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AUTHOR’S NOTE

Over the years, I’ve written tons of articles, essays and opinion pieces. Not to mention blogs. I thought perhaps it was time to put them all in one place, for posterity.  These date back a few years, as far back as 2001, when I gave birth to my only child, only to find the whole world going to hell a few months later, all the way up to the present. Some of these essays are serious, some are just plain silly, and some are inspirational. But, it’s all from the heart. My heart. There is no real rhyme or reason behind the order of these essays, because there is no real rhyme or reason behind the way my brain works. Most of them involve things completely personal to me, but I figure what is most personal is also most universal. At least that’s what I’ve come to discover.

Maybe the stuff that has journeyed into and out of my brain will make you think, or smile...or both. If it does, then it was worth writing.

Marie

P.S.  Be sure to check out all my goings-on at my website, www.mariedjones.com. I’m always up to something.

“BLESSED TO THE MAX!”

I knew that my chances of becoming pregnant were getting slimmer all the time. I was now 38 years old, and truly had to come to grips with the fact that I might never bear a child. The truth is, I hadn’t really tried to have a child before. But I was fully aware of the way the years were flying by, and with it, my chances of ever getting the opportunity.

Imagine my shock and surprise when a routine blood and urine test at my primary care physician’s office told me that I was pregnant. This came as a great shock to me, because I had not been trying, was on birth control, and thought it was some kind of Candid Camera joke. But it was real, and that’s when the anxiety started.

Subsequent tests showed I was two months along, which was considered the most delicate time for any pregnancy. This was the time many miscarriages occurred, and my husband and I lived each day in a state of suspended animation, wondering when the other shoe would drop. I had been experiencing spotting right from the start, and was constantly worried. I called my doctor’s office a dozen times; always getting the reassurance that light spotting without cramping was nothing to worry about.

Still, I found it impossible to relax, even into my third month. When the spotting finally stopped my husband and I were ready to celebrate, even tell all our family members our good news. We had been holding off, wanting to make certain, but now we felt it was time. We made the phone calls and everyone was thrilled and excited for us. Women friends who had experienced miscarriages cautioned me to not get too excited. I took their warnings as somewhat inconsiderate, until I realized they were speaking from experience, and did not want to see me hurt.

Those words would come back to haunt me one night when I began to experience the most severe abdominal pain I had ever felt. As I struggled to get into the bathroom, yelling for my husband to come help me, I felt a gush of warm fluid between my legs and barely made it into the bathroom before the bright red flow of blood poured out of me. My husband held me as I literally moaned in pain, holding my stomach as the agonizing cramps moved through me. I continued to bleed for a few moments, heavy at first, and then it subsided along with the stomach pains. I sat there in a cold sweat, afraid to meet my husband’s eyes. 

Neither one of us spoke for a long time. We both knew what had happened. I had lost the baby. It took me hours before I could even say anything, and then all I could say was “I’m sorry,” as if somehow it were my fault, as if I had a defect or something that made me unable to carry to term. My husband told me there was nothing to be sorry about, assuring me that a miscarriage was always nature’s way of preventing a genetically damaged egg from being fertilized. That explanation didn’t make it any easier, and all that night I cried. Then I realized how foolish I was being, that my body knew best what was right and that if this baby was not to be, there was a very good reason. Exhausted, I surrendered to sleep.

The next day I set about with the terrible task of calling back family and friends and giving them the bad news. Everyone was so sad and sympathetic for us. I called my doctor to tell her what had happened and she wanted to see me the next day, to make sure the miscarriage was complete so that infection would not arise. I didn’t see much point in going in, but agreed. At her office, I gave blood and urine samples, had a quick exam, and left with a heavy heart. Two days later, the phone rang and it was the nurse practitioner at my doctor’s office. I felt my heart leap into my throat as I heard her words. “Uh...you better come back in for a check-up. You’re still pregnant.”

The shock made me speechless for a moment, but eventually I managed to sputter out the word “How?” She told me that my blood test confirmed it, and that my urine test backed up that confirmation, and that the doctor wanted to see me right away.

The next day, I found myself in the doctor’s office with my husband listening as the doctor explained that it is often common for a woman to become pregnant with twins, only to have one miscarry very early on in the pregnancy. She was certain this is what had happened to me, having no other explanation for what I had experienced that night.

“The stronger of the two survived the trauma. As far as these tests indicate, you are most definitely pregnant,” she told us, and three additional blood tests showed I was indeed with child.

For the next three months, it was touch and go. I continued to have spotting, cramping, and abdominal pains, and each time panicked that I was going to miscarry. But by my fifth month, an ultrasound showed a healthy fetus growing happily inside me, and my doctor could find nothing wrong with me at all, except my penchant for worrying, which she scolded me about good-naturedly.

In my sixth month, I panicked all over again when I went for my amniocentesis, only to find out two weeks later that I was carrying a perfectly healthy baby boy. My husband and I were relieved and overjoyed, and by my seventh month my little boy, whom we decided to name Max, was kicking and moving inside me like a pro soccer player. Each and every time I felt him tumble or turn, I thanked God for blessing us with a baby that would not only be carried full term, but would be strong and hearty to boot.

Maxwell Gordon Elvis Jones was born via C-section on a cold March morning, and since then he is growing into a strong, determined and delightful little boy. I still wonder about his twin. Would it have been another boy, or girl, but I’m grateful for the child I have been given, and the honor of being his mom.

“BOYS WITHOUT BOMBS”

How do you raise a boy to know peace in a world that increasingly embraces war? How do you nurture a peacemaker when all around you, men are choosing to kill, destroy, lie, cheat and steal in the name of religion, greed, political beliefs, or just sheer nationalistic arrogance? I wondered that as I watched my sweet little 21-month-old baby boy, Max, sleeping next to me, as only a few miles away, the blast of bombs could be heard from military exercises at a nearby testing range.

As Max lay there beside me lost in baby boy dreams, his long eyelashes brushing against soft pink cheeks, the house began to reverberate from the blasts of bomb tests going on just a few miles to the north of our San Marcos, California home. Marines at Camp Pendleton were once again learning the fine art of war, and according to the local news, the blasts would continue through out the week in preparation for possible war with Iraq. 

It was not something new, these tests, but with recent events, something that I had usually laughed off as “little boys playing war games” now took on a much more serious tone. This wasn’t a game. These were grown men (and women, yes, but mostly men) spending their entire lives immersed in the science and artistry of killing other human beings, and getting paid for it.  

Outside I could hear the shouts of neighborhood children playing basketball, and adults chattering around the mailboxes, catching up on the latest gossip.  It was the picture of normalcy, a friendly cul-de-sac where just about everybody knew each other by name and everyone had been in everyone else’s house. Every now and then, another bomb went off, an unpleasant reminder that amidst that happy illusion, the specter of war was never too far off, hovering on the perimeters like a potential pedophile standing outside an elementary school gate.

As I snuggled up against Max, I wondered how it was possible that something so small and needy and adorable could grow up to one day to go off and willingly kill other human beings, all in the name of “country” or “patriotism, or worst of all, “God.”  How could this innocent child, who would spend the next few years thinking only the best of people, one day find it hard not to think the worst of them?  He was a blank canvas, and I knew in my heart that I would be only one of many artists who would try to imprint my vision upon him before he came into his own selfhood. 

I believe in both the nature and nurture theories. I’ve read the books. I’ve seen the experts on the TV talk shows. I’ve examined the research. I know that men have more aggressive thoughts and actions because of testosterone and all that physiological stuff about the brain differences between genders and how men tend to express anger and fear in a more outward manner than women, yadda, yadda, yadda...

But I also believe that love conquers all things, even testosterone.

I know that there are “bad people” out there who want to hurt others, people who want to kill and make war and commit acts of violence for monetary gain or nationalistic pride or religious fanaticism or just plain power. I watch the news. I read the papers. I’m neither blind nor stupid.

But I also believe that peace is a much better choice than war. Always. And that there is indeed enough to go around, and that we really can get along if we just live and let live.  And that sometimes we should think about honoring those who fight for peace the same way we honor those who go off to make war. Rarely does my local news media focus on the peacemakers, only on the soldiers who willingly go off to kill other soldiers and innocent civilians because it is “their job.” 

If every parent was committed to teaching their children peace, we might just a few generations from now see an end to all wars. Pollyanna, yes. Optimist, yes, I’ve been called those things and more, but I know that children are not born bigots and killers. Somebody has to teach them how to hate.

Now, the challenge is, how do we learn to unteach it?

My husband and I are committed to raising Max to love and respect others, but we know we will be outnumbered once he goes off to his first year at school. The world will take him, then, and try to mold him into the best follower/consumer he can be. Rarely does this world mold true leaders. However, we do have hope, for the parenting experts tell us that parents do indeed have the most impact upon their children, not celebrities, athletes or thank God, politicians.  

So maybe, just maybe, Max will grow up to know exactly what he can do to make the world a better place.

He will stand for something good. He will refuse to kill others for someone else’s political agenda. 

He will spread peace.

––––––––

“WHAT DO I TELL MY CHILD?”

When I found out I was pregnant at the ripe young age of 38, I was filled with shock and elation...and fear. I had not planned on having children, and had never thought about life as anything other than a married woman, but now I was faced with the daunting task of being responsible to another human being. As excited and happy as my husband and I were, in my quieter moments I began to wonder how adults raised children when so many of us were still raising ourselves. Could I, who was still searching for my own center, my own purpose, help someone else find his or hers?

There were questions that I knew would have to be answered over the course of my child’s development, questions I wasn’t even sure I knew the answers to. As a minister and long-time student of religious studies and spiritual pursuits, I was supposed to have the answers to life’s big questions. I was supposed to understand how the universe worked and why it worked that way. Yet I was often just as much at a loss to explain the mysterious workings of a Higher Order as anyone else was, especially when a tragedy or setback had just shaken my own faith.

How, then, would I explain them to my child? What would I tell her, or him, although intuitively I suspect it’s a girl, when she wants to know why there is violence, rape, holy wars, atrocities against children, sexual abuse, murder, and shooting rampages in schools?

How do I tell my child that there are people in the world that kill and oppress others in the name of God, religion, greed and pride; that there are men who will try to abuse her body, possibly rape her, and that her odds of experiencing sexual violence are greater than her odds of going to college? What do I tell my child when she wants to know why children have guns, and why teenagers kill other teenagers, and why in some countries guns are given more respect than life itself? 

Or those governments in some third world nations sanction the slaughter of female children while religious institutions all over the world teach that women are filth and evil and “less-than?”  Or that greed and money and desire for material wealth and power are the main causes of wars, strife, murder, crime and misery? How do I explain to her when she confronts me with the issue of equality that no matter how strong or capable or talented she is, she will never be able to make the same money or achieve the same glory that a man doing the same thing will achieve? That she can never play first base for the San Diego Padres, or linebacker for the Oakland Raiders? That she will have to work twice as hard to be equally as good at everything? That her ideas and opinions will be often be torn apart, judged, made fun of and disparaged, that is, when they are not being ignored altogether?

I know that she will want to know why the earth is dying, just as she herself is growing. What do I tell my child about air pollution, the destruction of
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