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To my wife,

Thank you, for supporting me in all that I do.

To my boys,

Without you guys this book would not be possible.

TABLE OF CONTENTS 


Introduction         11

Chapter 1


A Sunny Day        13


Chapter 2


After You      18


Chapter 3


Having Leftovers      23


Chapter 4


Punishment    29


Chapter 5

A Big Backyard  35





TABLE OF CONTENTS




Chapter 6

Save Money       39

Chapter 7

A Grand Slam      44

Chapter 8

Bouncing Checks      51

Chapter 9

Losing Tools        57

Chapter 10

Milestones      63

Chapter 11

Why       68

Chapter 12

Mama Clean     74

Chapter 13

Strangers      79



TABLE OF CONTENTS


Chapter 14

Welcome Home      83

Chapter 15

The Loser   90


Chapter 16

Treasure  96


Chapter 17

Step Back   102



George’s Thoughts  110


	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

BOY DAD

Part 2

[image: image]


A collection of fond memories

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

INTRODUCTION



[image: image]


My name is George.  I’m a husband, father, brother, son, nephew, grandson, cousin, and a friend.  Well, I guess I am many things. I definitely always try my hardest to be the best at all my titles as I can be. Even though, sometimes it might seem that being the best at all these things might not actually be what I am best at, at all. This book is about exactly that, "Wanting to be the best but feeling you might not always be, and accepting it." 

This book is definitely by no means in anyway meant to be any kind of parent blueprint or rulebook. Children do not come with a manual and I assure you I’d never try to write one either. Everyone parents differently. As long as we parent with love, good intentions, and with the best in mind for our children, I believe we are doing it right. 

I have three boys, Camden 8, Conner 6, and Cohen 1.  Camden is now in second grade, Conner in first, and Cohen is finally walking. So much has happened since Part 1. I am super happy to be able to share some more of our memories with you, and hopefully, maybe even help you learn from what has and has not worked for us.
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CHAPTER 1

A SUNNY DAY
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The sun is out. It’s so bright and warm. There are birds chirping, lawn mowers running, and children are playing. Some people are at work or school. Some are just waking up. There are people going on picnics and washing their cars. Sounds perfect to me. Sounds just like a nice spring or summer day. This sounds calm and relaxed. No worries. Not a care in the world. 

Now the sun has gone down and the moon is out. It is dark and the temperature has fallen. The birds are sleeping and the crickets are chirping.  You and the kids are finally asleep in bed. Then, out of nowhere, you are awaken by branches hitting your windows. Lightning is dancing across the sky and thunder is crashing so loud your freshly washed car’s alarm is now going  off.  The tornado sirens are blaring from every direction. This storm is going to be a big one.

Sure,  these are two totally different scenarios. I am not trying to say, one is good and the other is bad. I love a scorching hot day in the 90s or higher every so often as long as I am not working. I am also the guy you will see sitting on the patio, porch, or in the garage trying to enjoy the sounds and smells of a good thunderstorm. So, definitely one scenario is not worse than the other, unless you were the person who just spent two hours washing your car, just before the torrential downpour. 

The point is they are both different. They are both pretty much opposite. Night and day, as long as God allows is a guarantee. We do not have to be a scientist to predict the sun will light up the day and the moon will come out at night. How about something we can not predict? How about the thunderstorm that just came out of nowhere. The storm that had you have known was going to come,  you would not have wasted part of your day washing your car. The storm that made you happy to know you cut your grass before it came and cooled down the scorcher day. 

These situations are so different. They almost describe what it can be like having more than one kid. My guys usually get along very well with each other. They love most of the same things. They enjoy the same kinds of games and sports. They share many of the same friends. They even like some of the same foods: hamburgers, chicken nuggets, french fries, and pizza. Who doesn't love nuggets and pizza? Really? 

They sometimes will go all day playing together so well. It can be so nice, being able to relax knowing they are getting along. This is our version of a sunny day attitude. There are other times, however, when one of them wakes up, and the first word is, “Move,” or “That's mine.” When the day starts out this way, all we can do is think, “Here we go!” Sometimes I can almost see the future it seems. I know for sure The Mama is going to say, “So, this is how today is going to be?” It really is a for sure bet, those will be her exact words to follow their morning attitude. 

Of course, there are times one will come home from a friends house or upstairs from playing,  and he will see the other one playing with his toys or coloring with his markers. Then, yup, you probably guessed it. Here comes the arguments and wrestling. These arguments usually do not last very long, before The Mama or me jump in. They usually end with them getting a time out or being grounded. None of the punishments happen before the name calling and threats to each other, after being pulled apart.

There are other times, the day will start off wonderful. One of them will wake up the other or after one wakes up they just jump right into what the other is doing and everything seems perfect. Perfect until, what seems like out of nowhere, one of them gets mad. It seems almost as if, someone rang a bell for a boxing match. No one knows when it’s going to happen. There is laughter sometimes. Other times, they are quiet. Before we know it, there it goes. An argument erupts over something. Usually something small. There it is. These arguments are the branches that rip through your siding on your house in the middle of the night, during an unexpected thunderstorm. 

These attitudes can only be explained as unexpected thunderstorms. We don’t know where they came from, only the weather man does. Just as, we have no idea where the argument came from, only the boys do. We can't stop the thunderstorm, but we can fix the damaged siding. We can't hold off the rain, but we can cut the grass before the down pour. When it comes to the kids thunderstorms, we can't stop them from coming either, but we can fix the problem. Most of the time it has to be with a time out or being grounded. Am I happy when it storms? Never in this case. I’d be much happier on A SUNNY DAY!
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