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Foreword


Foreword

This book aims to provide the reader with an honest and humorous
look in to the daily lives of parents of young children. These
young children often have simple, insightful and innovative ways
for dealing with life’s little problems and some parents actually
do learn a lot from their children. Children have the unique
ability to see the world in their own way and they tend to be very
honest and forthright in dealing with what they see and the people
they meet along the way.

We as responsible adults often learn how to turn our child like
thoughts and instincts off as we get older as we begin to think
that they are immature. This book examines that this may not be the
case and maybe some of the things children do and the way they cope
with specific situations can be examined leaving adults with the
lesson to be learned. Maybe it is not just the children that are
meant to learn from us adults, maybe we as adults should take the
time to see if there are any lessons that we can learn from the
children.

The older we get the more similar we get to the way we once were
when we were young and careless.

The ultimate lesson is to understand is that we are equipped
with life changing skills when we are born, so if we can’t mentally
revert back to this state of mind there is no problem or obstacle
we cannot overcome.

 

 










Dedication


Dedication

This book is dedicated to my own family, who has the ability to
make me cry with laughter as well as with despair as I watch the
antics that they get up to during the days we spend together. As my
son gets older and my wife and I eagerly await the arrival of his
brother we can look forward to going through all the same lessons
again, hopefully this time with less frustration.

To all the families out there.
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Chapter 1
Learn to share


If you have been to any park with a child lately a familiar
scene is sure to unfold at some stage during the day.

Norman arrives with much excitement, his mother barely able to
restrain him as they enter the gates of the park, he breaks free
from her hand and makes a beeline for the sandpit in which he can
see a pile of brightly colored spades, rakes, buckets and shape
makers lying. Dennis on the other hand is deep in play with his
pile of toys.  In toddler world everything is defined as mine,
if I can see it, think it, if it’s close to me, or if you want it
its MINE. As Norman picks up the spade Dennis lets out a cry to
show the world the spade is actually his, Norman takes little
notice of the yell from Dennis and sits down to play with it. As
this happens and expecting some sort of impending issue both
children’s mothers get up from the nearby park bench to intervene,
Norman’s mother telling him it is not his spade and he should give
it back to Dennis.  Dennis’s mother on the other hand is
telling him to share with his new friend and that he was not
playing with the spade anyway. Dennis compromises and sit’s back
down to play while he keeps a very close eye to ensure no more of
his toys land up in Norman’s hands.

Over the next few minutes or hours the two children eventually
progress from ignoring each other to tolerating each other, from
there they actually start playing with each other. This then leads
the way to a few follow up play dates and before long they are
inseparable as friends and now have learnt to share everything.

The lesson to learn may be that sharing however difficult or
forced it may be in the beginning may actually end up leading to
future good experiences.

 On one occasion I had taken my family to the local cricket
stadium to watch our team play, it was a great afternoon. Families
sat on the grass and had picnics while watching the game and just
generally relaxing. At this stage my son had become a little more
adventurous and would wander a fair distance from us, always making
sure he could still see us, we thought this was great. Then
suddenly he found a new friend with a small tub of ice cream and
from the distance we could see he was coaxing the little girl to
give him some. Knowing that an argument or something worse could
happen I was loping off down the grass embankment to try and
prevent the inevitable. Arriving seconds too late as the well
licked little girl’s spoon was loaded with another scoop and placed
in my son’s mouth. Now I am all for unconditional sharing but still
think that hygiene should have its place, so I gently tried to coax
my son away while the little girl’s mother told me it was fine they
were just sharing the ice cream. Needless to say I did not actually
get him away until he was full up on the shared ice cream and only
then did I realise that this was indeed what true sharing is about.
Being able to give to a complete stranger without expecting
anything in return.

 

On this occasion the sharing turned out to be good and felt good
for all concerned as my son made a new friend and the little girl
ended up laughing at my son as he pulled funny faces due to the ice
cream being really cold in his mouth.

Sharing makes us feel good.

I think the best type of sharing is when it is done in a naive
state, which is without measuring the worth of what is being given
and without expecting anything in return. Maybe in the larger
scheme of things the old saying of “giving coming back to you
tenfold” is true and maybe it is not, but if you share and feel
good about it then go for it.

Imagine for a second that business idea you have at the back of
your head was shared with some people you know, yes some may want
to steal it, others may want to copy it, but maybe someone actually
has the money and contacts to turn it form a dream in to reality.
They may even have suggestions to make what you thought of as good
really great.

Share your hopes, dreams and fears; you never know what may come
of them outside your head.










Chapter 2
Go, Go, Go


When I drop my son off at nursery school in the morning, after
he has already been awake for two hours and had his tea as well as
the first helping of breakfast, I take some time to chat to the
teacher about the previous day and what is expected today. I am
often blown away by the amount of things they manage to fit in to a
day. Breakfast, singing then out to feed the animals, back inside
to clean up a little in time for some music or stories then
singing, this then leads up in to the first morning activity of
drawing and then puzzling.

After quiet time the children then have physical time where
gymnastics, swimming and soccer are the order of the day, inside
again for a quick wash down and then getting ready for lunch. After
lunch they have the much needed nap or recharge as most parents
come to call this often appreciated afternoon down time. The
teachers also often tell me that this activity ends sooner than
they hope. Recharge time over the children are back outside to
climb, ride the bikes, play with the animals and generally run very
wild.

By the time I collect my son at four o clock there is a flurry
of words flooding out of his mouth as he tries to express what he
did during the day. His next thought eagerly turns towards home
where he cannot wait to play with his dogs, see the fish and play
with his own toys. This routine is then normally followed by dinner
and a bath, story time, singing and some prayers end the evening
for us. As we leave him in his room hopefully to fall asleep
quickly we hear him mutter to himself and his imaginary friends for
the next half hour before he passes out form what I think is pure
exhaustion.

I get exhausted just trying to remember what I did in my own day
and what needs to be done tomorrow. It seems to me that by the time
bed time has arrived for my son the mix of physical and mental
tasks undertaken during the day have taken their toll on his body
and mind giving way to a little zombie who may either fall asleep
during story time or in the minutes after story time depending on
his level of tiredness.

Fear not though for when he does fall asleep it is a sleep so
deep that I can carry him to the car, move him to another bed and
my wife can even undress him to change his clothes without fearing
that he may wake up. I realised during a recent family trip to the
seaside that adults cannot keep up with the relentless pace set by
children. During this holiday my family was often surprised that by
eleven o clock in the morning we were all exhausted and ready to go
back to the hotel for a sleep. By this time we had already had the
morning swim in the sea, built some sand castles with rather large
moats, done some fishing and had the inevitable ice cream on the
beach.

It may be worth noting that each of the above activities were
done more than once, except for the ice cream. Looking back now it
is easy to see why we were in fact so exhausted. The result of this
was that on most of the nights the adults were all in bed fairly
early, the late night parties and bottles of wine we used to enjoy
before holidaying with children a distant memory.

 

When we are able to give our best efforts to everything we do
for the hours of the day that we are working, at school or studying
as well as incorporate a good balance of physical activity there is
a true sense of accomplishment and a good feeling of tiredness that
will make the sleep in the evening easy to attain.

I have come to the conclusion that the expression of sleeping
like a baby is not based on the fact that they sleep for long
hours, which indeed they do not seem to do until they reach their
teens, but more on the fact that babies and small children work
themselves mentally and physically to exhaustion each and every day
and thus literally pass out when the sleep comes. At one stage when
we found our little guy had trouble sleeping it was recommended we
incorporate more physical activity in to his routine to tire him
out before sleep, it worked.

The lesson to be learned I think, is that if we can devote all
of our attention to the current tasks before moving on to the next
task and giving the next task all of our attention again both on
the mental and physical side we may once again as adults be able to
“sleep like babies”.

We often hear experts on the television and radio talk about
balance in life, work and play and the new buzz word of “down
time”.

Surprisingly we were born with a natural balance in us; it seems
to get distorted when life and work catch up as we get older.
Tonight when you get home, play with the dogs, go for a run or
build that new shelf, not only will you have a sense of
accomplishment but you will probably sleep better to.

 

 










Chapter 3
Rejection its not personal


Children are often faced with rejection in various forms and
guises, it is something that they are faced with on a daily basis
and yet they have come up with a remarkable way of dealing with it,
ignorance. Yes that’s correct simple ignorance. At the play parks
around town you are sure to see a familiar scene unfold as groups
of children play together, sharing their toys and making up great
games. In between all of this is myself and my son Norman that have
just arrived as the newcomers to the park, we have not been here
before and Norman does not have any friends at this park. As my son
leaves my side he will walk to the nearest group that has the toys
he is interested in, find a space and take one of the cars to join
in the game, sometimes when he does this the car is snatched back
by another child who must obviously be the owner.

As I make my way over to prevent any type of situation, Norman
simply gets up and moves to the next group where he has spotted
another toy that takes his fancy. More often than not, especially
in smaller children by the time the rejection happens they have
already spotted the next group with other toys and they simply move
on to this new group with its new toys. It is only once our
children get older that they develop an understanding of the
concept of rejection. In older children an encounter such as this
may leave the child upset and distraught. It is this feeling of
rejection that follows most of us in to our adult lives. Small
toddlers up until about 3 years of age will simply try to take the
car back and play again or move on to the next group until they
find a place they are happy, and the other children accept them. As
with most situations young children tend not to read too much in to
the rejection, in fact I don’t even think they feel it as rejection
at all. They just move on to the next group or the next
activity.

 

Our adult lives are often plagued by forms of rejection such as
going for the promotion and getting the interview only to find your
colleague gets the job, pitching an idea to some colleagues only to
find they preferred the idea that did not impress you at all.
Rejection unfortunately is a fact of life; it has happened and will
continue to happen to all of us in the future. The difference is
how we as individuals deal with rejection that sets us apart.
Rejection or perceived rejection is not personal, as with the toys
in the park it is not aimed at my son alone. More often than not if
any outsider tries to take the toy car it will be snatched away and
they will be left toy less. The best mechanism for dealing with
rejection may in fact be the same as the way a toddler deals with
it, simply don’t give it another thought and move on.

It is often very difficult to see or analyse why the rejection
occurred but if you can learn from it and move on you are sure to
end up a stronger person on the other side.

 

 










Chapter 4
Talk to everyone


I recently had the chance to take my wife and two year old son
on a trip to Germany; needless to say the only one who could
initially speak some German was me, so based on this alone it was
bound to be a very interesting adventure. During one of our many
visits to the play parks around town we would let our little son
wander off a little to help build his sense of independence, we
would of course always be there observing from a safe distance. On
one of these occasions as Norman wandered off he found another
child and the two of them ran off, bucket in hand initially
collecting flowers and once they became bored of this they moved on
to the sandpit where they built intricate roads and castles which
looked very similar to several large piles of sand.

Some of the other children around my son were older and they
would converse all the time that they were playing and others that
were younger and could clearly not talk yet were making all types
of sounds and actions. When it came time to go home we wandered
over only to find that the conversation between my son and his new
friend which had been going on for the past hour consisted of my
son speaking to the girl in English and her speaking back to him in
German, neither one of them could understand what the other one was
saying at all. Even through all this confusion by the time we had
to leave there was a little distress form both of them followed by
a hug. As we walked home my son would then tell us about all his
adventures with his new “friend”. Babies will also talk to anyone
and sometime anything as well. I remember watching for hours as
plants, toys and the family pets all got a talking to; this started
with nothing more than burbling sounds and then progressed as my
sons vocabulary improved. There were no borders or logic it was
simply the fact that there was a need to communicate and the
nearest person or inanimate object would do. This is a valuable
tool to develop social skills and interactive skills that were
around from before humans as a species learnt to talk at all.

As we get older there is often a prejudice that kicks in where
we don’t talk to people we don’t know or worse we don’t talk to
people who appear to be in a lower social class or different from
ourselves.  

The challenge as adults is to make an effort to keep the
communication open and be more approachable. I remember one
particular flight where I arrived on the plane running slightly
late from a long day of rentals cars and meetings, annoyed all I
wanted to do was get on the plane order a drink and go home.
Unfortunately the gentlemen that sat down next to me was one of
those that introduced himself and when I reciprocated immediately
saw this as a gap to open a discussion, asking why I was
travelling, where I lived and how my meetings went during the day.
Feeling obliged to return the questions I was then lectured to for
the full hour duration of the flight about racing pigeons, how they
are kept, tended to and successfully bred. This then led in to a
discussion about how people make money out of pigeon racing. It
turns out this particular man sitting next to me was on the way to
collect the winnings from one of his races, which happened to be in
the region of  $ 500 000, THATS right five hundred
thousand dollars. Suddenly this man had transformed from an
arbitrary travel companion to someone who had some interesting
information to share about pigeon racing, and a would be investor
or business partner if I was looking for one. When conversations
are started you will never know what they may lead to, but by not
starting the conversation you may find that you have missed out on
something that could have been of interest. Whether you are on a
plane, a train or standing in the queue at your local shop or bank,
you are there any way so a little conversation may actually pass
the time a little quicker and it may hold an unexpected surprise as
well.

 

 










Chapter 5
Smile, yes at everyone


I will very often find myself holding my toddler on my hip,
while I carry on with the task at hand he will look around and over
my shoulder. The next thing I hear is a small laugh followed by
some shy waving or wriggling. On a recent family trip I was most
surprised when my son actually started to enjoy the long hours
spent walking around the various shops and fresh produce market all
over town. During these walks he would be strapped in his pushchair
while my wife or I would direct the pushchair in and out of the
small aisles between the stalls. I thought this was most unusual as
Norman like most 2 year old battles to sit still for any length of
time. I decided not to mention it for fear of breaking the good
habit we had established and decided to just watch and follow
behind as my wife pushed him along for a while. Soon enough I was
able to discover his game plan, I think if I were to place myself
in my sons brain the following would be a narration of his
thoughts.

Sit very quietly in my push chair, keep a sharp eye looking in
all directions by moving my head from left to right, BINGO eye
contact made with stall owner over there, TARGET acquired quick put
on a big sunny smile, LAUNCH by looking longingly at something in
the stall, some fruit maybe? Some nice freshly grilled sausage?
BULLS EYE the stall owner then leans over and hands down a small
piece of whatever it was that caught my gaze in the first place.
See the sausage, smile at the owner, and get a treat. Truly a very
simple but surprisingly effective game plane, executed to
perfection. This expert manipulation was followed by cute thanks
shortly before the treat was stuffed in to his mouth. It seemed as
though no-one could resist the smile. The funny thing about smiling
is that it really is contagious and even though we left the target
stall with goodies in hand, more often than not the stall owner was
smiling even though he had just given some of his profits
away.    

Smiling is anonymous and can be done to strangers, someone who
may take your fancy or the person in the car next to you, it does
not need to lead to conversation and can even be done across a
crowded room in safety, leaving a warm and fuzzy feeling when the
person on the other end makes the effort to smile back at you.

Smiling while you go about your daily tasks will create the
impression that you are happy doing what you do and also convey the
message that you are good at what you do, this is then associated
with having a friendly and approachable demeanour which may in turn
indicate that by nature you are an easy person to get on with.

Smiling = happy = friendly = approachable

Particularly in a career that is central to good interpersonal
relations smiling can make a huge difference, often sealing the
deal for the sales executive or getting the customer back when they
are ready to buy as they will probably remember how friendly and
helpful you were.

There is a simple experiment that can be done to determine how
effective this is, get one of your credit cards preferably the
overdue one. Then call in to the call centre and with a big smile
on your face explain that you would like to pay but cannot do so at
the moment, ask what they can offer as a payment plan or holiday.
Once this is done try the same call without the smile on your face
and see what the outcome of the conversation is.

 

 










Chapter 6
Forgive and forget


Sitting in the living room catching up on my favourite football
game I hear the inevitable crash followed by the finely tuned sound
of individual glass fragments hitting the floor and scattering in
all directions. Yes I knew it was coming, the fact that i had
warned my son on several occasions not to ride his scooter in the
house is simply a passing thought. This is disobedience at its
worst, now comes the punishment, I move swiftly to align my hand
with my son’s rear end just as I warned he I would do if he broke
the vase. Briefly I doubt whether I should in fact meter out the
threatened punishment, this thought only lasts a moment. I decide
to proceed which is followed by the sound of a SMACK followed by a
look of utter surprise that seems to say “how could you?” and then
the cheeks go red and the tears start to run down the cheeks, the
wailing follows shortly after that. I did not really smack Norman
that hard did I? Already playing on my vulnerable conscience.

Returning with my dust pan I drop to my hands and knees to look
for the fragments that no doubt went in every conceivable
direction. Norman has been dismissed to his room where I told him
to “think about what he has done”. As parting words I tell Norman
that he may come out once he has thought about what he has done
wrong.

 As i sit recovering with my cup of tea, stewing the events
through my guilty brain I realise after all these years that it was
true when my parents told me that punishment would “hurt them more
than it hurt me”. What a bad parent I am.

 

Did I overreact? Will Norman be scarred for life? Will he ever
forgive me? These thoughts are all still passing through my mind
when a little red face appears around the corner.

“I’m sorry” says Norman even though the tears have stopped
running his face is still very red and his eyes are still
glimmering with some recent tears.

At several stages in our lives we will either be the ones
getting disciplined or alternatively be the ones handing out the
discipline, there are valuable life lessons to be learned
irrespective of which side you find your side on. If you are on
either side of the discipline process one thing is true, it has
already happened, the damage is done. So once the discipline has
been handed down there is nothing left to do but move on. You may
or may not have deserved it and you may feel that the punishment
outweighs the crime; this thought is often pondered by hardened
criminals as well. The bottom line is it has been done; the
punishment has been handed out. The only thing left to do is deal
with it, why not take a lesson from a child and try dealing with it
in the same manner.

Take some quiet time, think it over, and ponder whether it was
fair or not. Once all this thinking has been done return to the
moment at hand, apologise and move on.

Don’t say you won’t do it again unless you can be absolutely
sure that this is true, rather admit it was a mistake, take your
dose of the punishment and move on.

When I was in school our classroom was above the principal’s
office, the teacher was out and all the children in my class were
making paper planes and throwing them out the window. This looked
like fun so I followed suit not noticing the paper I tore off my
pad still had my name on it. Needless to say my airplane was the
one that flew sideways in to the principal’s open office window.
Shortly thereafter the ominous sounds of heavy shoes marching up
the stairs were preceded by the principal stepping in to our
classroom and calling my name. Swift punishment followed which took
the form of a stern reprimand and a good couple of Friday afternoon
detention sessions. To date when I think about this incident and
what went wrong the only sane conclusion I can draw is that I was
the one that got caught due to my own stupidity. If there was no
name on the paper airplanes my entire class would probably have
gotten detention. I took the punishment and did not tell on my
fellow perpetrators which in the end earned me a whole lot of
respect and we moved on from there to having many other adventures
as classmates.

 

 










Chapter 7
Superglue can fix anything (almost)


I think one of the first things that any parent learns is to try
and not sweat the small stuff this is mostly due to the fact that
there are so many large crisis’s to deal with on a daily basis that
the small ones become run of the mill and part of everyday
life.

When people ask me as a parent of a rambunctious little boy for
a list of items that keep me sane during these crisis times one of
the first on my list of “have to haves” is superglue, and I don’t
just mean one tube I mean a whole arsenal full stashed in the
fridge, yes the fridge does actually stop it from drying out!

Mayday, mayday shouts echo through the house following by the
sounds of a helicopter trying to make an emergency crash landing on
some unsuitable surface. This is then followed moments later by a
large crash and then dead silence. At this stage I am not sure if
the moments silence is for the army men that did not make it out of
the helicopter in time or a silent tribute to whatever item it was
that was moments ago a show piece and now reduced to a couple of
smaller not so show pieces. I wait breathless, unsure of who should
make the next move.

From the adjacent room I hear the uttered gasp of UH – OH, I
still do not know what it is actually for as no details have yet
been shared. “Dad” comes the call, maybe I should hide I briefly
think, do I really want to know what happened? “Dad” comes the call
again. As I have not responded soon enough my son comes around the
corner I can see the leg of his army guy in one hand the body in
the other, this is followed by his request for some “special glue”
to perform the delicate operation. As we sit together and glue the
leg back on we put his army guy down delicately, we agree he needs
some rest time so he can be in tip top shape to join the fight
again tomorrow. As Norman heads off to play I ask about the other
noise I heard, “what noise“is the answer I get “the crash” I say,
“oh, we also need the special glue for the flowers” he says.

I know at this stage it is not the flowers that need the glue
but in fact the vase they were once in, which after some gluing
work that would put a smile on any surgeons face looks like it was
never in a million pieces a short while ago.

The only danger we currently run with the “special glue” is the
fact that Norman thinks it can be used for anything from his army
men to his play pool that has a leak to the glass that landed on
the floor and shattered in to a million pieces. I have also learnt
to be very careful before I describe anything as broken, for as
soon as Norman hears that anything is broken he flies off to try
and get the super glue to perform an operation. I started using
this magic potion to glue legs back on army men in minor acts of
surgery and soon progressed to more complicated tasks such as
repairing the inflatable swimming pool. Having advanced to what I
would call a masters level I can now actually glue any manner of
sports bats and clubs back together along the exact same crack with
such skill that it appears as though it was never broken in the
first place. From the start my son had blind faith in the magical
power of super glue to fix anything; my faith being of the cynical
adult nature took a while to develop. Now I can easily admit to
keeping a ready stock in the fridge which I have used for clocks,
vases, parts of my wife’s car that she does not know about and even
my own laptop computer. Super glue definitely needs it place in
your arsenal and I will forever be indebted to the person who
invented it.

My saving grace is that it is on the very top shelf of our
fridge so there is no danger as at this stage my son cannot reach
it on his own yet. If he could I have no doubt it would be used on
the family dog or even me if I let my guard down for the briefest
of moments.

 

 










Chapter 8
Laugh, yes even at yourself


When last did you laugh so hard you actually had tears running
down your face? Probably quite a while ago and for most of us so
far in the past we cannot even really remember when it was. As
adults we take the time to analyse what others may think of us when
we laugh, is it the right time? Is it an appropriate situation?
What will the people around you think if you suddenly had to erupt
in a fit of laughter? This is not the case with toddlers they just
put their heads back and let loose with a variety of sounds that
gets everyone in the close proximities attention. The amazing thing
is as soon as they let themselves go almost everyone around them
notices the noise and most of people around them will smile or even
laugh in return. Laughing should also be recognised as one of the
greatest psychological tools of all time, it can solve all sorts of
problems with immediate effect. Often when my own toddler has
fallen or tripped and hurt himself I restrain from the obvious
reaction of shock and questioning if he is OK. My first reaction if
there is no obvious damage such as blood is to burst out laughing
and commend Norman on the great dive he just executed with
perfection. “That was your best one yet my boy”. Sometimes after
the congratulations from my side we will look together to see if
the ground, table, step was hurt for I have learnt that even if we
manage to find a tiny crack I can use this to show Norman that this
object was hurt more badly than he was. This leads to another fit
of laughter as he feels the need to apologise to whatever it was
that tripped him up in the first place. Medical reports vary
between 40 and 53 being the number of muscles that need to be
manipulated to laugh and an average person can burn as many as 1.3
calories per minute if you need even more motivation. The
psychologists are also very effective at pointing out that laughing
relieves emotional stress which in turn “unburdens” our emotional
minds. There is also the old expression of “laugh it off” when we
are insulted or injured and how true this has proven to be. Good
public speakers and MC’s will also often open or break the ice with
a joke, the laughter then relieves tension and puts everyone in the
room in a more relaxed state than before. Laughter can be a very
powerful tool to use in business as well, I have often been in
corporate meetings where during a deadlock or particularly volatile
moment when all seems lost the most experienced negotiators will
find a way to lighten the mood by a joke or anecdote and the effect
of this is immediately felt when the pressing issue at hand is
dealt with by all present a lot more lightly.

Laughing makes you feel better, takes the stress out of the
situation and keeps the muscles in your face toned; do you really
need any more reasons to laugh more often?

 

 










Chapter 9
Getting dirty, it really is half the fun


Splash, splash, splash followed by a shrill laugh and more
watery sounds.

It’s a warm summer’s day and we are busy building a new water
feature which currently looks very much like a mud bath. All that
has been done in the past few hours can be seen by a hole in the
ground where there was once green grass, this has also partly been
filled in eagerness by Norman who has been taking water out of the
dogs drinking bowl with his small watering can to “help” fill the
new water feature. Due in part to his eager splashing around I am
now also covered in red mud and his rubber boots are wet on the
inside as well, I can report they are capable of either keeping
water in or out with great success.

It was a while ago when his mother came out to check on the
progress that she decided the need for shorts and a shirt were
misplaced and Norman was only too happy to have mom take these off,
I think they were cramping his jumping style anyway. Mom has long
since learnt that when it comes to us boys being in the garden then
there is no place for clean fun, these two do not go hand in
hand.

The water feature took the rest of the day to finish and once it
was completed and filled there was no delay on Norman’s part to go
fetch his toy fish and fishing rod and throw out a line. Well at
least he knows what he is fishing for. I don’t think the plants
around the edge of the pond will ever grow properly as there is an
amazing amount of small homo-sapien footprints which magically
appear there almost every day, and then these muddy footprints lead
towards our house before I lose track of them in the grass. I have
yet to catch the little gremlin that belongs to these footprints. I
still have my suspicions though.

Nowadays we measure the amount of fun Norman had during the day
by the amount of sand that gets left in the bottom of the bath when
he is finished bathing, and if you run your fingers through his
hair you could get forgiven for thinking he has lice it is in fact
just more sand in his hair.

Norman is lucky enough to go to a school where there are animals
to feed and despite our and his teachers best efforts we spend some
afternoons trying to get the duck poo off his feet before he is
allowed in the car. I am sure there are dirt stains under his feet
that will never come off, we have just taken to telling everyone he
has birth marks there.

I would take the liberty of replacing the old saying of “good
clean fun” with one much more suited being “good dirty fun”, there
has seldom been a time when we have completed a job at home and
found that either of us is clean, I am sure that only happens on
home improvement television shows. Norman and I immerse ourselves
in the job at hand and only call it a day when the mud is all
splashed out, the sawdust is in clothes (and sometimes the house)
or when the paint is drying in our hair.

Mom knows to get the bath or shower ready based on the amount of
dirt we are dealing with and then ask about our building
adventures.

Live a little and let your hair down, does it really matter if
your jeans get wet at the local pond while you walk in the
water?

 

 










Chapter 10
Learning not to listen


At my mild age of 35 I assumed that I would have had enough life
experience to be able to assist and point my child in the right
direction when they need some guidance or when they are trying to
solve a particular problem. However I am often left flabbergasted
when Norman simply ignores my advice and tries to go it alone, even
when I know there is really only one way to do the job.

Mildly enough it often starts as a suggestion of “try it this
way” which progresses to “it goes this way” which then in turn
changes to “do it like this” and is eventually replaced by “I don’t
know just do it your way”.

In times like this I realise that I may not be that far from my
father’s way of education as I thought I was.

Norman you shouldn’t ride your bike down the stair, soon changes
to I don’t think you should ride your bike down the stair, and as
my patience wears thin I call “stop riding your bike down the
stair” just a moment before the crashing sound of the bike going
down the stairs and Norman coming off halfway down. This invariably
is followed by tears and moans while pointing to show where it s
now sore, while I lovingly say “I told you not to ride your bike
down the stair”.

Even as Norman gets back on his bike after a quick hug I am left
pondering if he learnt his lesson from this fall or if it could
have been avoided if he had actually listened in the first place.
Needless to say a few days later as I park the car and walk to the
door here comes Norman at full speed, without breaking he flies off
the step and executes a perfect landing at me feet. “See Dad, I can
do it”.

Maybe there are times to listen and times to try things on your
own, however as a parent sometimes the logic escapes and you wish
your child would for once simply listen and not try everything his
own way in his own time. My conclusion has been that I think Norman
actually learns better when he learns things by himself which is
plural for by trial and error and maybe someday when the challenges
get more dangerous he will value my opinion, although I am not
taking bets on that one.

Then again maybe it is the people that get the space to try
things their own way that go on to make a difference, maybe
Einstein’s father was once in the same position I am in
today ? there is a time and a place to teach our children to
listen but there is also a time and place to teach our children not
to listen and to try things on their own, the challenge is nobody
tells you when to use which approach which causes many hours of “I
told you so” arguments followed by many hours of tears. If you
manage to separate the really dangerous things and allow for some
exploration and self trials your child will see the benefit of
problem solving and intuition emerge which in this modern day and
age are most certainly of great value.

Responsibility is a vital part of learning at any age even for
assignments at work, take some extra time and try something totally
different just remember to be open to the criticism and leave
yourself enough time to fix it. Encourage some lateral thinking and
new ideas. When last did you try and brush your teeth with your
non-dominant hand? Try holding the coffee cup with the other hand.
What you will find is continuous new challenges and learning
opportunities which if handled well can further your
development.










Chapter 11
Cuddles, kisses and cries


It’s funny how you soon learn as a parent that you can never
have to many quick cuddles and kisses and that these in turn can be
called upon to solve any problem. Like when you child falls off the
swing, a couple of tears start which are quickly stopped when the
cuddle kicks in and everything becomes better. Often I will see
with my own child that he is feeling a little down or a little left
out of some activity or group, I solve this with a quick cuddle
saying that the cuddle and kiss will make it all better and it more
often than not does. This is the healing power of positive
thought.

The kiss and cuddle can be used to show you care about another
person, it can also serve as a form of soothing and comfort for
someone in physical or mental pain. For the person or child on the
receiving end it sends the message that you are not alone and
someone out there cares about how you feel.

 

Hugs or cuddles are as effective a support mechanism that groups
often use them to bond members such as recovering alcoholics in AA
meetings or church gatherings. It conveys the message of closeness
and that we are all in the same position and able to provide
support to one another.

The bottom line is that it does not matter if you are on the
giving or receiving side you are bound to feel and immediate
upliftment in your mood as well as a form of bonding and
camaraderie that leave you feeling included and taken care of. What
a great way to feel a little better.

 

 I often bring in the “magic” medicine for serious issues
and ailments being the smarties or m+m’s that get taken out of
their normal packaging and placed in an old medicine dispenser for
easy use. Then when the fall happens we can quickly get one of the
magic tablets to help us feel better. Contrary to popular belief
this has actually helped in the long run for my child not to be
scared of taking medicine as he associates it to be good tasting
and it is only after it has already been put in his mouth that h
can taste if it is the “magic” medicine or not. This is often
already too late to spit it out again.

 

Crying is something that becomes a nearly weekly occurrence when
you have toddlers as they grow and explore so they are plagued by
more and more brushes with the hard floor, the wall or the glass
door that they thought was open and was not. There is a place for a
good cry whether you are 2, 22 or 102, in the right time and place
crying can be an excellent way to vent emotions and let others know
how you feel. Crying can also form a basis to have an “offload” of
problems, and feelings as well as general stress. Children know
they can cry whenever they want whereas us as adults often have the
attitude that we are all grown up and therefore we can’t or don’t
want to cry. Maybe the trick is to look at the world through the
naivety of a child and not worry too much about what others think
or how they will react but rather on what is going to help you feel
comforted and better. Crying is natural we all did it when we were
born as a way to communicate and show how we felt, then during our
middle ages e start blocking these emotions out to show a hard
exterior unmoved by everyday emotions. However once we get to a
certain age again the sense of freedom is slightly restored and you
may have noticed that elderly people often express their joy or
despair with tears. Not so far for the toddler days we all once
started as. I firmly believe that a good cry can solve all sorts of
issues and help us overcome and deal with some emotions and
psychological issues give it a try there’s nothing like a good
cry.










Chapter 12
New Chapter


How often have we all been told as adults to let something
go?

But then we are constantly reminded that the only way you
achieve anything is through perseverance!

How do you let something go and persevere at the same time?

Norman is sitting on the floor trying to do a complicated puzzle
and after many unsuccessful tries and no luck he will turn to look
at me and say “done”, which means that’s it, I am not coming right
so we are going to move on to the next activity. Most people can
relate to this with their own children and even for most of us as
adults we should be able to identify this feeling, frustration,
disappointment and finally failure. I however after watching
silently as this episode has happened several times over the past
few months have come to a totally different conclusion as per
normal. I don’t think it’s related to giving up and failure as
adults would understand it, I think it’s that Norman has tried and
he now knows he can’t do it now, yes that’s right now. Not that he
will never do it or that he has lost interest I think he just puts
it away with the thought of revisiting this problem again in the
future sometime. So his little brain is telling him to move on and
come back and try again later, which would possibly be done in a
whole new fresh approach and maybe yield results, if not he will
temporarily move away and then come back with fresh new ideas.

The lesson I think I learnt from him is that timing is the key
to solving problems for try as you might you may not currently have
the skills or tools to solve your current problem, so instead of
accepting defeat park it for a while, let it simmer at the back of
your mind and come back to try again when you have a fresh
approach. I don’t think everyone can do anything, as children and
adults we have certain skill sets which may vary dramatically from
the person next to us.

Sometimes when you have a particular job or problem to solve
maybe you should take a step back, temporarily move away from the
problem and put it in the back of your mind, then after some time
come back and give it a new try with a fresh approach. Maybe there
is no problem that can’t be solved just several problems that can’t
be solved right now, or in our ideal timing.










Chapter 13
New Chapter


During the time spent observing my son and his interactions with
various other children for this book I by default was exposed to
watching various older people go about their routines. It struck me
that young children and older people are indeed very similar in the
way they act, and the outlook they have on their interactions with
various people that they cross paths with.

As per the younger children old people need more assistance
doing tasks, they need support and encouragement and the level of
attention they need is directly related to their age, the older
they get the more attention they need.

 

The similarities go even further between the two age groups,
older people seem to understand the concept of time as they really
do try and enjoy everything that they do, the people I know that
are fortunate enough to be retired have the even greater advantage
of time, therefore being able to do what they want when they want.
As per younger children they also are seldom bothered by what
outsiders or other people think of them, they want to have fun and
enjoy doing their chosen activity. This leads the way to enjoying
life to the full, cramming days full of family and activity in to
each moment, feeling free to laugh at anything and enjoying every
possible moment that they can. Simply put several older people have
grasped the concept that thinking like a child is the ultimate
skill to attain during life, if we are all able to do this then
life is truly fun and fulfilling.

 

On one particular day after lots of fun activities it was time
to tidy up and as I went about my tasks my son did his own tidying
up which I though happened very quickly and efficiently. Later
though I was rather surprised when is started packing the clothes
in the washing machine to find the toys all hidden away in the
machine. Taking a moment to laugh at this I managed to match this
to the story when my aging grandmother in her earlier stages of
Alzheimer’s had often cleared the crockery and cutlery off the
table very helpfully, only for us to later find it piled in the
washing machine and not the dishwasher. Yes indeed there are lots
of similarities.
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