove this unwanted state again doesn't reveal itself to everyone.

You know this from various folk festivals, where far too many people think they need to fight against their spinning head while dead drunk by pouring even more alcohol into themselves.

Or men who haven't yet understood that the discussion - any discussion - with their own wife could end in their favor if they try to achieve that through logical, further argumentation. It doesn't matter that the man is right. The wife knows that.

You also don't try to dry wet clothes by pouring more water over them.

Children are already further along.

╔═════ LEVEL UP! ══════
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Putting gloves on the radiator

After the last snowball fight with Dad - which she won by a landslide because Dad was virtually defenseless and strangely only threw beside the target, even though he always hit Mom - her fabric gloves were slightly soaked.

She had observed that her dear parents always put their gloves on the big white colossus on the wall, and the gloves were dry some time later.

Additionally, these gloves were then so hard and stiff that her parents could immediately hammer a nail into the wall with them.

Then she tried it out herself and already ran with the soaking wet gloves to the white giant and threw them vigorously onto it. A cozy warmth enveloped her briefly. But really only very briefly, because her parents then got upset that now a trail of water led from the door to the radiator. The only ones who found this great were the cat, because it immediately distributed the water in the other rooms too - and the mop.

But later her gloves were also dry; the big White One had done a complete job.

Later her wet trail was also dry; the big Wise One (Dad) had done a complete job with the scrubbing cloth.

However, this principle of drying on whitish colossi left much to be desired in the world outside of room heating. When she laid her wet gloves on a large white dog that happened to be walking by, the gloves became less dry, more furry. And loud barking didn't really make things dry either; it only created a certain distance between her and the animal.

But this experience heated things up for her.

╚═════════════════

Part of the standard weaponry of small children are plastic bricks that, even in the smallest size, are equipped with a disturbingly high number of sharp-edged corners. However, these never turn against children, but always against careless adults who step on them in the dark on the way to the toilet and swallow a resounding cry of pain so their own child doesn't wake up. EVEN THOUGH IT'S AT FAULT.

At a younger age, stones specially developed for this age group are used. Because we were now moving into a more advanced age, my daughter was also allowed to try "normal" Lego.

She quickly discovered that you can build more complex things from the smaller variant than from the clunky elements that, even with the world's greatest creativity, were at best sufficient for a snake, a worm, a giant worm, a cucumber, a block, or even a lump.

And incidentally, I got to experience what it's like to step on an even smaller Lego brick than before at night in pitch darkness, one that could be used for so many new constructions but was somehow always used for a nocturnal Dad-foot-sole-destruction-machine.

╔═════ LEVEL UP! ══════

[ICON]

Building with small Lego

Dad had bequeathed her his old Lego box, which he had accumulated eons of years ago when pirates and knights were still a typical Lego area.

In it, she found numerous treasures that today only legends and heroic songs can tell about.

Cannons that can fire black, round building blocks - which are then only found again when moving out. Before that, they merge perfectly with the darkness and the numerous dust bunnies under sofas, cabinets, and beds.

Horses that have an anatomically correct recess in their middle so you can place or position the knight with the stiff legs on or in the horse. At the next museum visit, she then asked her dad why the horse's back was continuous - nobody can sit on it like that.

There was also a Lego shark. This showed her in an astonishing way what terror such an animal would spread if she ever encountered it in real waters. But there wouldn't be any real danger - she could just close its snout.

Her first construction created a mountain with a small pirate base on it. For the mountain, she used all the stones she could find that somehow pointed upward.

These stones were long and pointy. And everyone knows what happened when Dad made his way to the toilet at night and her pirate island stood in the middle of the hallway as if by magic.

The built mountain was still completely intact - you could now place a Lego rider on or in Dad's foot sole.

╚═════════════════

Personal trainers are totally trending.

Not with me, because I don't need anyone to instruct me on how best to lose weight. I know that myself. But eating nothing at all, or only one broccoli per day, isn't really an option either.

And I don't need someone who yells at me that I should please do the squat all the way down, and that it's not a squat if you bend down to pick up the fallen remote control - but my knees are clearly bent in the process, so it counts just by the name alone.

On some days I do about fifty of these squats. Weight loss still doesn't work.

And incidentally, I also had my own trainer in the house - one who didn't shy away from physically disciplining me when I was unmotivated or unsuccessful, to ensure that I at least did one (!) sit-up.

╔═════ LEVEL UP! ══════

[image: ]

Performing strongly forced sit-ups on others

A certain responsibility befell her when it came to ensuring training success within the family.

Her student wasn't exactly a bubbling spring of athletic activity joy and required harsh tutoring in actually moving.

Simple sitting around actually does burn calories too, as her test subject never tired of telling everyone, but quantity-wise that was about like insisting vehemently that lifting the chip bag also burns calories.

Of course it does, but the effect seemed somehow unpromising in the overall context.

Dad was playing with her and then tried to sit up. The pathetic activation of his non-existent back muscles sent her into laughter and horror at how clumsy one could be.

Immediately she rushed to him and provided support. He really only felt for a very, very short time like he had already landed in the nursing home.

Dad let her know that he didn't need help - but she had seen the incarnate horror; she knew better.

With all her strength, she heaved the jiggly mass that was her dad forward and straightened him up ramrod straight. He thanked her politely.

Then he ran away. He probably wanted to implement what he'd learned directly and do even more sit-ups.

╚═════════════════

I'd like to briefly note that I'm not quite as unathletic as one might now think. So yes, unathletic, but I was simply too slow for my daughter's taste to get up. I can't manage that in two milliseconds even as a rock-hard, well-trained guy in his thirties.

No normal person can do that. Only Chuck Norris.

Strengthening one's own child's creative will is one of the basic tasks of parental support.

Where colored pencils are still an easy-to-handle scribbling that you can practice almost anywhere with sufficient preparation and safeguarding without having to fear major damage, watercolor regularly presents parents with new, colorful, and watery challenges.

Our daughter painted with watercolors at kindergarten - and looked accordingly when she came home that day. We had to ritually burn her clothes.

Now we didn't want to deny her this pleasure in our home halls and provided her with the necessary equipment. But as I already mentioned, preparation is the guarantee that the floor doesn't perish in a far-too-colorful but water-soluble flood wave.

╔═════ LEVEL UP! ══════
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Painting with watercolors

A cup of water unfortunately belongs to the basic equipment for painting with watercolors.

In it, she not only had to wash out her brush but also make it wet so she could even remove the dried paint from its small, round dish and transfer it onto the white sheet of paper in front of her.

Basically, the design would also work without water by just slapping the dry paint wildly onto the paper - the coloring of modern and current fashion can't possibly work any differently when you look at the end result - but for that she'd
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Thank you very much!

 

Crossword puzzle created with:

https://www.xwords-generator.de/

 

Solution, from top to bottom: 

Fool, Child, Noodles, Preschool, Butter, Sleep, Ads, Gear, English, Lego, Otter, Wolf, Swing, Dirt, Cow, City, Mom

The sad big solution: Smartassery

 

 

The rest was written by me, Marcus Major.

 

The impressions came solely from the most wonderful little being in the whole world - my daughter. Dad has you ultima-loved!

 

And I naturally have you ultima-loved too, Baby Pig!

 


  
    Table of Contents

    
      	
        Start
      

      	
        Foreword
      

      	
        Month 37
      

      	
        Month 38
      

      	
        Month 39
      

      	
        Month 40
      

      	
        Month 41
      

      	
        Month 42
      

      	
        Month 43
      

      	
        Month 44
      

      	
        Month 45
      

      	
        Month 46
      

      	
        Month 47
      

      	
        Month 48
      

      	
        4th Birthday
      

      	
        The Crazy Crossword Puzzle
      

      	
        Bibliography
      

    

  

    Orientierungsmarken

    
      	
        Inhaltsverzeichnis
      

    

  
img3.png





img8.png





img11.png
[ 8]





img1.png





img5.png
YA
-





img7.png





img9.png





img4.png
(%]





img2.png





img10.png





img13.png





img12.png





img6.png





