Poults

I actually ran out of room in my previous post to talk about
my little ones, my non-schoolers, so it’'s time for an update!

The baby, soon to be toddler, Christopher (we call him Beeber
since that's what his big sister used to call him) is getting
so big and is now probably closer to toddler than baby [J

He walks while holding onto things, and climbs onto anything
within reach! He has recently learned where his tongue is,
and if you ask to see it, he will stick it out - awww! He
still loves most kinds of fruits; his favorites are
strawberries, peaches, pears, and oranges, but he really
doesn’t like cantaloupe nor tomatoes.

Disney is just about the sweetest thing imaginable. Of
course, she is still 2, so occasionally she gets loud, whiny,
and insistent. But she is a very thoughtful little girl, and
a very unselfish 2-year-old. Case in point: the other day,
the girls made macaroni necklaces at our church carnival, and
a piece broke off of Sammie’s after we got home. Sammie was
launching into a tantrum, when all of a sudden, Disney jumps
off my lap and starts to take her own necklace off, saying,
“Here Sammie, you can have my necklace.” I can’t imagine any
other 2-year-old capable of such sweetness! Add that to her
little pageboy Buster Brown — as Carol calls it [J — back-to-
school haircut, and she is a living doll! Oh, and I forgot to
mention, Disney 1is much admired by her older sisters for her
ability to whistle!

Having the two of them together during the day is so fun! A
lot of busyness and some mild frustration, but only because of
the many messes Beeber makes and the fact that they’re both
still in diapers. I really need to work on Disney’s potty-
training. She has her little potty and likes to go in it, but
it’s not always a priority for her.. One of the secrets to
harmony in a family with more than a couple of small children
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is divide and conquer. My children are so much better behaved
when they are broken into groups of two or sometimes even
three. 1It’s really neat to give each sister the chance the be
the BIG sister, and Sammie the Kindergartner gets her chance
with Disney in the morning before her afternoon Kindergarten,
and Disney gets to be Beeber’s big sister while the two older
girls at school. Back to school time is so fun, and my oldest
daughter is really excited about attending her first football
game Friday night! I was a little hesitant to let her go;
especially after Wednesday evening when I hung out with a pack
of 10 seventh grade girls (a new endeavor of ours — we will be
leading youth groups on Wednesday nights! More on that later;
I'm still grasping the um, entirety of the situation). Seeing
that my daughter is only 3 years away from the ages of these
boy-crazy, cellphone-obsessed, “like”-spewing, makeup-toting
‘tweens tempted me to buy the totally awesome house on the way
to Fort Wayne and lock my 9-year-old daughter in the top of
the turret!

But I love where I live and wouldn’t dream of leaving, no
matter how cool that house is (or how far it would leave us in
debt). The bottom line is, my daughter is a great kid, and I
have to learn to trust her to hold her own — she’s not going
to be that type of kid! She acts mature and logical most of
the time; helping her little sisters and brother and she
deserves to get away from all the little kid stuff in our
household to step out with her friends. Perhaps volunteering
with this (insanely girly) group of girls (have you ever
noticed that if you close your eyes, you can mistake a group
of pre-pubescent girls for a gang of wild turkeys??) will
prepare me for what’s ahead with my 4 home-grown tweens and
teens. At least that’s what I'm hoping..

(In case you’re wondering about the title of this blog post..
Poults = baby turkeys. I have 3 daughters and one son.
Within a decade, my house will no doubt sound something like a
turkey farm!)
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Here We Go Again!

Everyone who has been reading my blog since I started it in
the beginning of 2008 knows my disdain for the 2-hour delay so
frequently used at my daughter’s school. Well, it’s that time
of year again — Tuesday was our first 2-hour delay of the
school year. It’s not like I want the buses to go out on the
slippery country roads and endanger kids and drivers; it'’s
just that the delay throws off the entire family for the whole
day! If there was some way to effectively implement the delay
for those who would have trouble getting to the school in poor
weather conditions, I think that would be a good solution.
However, it’'s obvious that would lead to kids falling behind
other kids and such, so it’s obvious why they don’t do that.
But 2-hour delays frustrate me nonetheless.

My 2-year-old gets frightened or crabby if we do things
differently from our normal routine. So when there’s a 2-
hour-delay, she sleeps in until after 10 and wakes up
disoriented, hungry and crabby. I guess I could wake her, but
I figure if she’s sleeping in then she needs the sleep — and
it will pay off for me later in the day because her daily pre-
naptime intensity won’'t be quite as demanding as usual. So
Tuesday'’'s delay was caused by snow, which meant that my 4-
year-old wanted to play in it all day (no preschool today).

But of course she wants someone to play with, and I'm not
comfortable letting my 2 and 4-year-olds play outside by
themselves of course. And on Tuesday it was too cold to take
the baby out with us.. So we were all stuck inside and my
middle two have a rivalry going on, which means that they
fight over everything and constantly; Tuesday being no
exception because why would it be? Hopefully the salt
shortage there is for the roads this winter won’t lead to more
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school delays — our first one did not go smoothly!

Walmart Saves The Day

What?!? Believe it or not, the title of my post does not have
the slightest hint of sarcasm! Walmart really DID save the
day for us yesterday! It almost makes me sorry for my many
rants against Walmart and their shady practices designed to
put small companies out of business.. almost sorry, but not
quite there.

It all started when we decided to take the kids over to Fort
Wayne, Indiana, which is about an hour away. We pulled into a
stall at the Sonic drive-thru for a light lunch and some
slushies (Sonic has awesome slushies and drinks), when we
realized we had forgotten my husband’s wallet, which left us
without money or credit cards. Luckily, we had picked up the
mail before we left the house and brought it in the car with
us. And luckily?, we had gotten a commission check in the
mail. So we braved the ‘big city’ Walmart customer service
line on the Saturday after Thanksgiving to see if they would
take pity on us and cash the check even without my husband’s
ID. We were gifted with even more luck when they accepted my
driver’s license to cash my husband’s check, and we were able
to eat lunch. Except now it had gotten really late and we
were all really hungry, so we decided to skip Sonic and go to
the Golden Corral that was in the Walmart outlot instead. If
you braved my posts about our vacation diary, then you
know how much we like Golden Corral. And I'd say that the one
in Fort Wayne is of the best quality out of any of the others
we've been to. After lunch, we took the kids to a
McDonald’s Playland, but it had only one little tunnel and one
small slide; prompting our 4-year-old to proclaim, “Dad, this


https://www.tangents.org/everyday-life/walmart-saves-the-day/

is boring!” But our 2-year-old loved it, and soon there were
more kids to play with and everybody had lots of fun -
including mom and dad since there was also a foosball table.
When we left the McDonald’s, we noticed there was a Burger
King across the street (when isn’t there?), and that Burger
King had a 3-story play area! Oh, well, we had fun where we
went and we can remember the BK for next time. We quenched
our thirst with drinks from Sonic, and there was a cool
looking car wash next door, so we treated the kids to a car
wash also -they love watching the soap, brushes, and water
cascading off the car. The second we pulled out of the wash
—ding ding — our low fuel bell rang — uhoh. My husband and I
just looked at each other because it wasn’t like we had
unlimited money with us. 1In fact, we had spent the last of
the check money at the car wash. Thank goodness gas prices
are decent these days because with the change we were able to
scrape together from my wallet and the car, we had enough to
get us gas to get home.. whew! Perhaps it can even be
considered a blessing in disguise. When you compare the
variety of shopping Fort Wayne offers to our hometown choice
of Super Walmart and.. well, just the Super Walmart,
unleashing wus 1in a larger <city with all those
shopping varieties could have been disasterous to our bank
account!

And by the way, the Walmart customer service line wasn’t too
bad, all things considered. Most of the line consisted of a
family who had 6 kids and one on the way -wow. And I thought
I had a lot of kids!



The Question Phase — Already?

My daughter Disney is not yet 2 and has already entered the
guestion phase — a time of life when a child asks questions
about anything and everything. It seems a little early for
this; I don’t seem to remember her two older sisters entering
the question phase until about 3% or 4 years old. Heck, at
Disney’s age Samantha was busy painting with poop!

But as we know, all kids are different (thank goodness for
that because we already have a Sammie), and so we welcome
Disney’s transition into the question phase. Since it’s just
beginning, she doesn’t yet ask questions about how things
work, but rather about where her favorite people are. It's
really cute since she gets this little inquisitive look on her
face and because she’s not even 2 yet, her questions aren’t
very well formed. We know what she means though, and try to
answer the best we can. Some of her favorite questions are:
“What Daddy doin’?” “Where Taywer (translation: big sister
Taylor) go?” “What Sammie doin’?”

I guess most of her questions do revolve around the
whereabouts of her loved ones.. an example of her super-sweet
nature. Disney truly cares about other people and she is such
a sweet little girl — always saying please and thank you even
when it’s not expected of her. So this isn’t a full example
of the questions phase — that title will be reserved for the
sometimes difficult-to-answer questions that revolve around
“why”? Like.. Why is the sky blue? Why does Sammie get more
candy than I do? Why can’t we have a kitty? Why do I have to
go to school? Why is Mommy'’s hair turning gray?

Disney’s inquisitive face:
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Back To School And
Redirection

Today is the first day back to school (already?!?), and it'’s
really quiet around here. I guess my oldest two are my
loudest two, and we have reduced the traffic in the house by
50% since half the kids are now at school during the day.
Thank goodness for school; I'm enjoying myself already. So
far, I've gotten two loads of laundry done — folded, put away
and everything, and I have somehow also found the time today
to put away most of the clutter that’s been haunting our
dining room table for the last week and a half. I even got to
work on my e-book a little bit, and it’s not even 1 o’clock!
And, the kids at school are learning stuff, getting exercise,
and socailizing with their friends; they’re not vegged out in
front of the tv or outside fighting in the wading pool.
Everyone wins!

While the oldest 2 kids are in school, I also have time to
focus on my toddler, Disney, while her baby brother 1is
napping. Today, I got to sit on the floor and play puzzles
with her; something we haven’t done together in months, almost
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a year because of my pregnancy and c-section. And she was
down for her nap by 12:30, which not only means some quality
time together for me and baby Christopher, but also that my
toddler should be to bed at a decent hour tonight. Win-win!

While I was on the floor playing with my daughter, I was
getting up to tend to the laundry and whatnot. My daughter
was following me around the house, and this 1is where my day
becomes challenging — trying to keep our clingy almost 2-year-
old out of my husband’s home office so he can work. The
home office isn’t a room where he could close the door
and utilize the out-of-sight-out-of-mind tactic. The office
is on the landing on our second floor, so if my toddler begins
to head up the stairs or even looks up the stairs, she sees
her best friend, Daddy, and it’'s over. She tantrums until he
holds her, and he can’t get any work done. Today she got
upstairs and in the clutches of Daddy, so when I chased her
down, of course she was upset. But I used one of my favorite
child-rearing techniques: redirection. I taught her how to
clean the toothpaste off the kids’ bathroom counter, which she
happily did. We went downstairs for a popsicle, puzzles, and
Barney, and all was forgotten. Wow. I had totally forgotten
about the magic of the redirection technique because the last
2-year-old I had in the house was our “spirited” child,
Samantha. Sammie was never re-directable. She has always
been so strong-willed that it’s literally impossible to re-
direct the kid, let alone being able to trick her into helping
around the house. To this day, she will fight for her cause,
whatever it may be, until she gets what she wants or she
passes out. And now that she’s older (she’s 4), the crying
doesn’t last as long, but she will remember what it is she
wanted and bring it up throughout the day (or week or month)
until she gets it. So I am actually enjoying Disney’s
terrible twos a little bit — it's so refreshing to have a kid
who listens. I know, she’s not yet 2 and things could get
worse — so much worse. But I’'ve been there, done that, and
after what Sammie put us through, no wonder Disney seems like
a breeze. And even 1if she does get completely



crazy, soon she’ll be old enough to go to school, and we’ll
start the terrible twos all over again with Christopher.
After 3 tantruming girls in their terrible twos, I'm curious
to see what a boy will be like. Probably no big deal, at
least compared to Sammie []

We’ve Got To Get Away.. We've
Got To Run Away!

This post is titled after a line from my favorite movie, The
Wizard of 0z. In case you live in a hole or you're Amish, the
movie is about a girl named Dorothy who runs away and gets
swept into a mystical land. Of course, if you’re Amish, I
don’t know why you’re reading my blog, but I'm glad you are.

But the reason I'm writing this is that it’'s happened — we’ve
had our first threat of running away from a kid. For those of
you who know our family, you get only one guess as to who it
was. Got your guess? Ok, it was Samantha — SURPRISE! 1It's
funny because my husband and I were just discussing this a few
days ago. We talked about how seemingly every little kid
plans to run away at one time or another. We also talked
about how if any of our kids were going to run away, we both
thought it would be Samantha (she’s 4, by the way, if you
don’t know us, and she’s always been a firecracker, even as
far back as her womb-dwelling days). And now here we are,
mere days later, and she brings it up. She didn’t attempt it
or say it out of anger; what happened 1is this: She was
bouncing on our bouncing zebra toy, which actually belongs to
her little sister, Disney. Since Disney is almost 2, seeing
Samantha on the bouncing zebra made her suddenly decide that
she wanted to play on it, of course. So I asked Sammie to
give Disney a turn, and she refused. I started threatening
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things like making her take a nap, time-out, and taking toys
away, and for each punishment, she had an answer.

n

“I'm going to have to make you take a nap then.” was met with

“I won't sleep.”

n

“Then I'll have to take away one of your toys.” was followed

by “Then I'll run away.”

Well, the situation was resolved when Disney asked for a
popsicle. I was more than happy to give her one because she
is being SO good today; polar opposite of the hellish day she
made for me yesterday. The new popsicles I bought today
weren’'t frozen yet, and all we had was some random soccer ball
popsicle I found in the freezer. I gave it to her, totally
over-emphasizing what a good girl she’s been today so
hopefully she’ll get the message and stay this way. But I
gave it to her knowing we might have a problem when I didn’t
have any for the other kids, which is a golden rule of
parenting that must not be broken: 1if you have 2 kids, obtain
things and give them out in twos. If you have 3 kids, you
must always have 3 treats, toys, what have you. Whatever it
is, there always has to be one per kid — I call this the
‘separate but equal law of parenting’. So today I broke the
separate but equal law, and guess what I got in return? A
tantrum, of course. I explained to Sammie that Disney got the
popsicle because she was being good, and that Sammie was not
being good. She said, “But I'm being good now!” And I
agreed, but I also explained that I had said she would
be punished for not doing as I said by sharing with her sister
and so this was her punishment. She threw a tantrum, but got
over it rather quickly. I think she might have actually
learned a lesson.

But back to the running away. I think every kid tries it or
at least thinks about it. But of course, since they’re kids,
the plans are never very well thought out. Like everyone, I
tried it to, and my plan was packing a can of spaghettios in a



suitcase. I was thinking ahead about being hungry, but of
course I hadn’t planned where I would be going or even how I
was going to open that can of spaghettios. I don’t even
remember what prompted my decision to run away, which says
something about how insignificant my parents’ wronging me
really was. One time when my sister wanted to run away, she
went so far as to call our aunt to come pick her up — luckily
my aunt called my mom to double-check, but at least my sister
had a plan. Most kids who think about running away don’t have
a good solid plan, and many of them realize this before they
actually leave the house. Let’s hope we are lucky enough to
have that happen with Samantha if she decides to follow
through on her threat.



