
Some Might Have Called It A
Disaster…
… but not me.  I’m talking about my hugely busy, albeit super-
fun weekend.  It began Friday night when we took the kids to
the Fort Wayne Tin Caps (minor league baseball) game.  We
decided  to  go  mainly  because  we  needed  to  get  to  a
Ticketmaster  outlet  to  buy  tickets  for  an  upcoming  arena
football game.  Since we live in a rural area, the nearest
Ticketmaster is an hour away, but the drive to the city to get
tickets  was  still  cheaper  than  all  of  the  service  fees
Ticketmaster wanted to tack on for phone or internet orders. 
So we decided while we were in the city, why not take the kids
somewhere fun, so we decided upon the baseball game.  The only
problem is that we found out just as we were leaving (at 4:10)
that Ticketmaster closed at 5 – we live more than an hour
away, especially at rush hour on a Friday evening.  It was a
big deal because we had already bought our baseball tickets,
and the only reason we decided to go to the baseball game with
such a busy weekend ahead was because we were going to use the
money that we were going to save buying the football tickets
at Ticketmaster – except now we weren’t going to make it by 5
(did I mention that Ticketmaster’s website said they were
open  until 6?  So this really wasn’t our fault…)  Long story
short,  we  arrived  there  at  5:20,  and  the  people  at  the
Memorial Coliseum in Fort Wayne were very accommodating.  We
got our arena football tickets at the original price without
the crazy sur-charges – YAY!  So on to the baseball game…  It
was fun, though we had barely sat down on our lawn seats when
my  almost  2-year-old  son  took  a  tumble  and  was  one  dad-
catching-his-shirttail away from falling from a 3-foot-high
ledge onto cement and cracking his head open.  We promptly
moved seats, and after my son ran around for a bit, we were
actually  able to watch some of the game, even though our team
lost.
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Saturday was my daughter’s birthday party, and we ended up
with about 10 kids (this is a guesstimate – they were never
still enough to count them all!).  Thankfully, the weather was
nice, so we decided to keep all the kids outside for the
entire party.  The kids started to get rambunctious, and it
was difficult to keep so many kids entertained and out of
trouble for so long (note to self – next year, an hour is
plenty long for a kids’ birthday party) – we had the parents
coming 2½ hours after the party  started on Saturday, which
was WAY TOO LONG!  Everything was going ok though, until one
of the party guests opened the gate while playing hide n’ go
seek.   Suddenly,  we  had  2  dogs  loose  and  roaming  the
neighborhood.  2 of the adults fanned out to go catch the
dogs, and I was left to control the 10 kids (AND my son and
his cousin who are around 2 years old).  Some of the kids were
scared for the dogs, some were bored by being outside, some
were whining for cake, and others just stood there, looking as
shell-shocked as I felt.  Then the phone rang, and it was a
neighbor on the next street over (whom I’ve never met) saying
that  they  have  our  dogs.   Thinking  my  husband  was  still
around,  I  followed  my  mom  and  oldest  daughter  with  some
leashes to capture the dogs.  Somewhere in the melee, it
became apparent that my husband was just on his way back from
looking for the dogs, and he comes back to the entire birthday
party which he thought was unattended (though I was leaving as
he was coming), but in the meantime, my daughter had decided
to  lead  her  guests  into  the  house,  like  some  sort  of
catastrophic parade.  We got to the neighbors house, but they
only had one dog by this time, so my mom and my daughter went
to find the other one while I returned the puppy to the
house.  When I got back, we were still missing a few adults
who  were  out  looking  for  the  dogs,  and  my  daughter  the
birthday girl is begging for her cake.  Eventually, my mom and
my daughter returned with the dog, everyone was fine, but we
were still missing some adults who were still out looking for
the lost-now-found dogs.  We found everyone, and tried to
relax, even though there was still an entire hour left of the



party –  WHEW!  For the most part, the kids were good, but
there was one little girl who was not a very good listener. 
She seemed to rub off on  the other kids too.  Is it a
coincidence that this is the same little girl who had opened
the gate in the first place?  For the rest of the party, she
was obsessed with the puppy.  She wanted to hug him, squeeze
him, and hold him every second.  After his romp around the
neighborhood, he was quite tired and made an easy mark to
catch, but he was still a good sport –  good thing he’s great
with kids.  I asked her to leave the puppy alone at least 4
times, and I heard my mom doing the same, and later my husband
said he also tried, especially when he saw her dragging the
puppy by his collar.  She reminded me of the character Elmyra
from the cartoon Tiny Toon Adventures.  For those of you who
aren’t  familiar,  I  had  fun  finding  the  following  clip  –
picture this little girl at our birthday party leading the
pack of 10 kids, and you’ll wonder how we survived.  Starting
at the 35 second mark, this could have been a scene from our
house on Saturday:



After the fiasco of a party (the kids had fun, so I wouldn’t
call it a disaster, even if it was stressful at times), my
family took the kids to their hotel for a party, and Hubby and
I got some alone time.  The problem was, after the busy week
we’d had, we were too tired to do much of anything.  We
hastily chose a Redbox movie,  and it was terrible.  To my
husband’s credit,  he wanted to  just forget it after seeing
the small selection, but I pushed for Meadowoods since it was
the only horror movie available and it was just $1 and we had
already waited in line at the Redbox – I didn’t want it to be
for nothing.  But it was a complete waste of time (movie-wise
I mean, for any time with Hubby is well-spent); we would have
been  better  off  watching  someone’s  youtube  videos  for  88
minutes instead, that would have been far more interesting. 
If only Redbox had an imdb link at the Redbox units – perhaps
Meadowoods’ 3.1 rating would have made me just want to forget
it too…

Sunday our church service ran late (of all days), and so we
were running late for the entire day…  But we had a nice
brunch  with  our  family  before  seeing  them  off  back  to
Illinois.   We  then  picked  up  my  daughter’s  friend  for  a
playdate, and I was off to my MOPs (Mothers of Preschoolers)
group get-together a little late because I  had to finish up
my thank-you notes and my appetizer.  I had decided upon
little smokies in the crock pot instead of picking up a 7-
layer dip as I had originally planned because I didn’t want to
be even later after having to stop at the store to get the
dip.  Everything was well-planned, and the appetizer actually
tasted good…  but I forgot to drive gently on the way there –
I was already late and in a hurry.  I wasn’t even out of town
before I had to hit the brakes and make a hard stop, sending
the crock pot flying, leaving me with a huge pool of barbeque
sauce on the front passenger-side floor.  I pulled over and
cleaned it up best I could – I am so thankful I had a roll of
paper towels and extra plastic bags in the car!  But when I
got to my friend’s house, my smokie appetizer in my crock pot
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had NO sauce left…  oh well, what could I do?  There was
plenty of other great food, and I ate too much.  I think I was
the only one to take the food they brought home with them, but
I can’t really blame anyone for not wanting seconds on the
sauceless smokies.  To add injury to insult, the crock pot
tipped again on the way home (what is WITH my driving?), and I
had smokies on the floor of my car this time.  Did I mention
that Hubby and I spent an hour cleaning out the car last
week?  But I guess it worked out since if we hadn’t cleaned
out the car, the BBQ sauce would have spilled all over the
junk that was in the car – this way I just ruined the floor of
the car and the floor mat – and luckily for me, I have 4 kids
and  therefore  don’t  put  too  much  stock  into  the  car’s
appearance or condition.  Besides, talk about built-in air
freshener…   if  anyone  accuses  our  car  of  stinking  like
anything but BBQ sauce for a long time, I will certainly be
surprised!

After everything that went wrong this weekend, some might
classify it as a disaster, but we call it FUN!!  �


