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Yes, #9 is "from the heart” -which god knows we all
need ofter the disaster #hat was the “elechon... and row
the unparalleled fvagedy of the fsunami. | de not- watd
the news but _can See if in my minds eye. AN [ can
cp is hope Fe-rvem%ly that Gtorge W. Bushé (5. raalnee
that +his 15 their opportunity o Show +he world that
we are not all about’ destvuction - this is our Chance 1o
really become a world |eader aggin- with Wumanifavian
efforts and monetany Support for there ravased countries.
Wil "w"give up his billion-dollar fhaugw’clﬁ’ ball and say
vsend the meney fo Sri Lanka”? Wil his “best Friend
Jesus whisper in hir ear 4hai mayba the world will
Date us a litHe less if we Send some of the billions
we are Spending +o bomb [rag o [ndsnesia? Somethin
tolls me .. th, Yo, Never” Thix it nota Chistian president
Thir is nat an hopovabp man. This adminiStration wil/
send a small fraction of what we are spending on wo,
and }ﬁmbab/y wie iF 45 an excuse fo cut W&fjﬂjmmﬁ
But enougk about them. What can WE do, fhe pegple
who ds Care? Some hustwarthy 013&#!:"26!'/'/'0%{, who w] M/y
help, are licted on e Teunami help page. As For the vest oF
Hais issue, my infent was/is the holida J‘p;‘r{{', Reajses and
lsve stories, Iqeam‘emhg and just plain silly Stutf. My son T}/er
has g piece in i issue (and hape&zuy i Luture Sues!) and
my hope ir i+ will cheer s all up a litHe.

Some of my other ackvities [ately indude +rying fo Jet my
widw iﬁcr?' practice ip & vunning (www. full-cirele m;’a’wz'#cry,cam)
and cieoting fun things any midwife would (sve (www cafe
MS'.Com/Fu [ midwife J. We will nse abgue it all. You can talke
away Democracy , bu you cannet Sk oway the AUDACITY

¢ Hove! M e Prevail in 2005,
) ay peac P (g: 7 X0 @&‘M/



BECOMING A MiDwire N _,1@ EASY 'YERRS

/'?"?‘/... Wg have Comeé +» a ?ox};f— / M/ /n,r‘dwf')[é L ieer H//JW el /q;}?j
SYarts o btcome a blur. '] Started ‘attend s Z‘rf’ér_ [ dropped oyt 4
Sches!. Holistc Midwifeny Vol 1 came out, the sdme day +haf Tarm ended our
3.5 pear re/a#bnrlu;b. ust-.. 2 blur. Since 1t all So Hon-fimear Frem here on
out, | may Just discontinue #his column and just tolf birdh Stovies. [clont
Jehow . Wl see. What do vou ali Think? _

wetl, 1efs just Jump 1y the very first bivth [ asended. If was in Hay,
/99Y. The mama war a4 Cousin” of a /—}q'gnd a/ mine. who I f'ga‘aa.r/y
asked me fgrvw‘de labor support it her bivth. | was SO. TeD.

| renfed 2 Ager, ﬁeeakz}?j ouf eveny time the bakteries Started runiing
Jow, OF /ﬂ pc;ﬂec/ by & whong numper. [ mean, | wat a basbef case”
| went t’ o NowImpact aerobits class with phe mama (part of our getting-
to - ketows- €ach -other ) and foll in lpve pith the Cp ey used, “Deep Fortsr.
/ bﬁuﬁhf’ a copy, envisinin P/dﬂf'hﬁ it Quring her [abor as | became her
indrzpensable helper.. ah, the Fantasics of a smiduife wanna-be ...

Y Finally went iito [phor and Finall my /)ﬂj@rbeqaed tor me!
| was 30 Fhrlled and 4 bit nervous Siacé hér miflwife bt none oz‘ée{
than my mdlws Schoot Foacher... that woruld She sk ? World [ be
amazing ) Wiguld Fouck wp? Well, | actually didn# ree a whsle fot of
hev as ‘ludk would have 1F. Byt boy did [ [earn some Tesious lessons.
when | amived S way /awm‘hj oy handrd kneer in her bedroom with
her husbang, and hod been fof some time. | peeked inte Vhe totm and
was /nétan 5!@% b feart by the energy in Hhat room. | went bach

/7

sut tv bhe Hiin where my Feacher War chpsting and said in 4
pJuhed voice, Full of awe, “115 o.7holy..in theve . She shot ine @ weary [ook.
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That Brst night passed. Morning tame. S5 baby sas pisterior (which / ,énew and

mit fary/émw (which [ Aran¥ mw) her /dh’i’ was hard and her m

wal ﬂ‘gamzmy;y Show. Bein amp/efe! fwﬁ ! Fett | Should fm‘ eave the

house, but when the regm; night e gewe in and went home f A Vzﬁ‘

| Fe# 5“4/; for Jeavi vowbatk fo m Yeversleep when ymre é

sithng* Adys, }ém‘ S f e midwiver and thér Aernticel Comnn

el k15t iy ot gt F itronalioe gD ZW

qef of brfﬂf/ukz s an é’ﬁ'%i‘f In hindg j}r/‘ ! wilf Freedly admif / had

1DER WAM W:M g.wy on. None. And whatewer reafon, ho ohe Mﬁm/
explain much o nie. Maybe 1 becaure they didnt hnow either.

Day 3 came andas ¥ ffarted fo Ve my h ? & Jeeing a hame birth
crumbled awny. She had hot d;/afea{ past f(,‘ﬂ; J wad Ftome 4o cets the
huospital. e ﬁadua/ Seme ﬂu £ vp and headed over. [ was woun Yp tetth
disappoinfment ani w;wm mywe wJ was a bit worse! ). Af He
hospival They gae hér an epidur wenf /nts dleep distress -
dewle 17 éo amd nut reaymn fm‘: a/ Mf’wm We wept ;mer He deciin
Jo s 0 ceSarean buF onee 2t Zmb% was mé S was J'a happy and at
peace unth 1+ it | was Further Dafted. / repeat-: [ didn understard
So iy, many Things. [ was ,]im‘ cavght tp in the los of my cwn wsion;
! did not realice o even /maﬁme, that” S+ Uision Cnot fo menpen the
banyst) was quite dierent. U keally wag clueless.

| did hawe a moment, a rew,[y fiow of SIS, betwe | went hane
+o Sob umcontrollably fr hoars... and i went ke Hhis: whie 7"/:;’7
rining the cestrean | sat alone mr%e Loor in the Laspi¥od
corvidor, ] was bewldesed, shakin with 7 jue ) Weeping if, and
Hhinking WHAT THE HELL A 1 DonG/?! /;%/nk | cadd éem
m WANT fo be a Midw¥e? This was AWFUL’ tHow could ! /possré/y ¢
vt ai Hus, His ... }m%é //Zlc -any- a’em‘A

Yocess when if cam o So hormbly Lworon DN e Yeb andher
foéa/c%f Mg ﬂzfgéz /eaw[ /T/u/f V?ﬁg 1Y R angel in my lite,
oyazy! My mind was ree Iraliin
dowafuarj/ fust when bon Pwa}naig
in loubgr walhad sfowly b

S egple. fhe eam/ 4
/ ufﬁyf af her, Somer‘h}% h?/afe me

g, awane af e Sdat of hey
ff Thats what pou 0, yust keep

Vm/k{f’,r;/ en mﬁcdﬁw f?’hd /

Feaflize ¢ words weére A prﬂpﬂdn‘& for
me, 0. So... [ kepf pn wa.f/{mg = |
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Noy B0- /
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Prenomenon/ Juer T Attesnon To Au-
VosE UTTLE  INConENTENT LAPPenSTARGES
PRD Clvte Y ouR- Chuanipe-!

Tor e Baker Tanmwy, Mereorr Brovswr
us (OR. LEET WS, As THE CASE MAY BE...)

(DVAcouun CreaneR. BREADOWN ~which might

have been o aced thing, since | hate the davm Fhing...
eXeept that if Was originally a £700 Vvaccavm, So i owes
silly net fo pay the £/00 for Fhe repair. Rats.

@ SewanG M{% Dﬁm@oﬁ—a mfasfwffxe

considering Im MAEING Stuff for X-mas! Luckily 01157 A
$(, power cord. Whew!

@STRO e \DPGEEL of N\YSTEQ-\(—- Four years
age the [eff front wheel Slarted fa//:}y off... but we always
¢ j&f* it. Then, while Chrisimas Shopping “at the mall, fhe RIGHT
wheel feu off..- NEVER To BE FffN; -and- can't be replaced.

@ (NATER. \NOND-ERQ—-& Suddlen bathtub leak osas

nothing compowed to the piece ds reattance ... Ranely dumped
an enhre cup of water on his loptop. Killed i odlead.

YeeP Your eve Oéﬂ' ‘Fo&\fg_u_ﬁi Mezcurw.’



—a Fine how-to-do -

[ — e ———
You may hot know this about me, but [ dont cook. | hate
Covking. No, really; / Lnd 4 a hideour waorte of my fime.
S/pcml an hsur (ov more) chopping and mixing and rreesurin 9
and $trring oand +hen i gone in 15 minu or? No. Mot me.
But BAKING ~ how Theres "4 werthwhile evideapor. [sake, and
you have Something yammy that lasks For days! Whos-hoo! Call
me a Baker!(fee’hee) Covkies... cakes.. Im .
well, af thiv +ime of year caramel corn i the -1%‘;15. Even #ho
| have an amazing Sugor cookie recipe, | :qatp: “Find de-
Corating (oskies a°” waste of time. $s heve V S axe wifh yo4
m¢ reveved f@mi//u recipe For '

~the bes§ damn caramel corn ever=

-Make Pha;;j/r popeorn +o Fill ¥ cookie Sheets, in asingle ik
layer. | Have no idea how much pepeorn that is. Eaf fhe rest/
_Mix in largish saucepan 1 scant fbsp salf, 2 sticks (1 cup)
putler or marﬂan‘ne (butter is beter, of course), 2 ceps /)acked
brown sugav, “and Y2 cup dark com syrup. Bring fo boil and
Cook on medium heat 5 minutes. Do NOT STIR WHILE

COOKING. Jurt Stand there and watch. IIs medidative.
~ Remove rom heat & add Y2 +sp baking seda- mixture wil
n
bother fv fo stiv it... it 4oo thick jm'g vet: Trust me. Now
bake in a 250° oven, sfirring well every 10 minuter, for
H You can bake it an o, [
? how; but it wi] £

f£oam. Pour [f over fhe popeorn, divveing 1f up. Dont even
- about HO minutes. S f “f A Fark ar paﬁ’-q Spoon.
T Lef cool on waxed €l

-----
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And now that youve tvied that recipe and you know it Fhe
beet thing ever, | will pow give you andther recige. It Foo,
the best... AND it is SAFE for pregnancy’ Score!

the best damn yeast infection
remedy ever —

Oops! Did | offend you? Net ready for that, huh? Well) b,
yea.n‘ y  beastres /m,open , e.f‘pacz}a//ﬂ Ng ,yw'yg been on anls betics.
Heres how ysu fix i/ )
~Get some boric acid powder jn the pharmacy Jection” of your
rocery. You may necd to ask fer if at Hhe window. [t may even
¢ in the Frsf aid Sedtion, Jince i ured @ eyewash, Tao!
(keeps ants & cockroqehes away safely alss! [t great thuft!)
-Get Same gelatin capsules, empty. Heatth foed Stores usually
have them. but if you cant fiod them, byy Seme Cheap encapsu-
!af?d herb & em )(')/ +he Caffu/ﬁ out Youll need 14.  or bgger
~Fill them. This is the fun part. Pour out the [/ 1}) D
éowder on 0 plate & fool ypur Snoopy neighborX! ) .
ney'tl +think Y éure do% cocaine.... imegine the Po/r’ce visH:
"(ih. officer, these are v a yeast infection..”
Skan. T Put one in Yaur bukiluki n the morning
4TINS ard ore ot "f?hf? Wear pantiliners, s

> 1ile !’ tChan sty bulei
T4 me.(!y /p!hg- VO!!:[, {Cha ges Y rf’a)

I Then 5 MAKES A
S T NN CREAT MOTHER -
N et e SR AUGHTER
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+he mind of ZUZU

Zyzu at +the kichen sink,on chaiv: "Weyld you scoot my chairin?”
Kathevine , net quite underetanding her, waits For her 14 say it aqain.
Zuzy: "Scoot my chaiv in." J
Katherine: "Oh! SCoOT your CHAIR IN/” (Stoots Chair in)

Zuzu: "Of COURSE | said Scoot my chair in! What do You Fhink
| said? Eaf a pickle? Cook a pitkle in +he microwave? ”

| have no idea where she 33% her sassy mouth. N idea.

r—#——e

[ ke most kids her age, Zuza is vewy inhiqued with

e of deat She offen fals me e it o) tecuuse e
misses her old wmama, who died. Shes very matier-of-fack and
sincere about i ~ and although ¥ a bit fregky + hear
about her dead mamq, whp am | +o invalidate” a fwf-/i&/
memory?

A lot "of our most inferesting discussions Yahe place as our
n&fy.egos, the Scodby Gang -~ Zuzy 15 MStml/y Velma aor
Freddy and | am wually DaMne oF §hajg}/ﬁ Scoob. As
Wda‘j she Hld me, " Dot worry Daph, when [ die. 17!
be biick oS my fomer Freddy Self + be your friend.”
“Oh, /r’_r; ndn" worvied, Freddy,” / caid, "But why are you

ing 1o die?” i

¥ "%V(Jl," She explained,” Im ’7”"‘3 to run out a[ioﬁial
luck. Youre Ffull oF hapefu/ uck, and that means you
awe alive. And then it gets Taken away, 4nd Yyou de.
But Im FULL ot hope | luck! " She fanished, kappzhy
along. "Ss [ not goana die yet!” Then She got sevious
and Said, “Mama, [ dont want you fo ever die. o

Net as /onj as | have hopetul luck, honey. =




HeY MAMA- How (an
He SING WITH STAMPS
ON HHS MOUTH? =

1 thine hes siNGine
ABOUT wiat HeS Goins
To Do- HE HASNT
bone 1t Yef
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SLEEP. !l

Bpm. Mamas time. Josie 15 Qpm, Zuzu is asleep. Mamq

asleep. Randy 15 Getting Zuzy and Randy recognize each
70 S/eep. Arabh... |

other! Both enjoy Some guiet
puter fime. '
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I1pm. Mama, exhausted, heqds | 1am. Zuzu calls out for Daddy,

for bed, Josie {oses her binky | awakening Daddy,Mama, and

st as Mama driffs off. Mama | Josie. Daddy goes o Zuzu.
places binky, goes to sleep. Mama tends to Josie,

Vo




2am. Randy returns fo bed to
find osie Still awa ke. Mama foo.

e 2o

Y:30am. Zuzy calls out for Daddy,
awakening Mama. Daddy and
Tosie arée St downstairs.

(:30am. Josie wants her mama.
Daddy brings her to mama, and
oes down to Sleep with Zuzy.
SOMEBODY needs to get sleep

) 9ocs back to <leep. Eventually.

| 5:00am. Mama finally

t bed & back to Sleep.

230am Randy takes Josie down
o basement guesf‘ reem. Mama

@
W

- convinees
Zuzu that Shes just as good as
Daddy, and Zuzu gees back 1o Sleep
Mama +nies +o Sleep in Zuzus bed.
No dice. Mama goes back fo own
Eventually.

Reason #7586-
[+ because
she’s se Smarf
Intelligent kids
don't Sleep well.

if you think Im kid"ng, think
aoam. This is how it is. Every.
vickinfrackin. Night. Sometimes

Mama & Daddy swap. Doesnt mafer.




My first VVBAC

VBAC (Vaginal Birth After Cesarean) is quickly becoming extinct here in the
United States... unless you are having a home birth. Midwives know that under
normal circumstances it is highly unlikely that the uterus will rupture — because
at home we are not inducing or augmenting labor with pitocin! Pitocin, so
commonly used in the hospital for induction, causes hard, unnatural con-
tractions, just the thing for a rupture. Why are hospitals inducing women with
previous cesareans? Why because they don’t want those babies fo get too big!
The cycle is self-perpetuating... and wrong. For more information on VBAC,
see www.vbac.com. The following story appeared in the Winter 1996 issue of
“The Birthkit”, Midwifery Today’s supplemental newsletter..

In the two years I've been doing births with Gail Hart and other
midwives, ['ve seen a good random smattering of both heart-
break and triumph in childbirth. But until I met Carrie, | had yet
to assist ata VBAC. To my mind, Carrie was the perfect VBAC
candidate; she has no hospital-fed delusions about her first birth,
and no fear about her second. In fact, at the time we met her in
her 20th week, she had no idea that what she wanted to do was
considered ‘high risk’ - she had always assumed that her next
baby could and would be born vaginally, and most certainly at
home! Her many questions about her first failed-induction
cesarean (an 8 ¥2 1b girl two years before) prompted me to give
her some books on VBAC, and she eagerly devoured every one -
Artemis Speaks by Nan Koehler, Open Season and Silent Knife
by Nancy Wainer Cohen. It was only then that she realized that
most people in this country consider VBAC a dangerous thing to
do, and certainly not to be attempted at home.




Thankfully, all the reading she did only strengthened her
resolve, and helped her hold her doubting mother and well-
meaning friends at bay.

I did a lot of reading myself during her pregnancy, so I knew
some of what to ‘expect’; a probable stall in her labor at 3 centi-
meters dilation (where she had gotten ‘stuck’” before), a long
second stage, etc. Once again I was to learn my lesson as a
midwife: HAVE NO EXPECTATIONS.

Carrie’s pregnancy progressed normally. At some prenatals
she was full of questions; at others she seemed almost bored. It
was hard to tell just how she would do in labor - or even when
that might be, as her dates were not at all clear. As her original
June 12 due date came and went, we decided the re-evaluated
June 20 due date was probably more accurate. Regardless, she
wanted NO intervention, NO ultrasound. She was going to wait
it out. So, with bated breath, Gail and 1 waited, too. And her
baby grew and grew!

The truth be told, Gail was more nervous about doing a VBAC
than I was. Perhaps my lack of experience (24 births to her 700+)
gave me a lack of fear, I don’t know. ButI was sure that Carrie
would have her birth her way, even if Gail was doubtful. We
had not done a single pelvic exam, and when June 20 came and
went with a baby that was easily 9 2 to 10 Ibs, Gail persuaded
Carrie to let her do a pelvic exam. What she found made us all
Jaugh with relief - a huge roomy pelvis, a deeply engaged head,
cervix anterior, 50% effaced, and 3cm dilated! No fear of her
stalling at her stuck point - she was there before labor began!
But, we still had a few more days to go...

@



On July 1 my sister and her family flew in for a visit and before
we decided on the day’s plans I called Carrie’s house. Sure
enough, she had lost her mucous plug at lam and had called Gail
at 9am to bring the portable hot tub and set it up. “I was just
going to call you,” Gail said, laughing. Carrie was in good labor
but I wasn’t needed yet, so I went to breakfast with my sis,
saying a silent prayer to Divine Mother all the while. Let this
birth happen well.

11:45am - I arrived to relieve Gail so she could take her hubby
to work. Carrie was in the tub, her husband Pete sitting beside
with a comforting hand and a glass of juice. Her labor was
smooth, even, and breathtaking to witness. Breathtaking, I say,
because Carrie did Lamaze-type breathing, which I had never
seen anyone really do before. I honestly cannot believe a woman
could breathe so quickly and not faint. Gail commented softly
that only women in Jabor can breathe like that: I believe her!
With each contraction Carrie whistled and “hee-ed”; between
them fell silent, resting. Nary a moan or a word did she utter,
except when asked a question. She wanted it quiet; even the
noise of the hot tub heater was unacceptable. Once Gail returned
we spent our time boiling water to keep the tub warm.

12:53pm - a flush appeared high on Carrie’s cheekbones, sig-
naling to Gail and I that she was around 7cm. She lapsed into
sleep between contractions, refusing to let us listen to baby’s
heart tones, refusing anything that would disturb that sacred
place she had created. She seemed to be laboring effortlessly.
She was beautiful.

2:45pm - a moaning sound started creeping into her voice even
through the breathing, and I knew she was getting close.



I strongly urged her to go to the bathroom, since she hadn’t
emptied her bladder for hours. With great reluctance she let Pete
and I help her into the bathroom, and then she slammed the door
shut, hard.

“Go AWAY!” she shouted at us. Poor Pete was beside himself,
especially when the breathing finally seemed to fail her and she
began making wonderful primal noises during contractions.
Noises which to Pete were scary wails of agony made Gail and |
smile and start getting things set up. Thugged him tightly, big
tears welling in his eyes, and assured him that all was very well
indeed. “I was the exact same way,” Gail told him, “Don’t
worry, when she’s ready for company, she’ll come right out.” He
smiled weakly.

3:40pm - the noises changed. Was that a grunty tone I heard?

I stuck my ear to the bathroom door. “UUUUNNNNNGGHHH!
UUUHH! GGGHHHHUUUGGGHH!" Definitely grunty.
"Carrie?” 1 called after she finished, “How are you feeling? Are
you feeling lots of pressure?” “YYYEEAHHH!?!?!?" her tone
was firm but questioning, like, is this how it's supposed to feel?

” Are you feeling pushy?” I called. “YYYEEAHHH?{?{2(!"

1 went to Gail, who then asked Carrie through the closed door,
“Tell me what you're feeling.” “I DON'T KNOW!” she wailed,
“] feel like I'm taking a poop, that's how I feel.” Her tone grew
irritated, and she cracked the door open, just enough for us to see
her flushed face. “Is that what pushing feels like? Then I guess
I'm pushing. I don'tknow.” The door slammed shut again as
another contraction came. “UUUUUNNNGGHGGGH!!!” Pete
stood there, a helpless look on his face. Gail chuckled, “Don’t
wortry, she’ll be out in a minute.”

©®



3:50pm - the bathroom door FLEW open, and there stood
Carrie, a confused and fierce look on her face, blond hair hanging
down in wet tangles. For a second no one said anything, then
Carrie said, “WELL, what do 1 do NOW?” I said, “Well, where
do you want to have your baby? In your room? In the tub?”
“The tub.” She climbed in and knelt forward, then sat back on
her heels. Pete positioned himself in front of her, holding her
hands. “WHAT DO I DO WHAT DO 1 DO???” she demanded,
frantic. “Push your baby out,” Gail and I said at the same time,
laughing gently. Pete leaned forward, their foreheads touched
for a sweet, peaceful moment. He whispered to her softly, her
body relaxed, and she nodded. Then she began another
contraction, took a breath and bore down, stopped. Her eyes
flew open, “I can feel the head down there, it’s right there!”

“That's good, that's good, keep going,” we encouraged her,
Pete let go of her hands, unsure what to do. “Put your hands
down there, Pete, you want to catch your baby, don't you?" I
said, grinning. He smiled and plunged his hands into the water.
“Carrie, I can feel hair, our baby’s got a ton of hair, honey!” She
pushed again. “It's a whole head! Honey! The head is out!” She
nodded, bore down again, and up from the water rose a big
beautiful baby. Carrie immediately caught him up in her arms,
“1 did it, oh my god! Idid it.” Her voice was full of awe and
pride. “It's Jared!” Pete announced joyfully, “We have our boy
Jared!” Carrie had pushed perhaps 10 minutes.

And, by the way: Jared weighed 10 Ibs, 4 oz.

Another lesson learned. %%
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I asked Tyler if he wanted to have a column in my zine. Since Geek Daddy gets
space, and Zuzu's artwork is usually featured, | figured it was only fair. He
offered to tell stories from his childhood ~ and I eagerly accepted. 1 give to you...

T¥s Tales Sropihe

Back when I was around nine years old or so, we'd go
to a friend of the family's house every week-end for a
barbeque. It's a commonplace thing down south, except
during the right seasons the chicken is replaced with craw-
fish or crabs. I'm a picky eater, and I never ate anything
with barbeque sauce on it. Something about putting goop
on anything to sap away the way it's supposed to taste
bothers me.

Since I was a spoiled rotten pompous little jerk when 1
was a kid, my food had to be cooked separate, but I'd eat
burgers like everyone else. One day, my mom down here
wasn't present for the barbeque, and I was left with the
man of the house and 20 screaming kids whose respective
moms weren't there. He couldn't sate them all, and when
eating time came, he couldn't sate me. I got my paper
plate, barbeque-sauce smothered burger, and greasy plain
potato chips, and I said "nuh-uh".

The man of the house wouldn't have it. It was a con-
test of two hard heads, but one head was larger and more
authoritarian than the other one, so I ended up being
commanded to eat the burger. I don't remember crying so
hard for something so silly, but my friends were cheering
me on, and I eventually found myself locked in a bedroom



with a craptastic hamburger on my plate and some potato
chips on the side. I didn't even have a drink! "There has to
be a solution," I said. "T am NOT eating this."

All was quiet when I came out of the room, everyone
looking at me anxiously to see whether or notI had
degraded myself to eat the gross burger. My plate was
empty! Cheers erupted across the room, resounding down
the halls! I had a good rest of the day. People treated me
like a hero! I got to do all of the things reserved for the
kids a year or two older than me, like jump on the soap-
soaked water sprayed trampoline and have them push me
on the oak tree's hanging tire swing. I went home, played
my Nintendo, and went to bed.

Years later, long after the time of the weekend
barbeques, the man of the house decided to remodel his
bedroom. They were moving an old dresser to another
room when they found a shriveled, smallish black lump.
Upon further inspection, they perceived the faint smell of
barbeque sauce. It was later 1dent1ﬁed as an all beef patty.




SUGGESTION BOX |

FPeople Send me zines ale the time...and | Read
them dS much a5 | Gah. Everyonce 1n a while o
rool 965‘71 Shows up... Like +hese: -

TFRAIL Roo0TS - /()//t ndrvduced himzself +o me at Ghe
zinemaker movie Scrething (ancther sory for andher Fime)
as a fRiend of my niece Knistine. This"is his zine, and it
is as poignant ahd thoughtful and funmy and sweet &
an Hwngr [ie ever read” by an alder, more prw'wcecf
wiiter, “This is a gifted Kid. | +think my Favevite tale
is I'Escape Bltempt” where an intenre desive fo gt ‘humbed’
led +o a long we and catharbc bike nde. | dopt know
the price but Send #2 or 56 to Kyle, 136 fanjlcwaod Dr.

Longview, WA 9§232. Tell him Zuzus mana sent ya!

g LB GORILLA - Whes yeu Slog through a:r many well-
“rTentioned mama ZineS oS fhere dre these days, you Start
4p Feel like nosne, vt even yourself, has anyihing ongi-
nal fo Jay anymore. But THIS .. this fabulous hHe" one-
Shot zine is <0 GOOD. Marissa Madvigal starts this fale]
of her miftherhsod with a recipe for” "How ts Make a Baby
U Combine ingredients at a m7e party. Shake +oje-fher;%r :
seyernl hovVs... Wart #hree wéeks an Panre." Lod o just] -
Her frnom fherke . "Mid-Twenties Pavty Givi

keeps GeHng be
6-::{: ch nag " tTen Phrases, Comments, or Questio -famL

uter IE You wish 4 Unlcash +he wrath Hyat is The £r¢ nﬁﬂ

fuman.” “The Showing” "Nightmase on Preanant {.{'
6n o "B}KSﬁ "The SC)’E;F#;};}S' ;';' /b{gn_ﬁlg,_,A' irut-ale .H,&

h
] ) (‘H1 Thi'ﬂﬁ?m Y?“OIJ J\e(,c”
wonderfyd " Conversatish o M,Za/ all Hat B450 qo

Each ¢ er Oviain ,ffulmy: L
+o www%;% inings. com 1o srdur. (13 The ShFE,

' 'F}' . ‘ . '{' ing .
FNa. mt%.ﬁ [+5 ¢ rea.!(;';uf- s Q‘?OCJ h i




SUGGESTION BOX 2

Next up, LPRE]TERM - THE DEVELODMENT oF- A
MIDWIFE = (Well you know | was hap -fa have a
zine o [ook at abm};f M;dm ! w}nao‘p ( / ﬁear
tedd a couple of m:d’w J‘ MEIGZM pvf fvjff
one alko..[ Cant yart fo See it! visting Camel
writeS Gbount the trials oF nurse-midwiter $chosl- 5
Hhat malus me pod m Sym afh and shudder in
horroy. SA( 5 mf'e,mef e ff‘hmm Term :rlreq

p/‘u’t fo overfum {w&? ston ey ‘eF——abaui'
birth , medicine, herself. #2. has a fale of
Femmme profection™ and ada’m Qw M eapi

3 protected by your mom! mom’ Go Churt
C/!lflgfmq me/, pPo. 56)( ’-/0‘{22 Parﬁma’ 0'2
qwm (Shes sweef & )ouely too. Tust So ya know.)
THE Soycsid razs GUIDE To A VERY MERRY CIHRISTMA

This big yummy 9c Zine (yer, Ladjes, If IS a Zihe) X
by sistrs J’ an é’ f’a eme 451arks off on a frivelous note
titled "Just Fwﬁm/)Jam&gaod '‘Practical Trps | -/-o

et Hhryugh a dyshunctig -Eamf{y xmas ([) Be yourstlf
gmde @oa v) add: (mn%ijom‘ Bire fne Btu-f' t You V
Support Team in Place 8 Resurvedt the Positi ve? ES'
Olear Viipn (D) Sawe the B'? Stuft For Later. ee{' 54)’5
and Lethers, Seme SARK-inSpiced Soulwork (nofmy th nf
Cool (£ voure info i¥) and {'hc. !a section called
"Deqce & Reconci m'/‘m ¥ The Is awe Christians twith

A cvush on Tesus, and theyke Just ss hice +hat i's akag’
www. Soulcistersunite.com clide on *buy the 2rne”

#pey// email you the addy if yovwant 1o snailmail the ¥ l&-
@




FIRST CH\LD/ §lazmp me
-

/s tHat bed/
ZUzu? Poor BABY
] Enow, [RNOW

7\ - ,_ 1,.., T You HATE +his..

I.?If il II/[II I

s
S e /;4.{//./44"//' i

\\ \\ \,\\ . ’l"f.rf‘.‘;rn

ZUzZU. Honvey. TUsT T

Let me find Somewhere )§ Poan 8AGY,
Ir pau-ovuaaw. o= (sl vou were wet..

' Aﬂ f - |only ha ve a half-

hour te

. :
-l" ""’ “" /tddffd 4{’/// Z. (R
X il
R \'\ N \\‘l e -’ """l u

SECOND CH\LDI

s:e ! sure ha aure
y, cuz y "
.ﬁ‘ucf {fr Qa halﬂ—haur, /

P e A
. s diet
S

. .

o ' ‘ A
‘f..&’// % el //I//ﬂl@:.

R
e .-,,, .// /‘//,'éﬂ / /,_,

‘\ \\ .\\\\_'- ff*! !""J u




(CARMTOON I}GU@‘E’@RY

o P hendad; i

Decemeer 1994 - P@[&% i L | was the
N Hae brink 0; £ (\ Same way.-

Hp'o the hot to
La?h, Gonick

+he dreaded

vY2zK", Rhonda,

& begmm S+udm+

met ‘Mr. Baker, bleck

belt, in TaekKwon Do

class. In a bad and

Sconto-end velation-

SW with a woman,
om liked the kind

with the dark
? e!, but that was b
Besides, he had (Nice quy. _
a mullc+ freom hcu' whaé ip ith that har?)
Anyway, Gs unhapp =

as She was wrﬂn
1 eanwhile Ea newly divevced, was
0(0\‘(' hﬂ and her ltpe E’éav:: to love \mS Sms\(’ Iife, and all

in Ocheral (trainin

as a 44 opcmhr)a the PosnigiuTies i offeved.
she veally didnt give
'MW\ much -wau‘;‘f
Ou‘\'Sldﬁ OF dq;s
Sﬂl ln ‘f\del l\cr
in TaeKvon 'Ds.

He wol alﬂaH




[n Febraary, bruised
freom ending the
relationship AND the
abusive ok, Rhonda
found TaekKwon Do

her only souvce of

b

sanity. Dating was
ﬂ!ﬂqn lncrhig\ind.

But then came spvin amd
hz;d hca-{‘l' d%awed. Sae felt
- ready o date aaain. Despite
NN/ her felings for My, Bcks
Y 2N )T (she didn? kvow lis tirsh
' name), she Simply COULDN'T
Resides. there are lots of date someone with 2 mullet
cute Taekwon Do bm{if Vit Cou.ld. Not: NO.

Then.on June §, 2000... & MIRACLE !/

V1 7

-y

od!
Can | vub

tle was @ whole new vﬁan‘, |
ﬁhoudm vesslved that very day to ask him out. but
her clas$ eﬂdfd and l\lsbggm‘w&fkbu}' -'('L\e opfor(—uh:‘.{—y.

@



Friday, June 4, 2000.

-

- ) _/
] gauev/ AN

STUPENT
ﬂﬂw
Ampranst)

Eh@n wrete. a note askia ;i
him outd clipped it f{b lu}'gt:ar A

Qlfwh went o ﬂe{' ¢ ed indo her dobok. ﬂﬂb
Avesting oo wasoceypied, so She sat- down to wait.
The door opened — and Mv. Baker — Randy - came
out. She leapt vp! SRR o

iy :

_/' / ‘ z"// / // / /’ ] M
Sy /: . S :

¥
1} .
;1
! I
&
4
£

7 o Ul 1]
My Baler ! Well,

ehip ed to Your cavd,
put | can Just ask
ou | auess..| mean..
would “you ke fo
' 3,:4' coffee or
50‘7&(%;&3 with me
cometime... dinnev

His smile was He
- most beaukiful smile
she had ever Seen.

nwh:‘le Kandy had planned
yﬂ asleing Rhon ’;w Hfm‘"sa__m_g

|~ BELIEVE T, orNOT




At home after class, Rhon shewered and wondered.
Was he ol to be one of Huose guyff whe playe i+
a\l ¢ool wWaits, because L\’e—aoefﬁf want fo ‘écem
¢ 7 I was Fln'day m‘gH. A e
she had no plans.
She headed for Yhe

living room to Hide

AL T,
.{.'-q‘t\‘: e S
\‘w‘-\} _ "

on the TV.

The Fluhe Yy

i+ wat him. \

Y vt bug 5

‘{'Q\_igh‘f..." KC said. Lﬁ -’ Ve
s b\ouesjry WS vepvcrl\ipﬁ. ANy

Tl«\ey went Jo one of Hhose tvend I'S‘\’aumwk
(Mlled *Chez Guill" that Served Sm{! ?ov'l'iovu of net-
so«zaw.a{' food.

it didwt :‘;w\'}ev,
Yallced umti|

“x\ﬂnigh{c.. wemt -+

Rhvons house and oD,

dallced Ssme maore. iy 13

She sent him home in Yhe wee hours, without even

a  luss, Bteause s%k«w heve was lots of h’me.z




Geek Daddy: Counting Little Things

When | was in college debate delivering little speeches with
terribly anal time limits, | became very familiar with how long
one second is. And ten seconds, and thirty. Sometimes | would
lie awake at night doped up on caffeine and play a little game.
i’d look at the digital clock until the next minute ticked over,
then count to myself with my eyes closed. I’d look back at the
clock when 1’d reached sixty, and if the minute ticked over at
exactly the moment | opened my eyes, I’d won.

After six years of this | discovered that life is miserable when
you know how long one second is. It makes you impatient, it
makes even the briefest waiting period so tedious that you want
to die. | actually decided that time was my enemy, and |
despised it. One day it was clear to me that | no longer WANTED
to know how long one second was. Seconds were off limits in
my new brain, and even minutes became suspect.

So for the next ten years | avoided wearing a watch or timing
anything. My little plan to disassociate myself from tiny units of
time worked. Until | had kids.

It started with Zuzu’s bedtime rituals. There | was in the
“lay her down with one hand on her until she falls asleep”
stage. What do you do when you’re leaning uncomfortably over
a crib with one hand extended unnaturally as the railing cuts
into your underarm? It’s totally dark, I’m tired, 1 know | am
damaging my back, my brain is mush. All the while I’m trying
NOT to think about my squirming baby girl fighting sleep like it
was the grim reaper. Every experience I’ve had with children
tells me that if | think about what | want them to do they will
never do it. (They posses a bee-like sense for desperation.
Come to think of it, women in general have that same sense).
So, at first | would think about tomorrow -- listing and relisting
everything | was going to get done - I’'m such an idealistic
dreamer! Then | had the misfortune to read this in a parenting

@



magazine: “If the child or infant is completely still for one full

minute, she is asleep and it is safe to leave.”

Guess what | have been doing every night since | read that?
One, two, three.... fifty-seven, fifty-eight, fifty-nine... damn!
She moved! The saddest part is that it’s true. One full minute
and | am outta there!

And what am | doing in the van when Josie is wailing like a
banshee and won’t stop until we get home? It goes something
like this: “Let’s see, we’ve just listened to Stone Soup on tape
for the third time, and it takes 4-and-a-half minutes for that
story, so if all the stories are about the same length and | have
28 more miles to get home | only have to survive six-plus more
stories, which means I’ll hear Zuzu’s tape one-and-a-hatf more
time if | drive at sixty miles per hour. {f | push it to seventy...”

Is it all about time? Of course not. My little joy-makers
deliver the gift of obsessive-compulsive behavior in SO MANY
other ways! Observe:
¢ “Zuzu, I’'m only finding four Scooby-people, where’d Scrappy-

do go? You know how tiny the little Scoobs are, and Scrappy
is the smallest of them all, so we need to pick them all up so
Josie won’t eat them or choke on them.” (In case you’re
wondering, Shaggy is less than an inch high, and Scrappy is
about a quarter of an inch. They are tiny)

e Zuzu just hopped off to the bathroom, I’ve got maybe three
minutes to myself assuming she doesn’t have a crisis or drop
the TP in the toilet or something. That’s enough time to
write a note to myself reminding me of my plan to do the
thing that I’ll never have time to get to, but if | can just
write it down I can pretend | accomplished something today!

o “|'ll tell you what, Zuzu. You can have three Red Hots AFTER
dinner if you finish eating everything.” (Three Red Hots?
Would | ever count out little candies like that for myself?
Have you ever eaten a box of Mitk Duds at the movies, and
when you left the show you said to yourself, “Hmm.



Apparently there are 37 duds to a box”. No wonder kids think
their parents are nuts.)

o “Zuzu ate two bites of toast and five bites of mac-n-cheese.
She ate all of her peaches. Josie ate six the rest of Zuzu’s
mac-n-cheese, a bowl of refried beans, a yogurt, two pieces
of toast and a mule”. {Okay, so | lied about the mule, but this
little girl EATS!) Mama and daddy need to know the bite
count. This information is vital in preparing for the next
meal, and it sometimes provides a basis for deciding if an
unwholesome treat will be allowed.

» “No Zuzu we’re only reading three books tonight. We talked
about this already. You pick the first one, I’'ll pick the next
one, and you pick the last one.”

s |t takes seven minutes to get Zuzu to school, and it’s twelve
minutes to nine now, so I have five minutes to shower, dress
and pack here out to the car. Hmmm. “Rhon, if you can get
Zuzu dressed for me, I’ll take her to school. I’m going
upstairs for a quick shower.”

And here’s a gem that’s not even about counting. When | get
one of girls to sleep, | try to sneak away, right? We have some
hardwood floors, and in the quiet dark of the night | want to
walk away without any hideous creaking that might wake her
up. Sometimes I’ve prayed for the heat to come on so the blow-
ing ducts will help mask my foot-steps. When | started doing
this with Zuzu, | quickly learned every creaky spot on every
floor in the house. The horrible racket as | would step from the
masonite linoleum of the kitchen onto the old beat-up hard-
wood in the dining room. CR-E-E-A-K! The one spot on the thick
hattway carpet where the underlying POP is so loud you can
hear it two rooms way. The spot just outside the hallway in the
dining room where there is no safe place to step at atl. You can
try a little hop over it, you can try to walk so slowly that the
sound is spread out over two minutes of smaller popping noises,



or you can try to slide along the floor in your socks keeping your
feet within six inches of the bookshelf. | learned to walk up and
down stairs by always sticking close to one side - the noisy spots
are in the middle. You get the idea.

Now here’s the mystery. About two years ago someone
changed all the sounds. It wasn’t a seasonal change, and it
hasn’t changed back again. The two very worst spots in the
house are now SILENT. Formertly quiet spots, particularly where
we have muffling rugs over hardwood, now make sounds like
I'm walking on peanut shells. Why?

And who would care, except that in the weary darkness of
late night parenting your world shrinks to such a subjectively
small and very personal size. There’s you, the blessed angel in
your arms, and the EVIL BACKSTABBING FLOOR, built by mal-
adapted cultist who obviously despise liberty and justice.

Ironically, | didn’t count fingers and toes when the girls came
out. | counted heads, one each. And arms and legs. That’s good
enough - they can have as many fingers and toes as they like.

it’s important to know that | don’t resent these things I’'m
forced to keep track of. The irony is sweet, though. | really and
truly spent a good fifteen years breaking out of many of my
compulsions (by no means all of them), and especially my anal
accounting of time. Now I’m back to the protracted seconds
and minutes of measuring each moment. | don’t think this is
what “living in the moment” is supposed to be. In fact the
phrase “living in the moment” has always seemed carelessly
misleading to me. You know when it’s easiest to live in the
moment?

a. When you’re having fun with no burdens weighing on you
whatsoever, and

b. When you’ve just whacked your thumb really hard with a
hammer,

It’s the little things that count, and | find myself counting
every little thing. @
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