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Christopher Lewis

Co-Founder of Fathering Together

According to a report from the U.S. Children’s Bureau titled, Fathers and Their Impact on Children’s Well-Being, even from birth, children who have an involved father are more likely to be emotionally secure, be confident to explore their surroundings, and as they grow older, have better social connections.

Numerous studies have shown that children who have a father that is actively engaged in their lives will lead to a number of positive outcomes, such as: 


●  less likely to live in poverty; 

●  doing better in school; 

●  less likely to do jail time; 

●  less likely to abuse drugs and alcohol;

●  less likely to be sexually active as teenagers; 

●  less likely to be obese; 

●  more likely to have a larger vocabulary; and

●  more likely to take healthy risks.



Considering this, you may ask, how can fathers learn to become the positive influences that would lead to such beneficial outcomes? No one who becomes a father is completely prepared to take on the role of fatherhood when their children are born. Though there are many books written on this subject, there is no manual that every father is given when their children are born. 

With this in mind, Brian Anderson and I created Fathering Together, a non-profit organization with the goal of creating inclusive spaces for dads to engage with one another and gain skills to become better dads and men.

As a part of its mission, Fathering Together realizes that all fathers can learn from one another and that community is critical for all dads to learn and grow from each other, lifting up and building stronger fathers who can eventually raise children that are well-adjusted and ready for the ever-changing world that we live in today.

Part of building this community is encouraging the sharing of stories, as men tend to better relate to and engage with the stories and experiences of other men. How often have men over the years shared stories in groups that simply stick? It is in this vein that the stories in this book are presented to you. 

Each story held within this book is a real example of fatherhood. The stories are raw and lay bare vulnerable moments that are from the heart. They are also reflective of the unique and diverse voices of each other. At Fathering Together we value all unique voices being brought to the table, no matter what their background.

Fatherhood is perpetual love in action. While it is not always easy, it is rewarding. We hope that you will see the love that each of these fathers have for their kids in the words that they share. We also hope that this may inspire you to consider the story that you are living with your own kids. No matter where you are today, start telling the story of the love that you have for your kids, just as the fathers in this book have done.

[image: image]

Dr. Christopher Lewis is a father of two daughters and the Co-Founder of Fathering Together. He also runs dadofdivas.com. He worked as a higher educational administrator for over 20 years and currently is the Digital Director for FOX 47 News in Lansing Michigan.

Fathering Together Website - http://www.fatheringtogether.org  

Dad of Divas Website - http://www.dadofdivas.com
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My World Stopped, Theirs Kept Going 
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Matthew L. Kelley

I walked into the Starbucks a block down from the hospital, fresh off at least three days of little to no sleep. I saw all these people in line, looking at their phones, just going about their business, wondering what on earth was wrong with them. Didn’t they know what just happened?! Didn’t they know the world was different?!

Several days before this, I wasn’t sleeping well. My nine-plus-months pregnant wife was getting all the rest she could, while our five-days-overdue daughter kept kicking my wife’s insides like she was a soccer player (which she would later turn out to be). What kept me up, however, was the massive ice storm that was headed our way in late January. On our due date, the weather was in the fifties and quite sunny. Now? Whatever sleep I got was filled with nightmares about delivering our daughter myself in the backseat of my car in an icy ditch on the side of the road.

Around two o’clock in the morning, as a fine mist of snow and sleet was beginning to cover the ground, we headed to the hospital with what we thought were finally legit labor pains. 

When the sun came up, we were in a room with a monitor on my wife’s belly. When a nurse came in with an “I’m sorry” expression on her face. “Your contractions are too far apart,” she said. “We’re going to send y’all home.”

I looked out the window at the thin layer of ice that was already over every car and the surface of the parking lot. Snow and ice are things we don’t do well in Tennessee. I looked back at the nurse, saying as politely as I could in my sleep deprived state (which was not very), “I’ll go as far as the lobby! We want to talk to the doctor!”

That bought us some time, and a head shake from the nurse that I couldn’t tell if it was understanding, pitying, or shaking off being spoken to by some jerk who thought he was in charge. Probably a combination of all those things. I was too exhausted to know or care.

That afternoon the doctors and nurses were prepared, the flood lights over the bed turned on, and my wife’s feet in stirrups. My wife grunted with every push, despite the epidural, and suddenly... it happened.

Oh my God, there was a baby in there? 

I mean, I knew this logically. I had seen her in the ultrasound sessions. We’d assembled a crib, we’d had multiple showers, I’d even felt her kick plenty of times. Eight months earlier I had stared at the pregnancy tests in horror, realizing I’d gotten a girl pregnant, and worried her father was going to kill me; only to remember we were married and that her dad would be overjoyed. 

But the reality just now hit me in a new way. This tiny little fetus that had just come out of my wife was my child. I was a Daddy!

The baby cried a little. I cried a lot. 

Pretty much everything that mattered in my life up to that point was suddenly gone. Everything I had, and everything I was, now belonged to her, and she’d been out here in the world for about a minute.

Our daughter had already pooped in the womb, and at that time it was standard procedure to take her off to the nursery to check her lungs. My wife was busy being stitched up, so they whisked me off with our daughter as they performed the necessary checks. 

The whole time she clung tightly to my pinky and was totally calm, looking around curiously at this brand new world. She only cried for a moment when I had to take my hand away to sign a form so she could get a quick shot. Otherwise, during the first hour of her life, all she knew was that as long as this “Daddy” guy was around, everything was going to be OK.

That hour was made even greater by opening the blinds of the nursery so the new grandparents could see their granddaughter. The euphoria of the moment passed when my phone rang- it was my wife, flush with all kinds of postpartum hormones, not so subtly accusing me of running off with no thought for her well-being!

A day and a half later I walked into that Starbucks, on a mission to get my wife and I real coffee, not this hospital garbage, when I was struck dumb by the people going about their business. Did they not know?

Even if I had voiced the questions in my head, even if I had loudly announced my daughter’s birth, people would have smiled, shook my hand, then promptly forgotten about the weirdo yelling as he got coffee.

My world had stopped spinning on its axis. Their worlds would keep turning, just the same as every day when new babies are born that they, or I, for that matter, don’t know about. Both worlds were true, and now I had to learn how to reconcile these two competing truths to make sense of the world around me.

Eleven-plus-years and two additional children later, I’ve made peace with the knowledge that what is of ultimate concern in my world is not the same as most other people. Because of that cold January day, I’ve gained a greater sensitivity for the moments when someone else expresses strong opinions that emerge from their experiences that don’t really match my own.

Whenever I meet a first-time parent, I make sure to take a moment to look them in the eye and tell them what I wish someone had said to me - “Congratulations! Everything is different now. It’s going to take some time to figure out, but it’s not just going to be OK, it’s going to be even greater than you ever imagined!”
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Rev. Dr. Matthew L. Kelley is a United Methodist pastor and writer based in Louisville, Kentucky, serving the non-profit community as a chaplain and resource provider. He is the co-author of Out of the Depths: Your Companion Through Depression and Anxiety from Abingdon Press. Matt is often found chasing his three high-spirited kids around, making barbecue, brewing beer, and playing guitar.

Website - www.matthew1119.com

Facebook - matthewlkelley

Twitter - @matthewlkelley

Medium - medium.com/@matthewlloydkelley
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Cruz Changed Everything
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Joe Saucedo

November 29, 2014

To say that my life changed on this day would be a gross understatement. This was the day that I became a father. The day my wife, Cat, became a mother - one of the best there is. The day that my parents became grandma and grandpa. The day that my siblings became tíos and tías. It was one of the most unforgettable moments - filled with immense joy and love. It was also the day that for the hour before my child’s birth, I was nearly paralyzed with anxiety and fear.

Living apart from family was never a big issue. I adjusted ever since leaving home for college. Still, something about becoming a parent without the comfort of family who could gather at the drop of a hat made me a little sad. The timing of my child’s scheduled birth during Thanksgiving weekend was perfect since it allowed my wife’s parents, her sister, and our niece to make the five-hour drive from Ohio to Chicago to be with us. After our baby’s due date came and passed, we went about our day prepping our home. We knew that once the baby arrived there would be little time or energy to do anything but tend to diapers and laundry. 

“Why don’t you go with my dad to pick up a Christmas tree for us to decorate?” my wife asked the day before going into labor. 

“But what if you go into labor while we’re away?” I responded, unsure that leaving was a good idea. 

“Please, just go. You’re pacing around the apartment and it’s driving me crazy. Besides, I will call you if anything happens.” 

So, as it turns out, getting fresh air and carrying on with holiday preparations proved to be a win for both of us. It gave me time to clear my head and it allowed Cat to reconnect with her family while finishing up last-minute packing for the hospital.   
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