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To Woody, 

my sweet friend.

I will miss you!
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A Note to the Reader:
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I hope you enjoy these innermost thoughts and smidgeons of my life. Some of these narratives are just rantings and ravings while others are testaments to the many miracles I have personally witnessed, which in turn have greatly increased my faith. I hope they will do the same for you. 
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Chasin' Jason
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*written in 2013  

When I was a little girl, I knew without a doubt someday I would be a mom. I knew this because I wanted it more than anything in the world, and like most American girls, I was often told that when I grew up I could be anything I wanted to be. I didn’t know then if I would become a nurse like my cousin Carla, or a teacher since I loved to play school, but I knew I would be a wife and a mom. 

I had so much love to give and could not wait to give it! As a small child, I often carried around my Baby Alive doll as if she were, well, alive. I loved her so much. I took her everywhere. I would slather her in baby powder, feed her with a tiny bottle, and even change her diaper on a padded toy box that served perfectly as a changing table. I was a great little mom. I have always had that nurturing, mothering instinct, and I absolutely could not wait to have children. Finally, when I turned twenty-eight, my baby was on his way.

It all started one day, a few months after my wedding day, when I looked in the mirror and thought Mmmmm... this shirt is really tight!  I was almost too embarrassed to leave the house. The next thing I knew there was this little stick telling me I was pregnant!  What an incredibly joyous day that was!  I would be twenty-nine when I delivered Jason. My mom was the same age when she delivered me. I had been married five months when I got pregnant. So had she. To me, these were good signs. 

The day I found out I was pregnant, there was no waiting period. We told everybody we knew pretty much right away. Soon however, morning sickness took over, and it didn’t only come in the morning, nor did it last for just the first few weeks. It completely engulfed me for almost my entire pregnancy. I actually lost fourteen pounds during my first trimester. Jason still jokes about pulling the puke cord when he was living in my stomach. I guess you could say he was a little toot from the start!  

Jason was due on January 8, but I went into labor on Christmas Eve. My doctor was out of town for the holidays (of course), so I was left to progress on my own, which I did not do. I was in labor for six days before my doctor walked into my hospital room carrying what looked like a ruler, broke my water, told me things should speed up then, which they did, and he went home. 

He came back that afternoon to deliver my 6 lb. 3 oz. baby boy, who was perfect except for two of his toes which are halfway grown together just like mine. I was so relieved to hear him belt out his first cry. They put him in my arms, and right away he grabbed my finger. I was in love. Then they whisked him away to measure him and do whatever else they do to babies. I missed him so much!  I wonder if they still do that to moms and their babies. Anyway, here I am fifteen years later, wondering where the years have gone. 

I just want to say right off, that my son is a genius. At least, he was. I’m not really sure what happened. When he was less than three months old, he would touch his fists together when prompted. It’s true. I have video to prove it. What other three month old does that??? 

When he started crawling, he understood that no meant no crawling into the kitchen. Out of necessity, I taught him the meaning of the word no pretty quickly. He was so smart! 

I often wonder what happened to my little Einstein. Now, when I tell him to clean his room, he can’t seem to comprehend my language. When I hand him a list of chores, he has suddenly lost the ability to read. He almost failed Geometry, though he was once hailed the “Math King” in Kindergarten. He still doesn’t understand that showers must be taken daily and still asks for a dirty day. How will he ever get a girlfriend?

While my son’s brain may have theoretically gotten smaller, his heart has only grown bigger. He can be the sweetest kid! (I am a high school teacher, so I have had the, um, pleasure, of being around many kids over the years.) Jason really is a sweet child. He hugs me all the time, tells me he loves me every day, and feels bad when he makes me mad. However, he is also normal. He gripes and complains about his chores, he must be reminded several times to get them done, and he resents being reminded to do them. He pulls pranks on people too, never remembering to leave me out of his shenanigans. 

When he was little, he would scatter my stack of freshly laundered clothes, ride through my newly swept pile of dirt with his “go-go,” or climb over his baby gate to get a taste of bubble-gum flavored medicine, opening the childproof cap to have a swig. 

Once while I was brushing my teeth, he absconded the baby powder and proceeded to sprinkle every stuffed animal in the house...sigh. More recently, at age fourteen, he put the skull of a dead animal in my car. Why would he do that to his mother??? Sounds like a sweetheart, right? Needless to say, he has always been a handful, and though it’s true that he’s exasperating, he’s always the first to say he’s sorry, and the bond we share is indescribable. I love him so much that, as any good mom knows, it hurts. This must be the kind of love God feels for his children because the love a mother feels for her child is just out of this world. 

Jason started high school this year. Just when he was starting to get it together in Jr. high, the freshman year hit us both like a hurling ton of bricks. He may have discovered girls, and they are scrambling his brain—a fair assessment, I think, and a forgivable one. Unfortunately, his teachers are not as forgiving as his mother. 

I love teaching where my son attends school. Rather, he attends the school where I teach, as my mother so often reminds him when he complains about it. It’s an opportunity that most parents don’t have. I get to see him during the day, and I get to really know his friends. On the other hand, Jason has his mother in his business all the time. He just can’t get rid of me. If I weren’t around, Jason wouldn’t constantly be tattled on every time he threw a piece of paper across the room, nor would I constantly have to hear all the little annoying things my son has done during the day. The negativity gets to both of us. He often tells me that he just wants to be a regular kid.  Believe it or not, I want that for him too. Needless to say, this has been a difficult year for both of us, and it’s only November. 

I’m sure some of Jason
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