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Chaotic movements swayed through the household as the young Guffy family were getting ready to address the day. You wouldn’t think a family with such young energy and critical occupations would be so disorganized, but that was a common occurrence. Jane is currently working as a triage nurse and Tyler taught English to the fifth graders at the local elementary school.

As Jane pinballed around the house to get her and Tyler’s five-year-old son, Mathew ready for his preschool class, Tyler was somewhat relaxed. This was most likely due to the familiarity with the morning chaos. He touched his lips gently upon the edge of his mug and took a slow sip of lukewarm coffee.

“Hey, do you think you can give me a hand here?” Jane asked Tyler in an irritated manor. “Okay. Okay. Calm down. What do you need?” As Jane barked out orders, Mathew was waiting ever so patiently while his parents tried to get a grip on the morning and a grip on themselves. Mathew had such an innocent way about him. From the way he spoke, his stance and mannerisms. He was just plain adorable. Luckily, he got his looks from his mother.

Jane was a beauty. Blonde hair, green eyes perfectly plump lips. And she always tried to look her best, which was not a difficult task. 

Tyler finally jumped in to help his struggling wife. He walked from the coffee machine and around the granite island, which sat dead center of the kitchen and he proceeded to get Mathew’s lunch ready, quickly picking random items from the refrigerator. One bright red apple, a prepackaged bologna meal and a box of animal crackers, which were in the cupboard next to the fridge, one vanilla pudding cup and a small bottle of grape juice to wash it all down.

As Jane was continuing the announcing of how late the couple were running, Tyler zipped Mathew’s lunch box shut and hurried it to his awaiting son. “Have a great day lil man. I’ll be there to pick you up right after nap time, so have a sweet dream and I will be there to wake you up.” “Promise?” Mathew asked in a low and uncertain tone of voice. “I double promise from here to the night moon and back.” Mathew had cracked a huge smile as soon as his father finished his sentence. The poor boy did not know that his father was reciting a line from a corny lifetime movie, but it wouldn’t have mattered even if he had. Mathew adored his father with all his heart. 

Jane gently grabbed Mathew’s hand and began to twist the front doorknob open when she heard a tiny whistle coming from her twenty-six-year-old husband. She knew by that whistle that she had forgotten to kiss Tyler goodbye. So, with a turn of her head, Tyler was right there to quickly press his lips upon Jane’s.

“Alright, you ready to go little monkey?”, as she referred to him. “Uh Huh.” Mathew replied. 

The mother and son proceeded down the concrete pathway to the SUV parked to the left of the beautifully manicured front lawn with the dew still gleaming on the bright, green grass. Then Jane began to pull out of the driveway and quickly drove down the street.

“Wait! Wait!” Tyler yelled from the front door. He jogged quite fast down the street with great big strides. Tyler was in good shape due to his vigorous workouts that he performed most days of the week. A run at 4:00 A.M. and weightlifting at 8:00 P.M. after Mathew was asleep.

Tyler finally caught up to the car without it even slowing down. As soon as Jane saw Tyler approach the car on the passenger side, she immediately knew what she forgot in this ever so challenging morning.

“Oh my god. I can’t believe I forgot.” Jane said in disbelief. Mornings, all though chaotic as hell, were never too fast paced to where Jane and or Tyler forgot Mathew’s asthma inhaler.

Tyler handed the inhaler to Jane. She gave a quick “Thanks babe.” to Tyler and drove off. Tyler in self reflection knew that Mathew could not progress through any day without that inhaler for his young son’s impaired lungs.

“Thank god for that.” Tyler said to himself and began to grab his belongings on the small, oak dining room table and began his short journey to E.A.P. elementary school, where two dozen fifth graders would soon be waiting on this early fall day as school was only three weeks in session so far.

After only a seven-to-ten-minute drive Tyler arrived at his place of work. “Off to the second zoo.” Tyler thought while taking a deep breath in and a big exhale out. “Off to the second zoo.”
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Later that day after picking up his son from preschool and after the sun had long set, Tyler had been sitting on the left side of his king bed grading papers. That wasn’t before he had tucked Mathew into his green and purple Goosebumps sheets, kissing him gently on his forehead and letting him drift into a deep sleep. And he most certainly did not forget to go into the garage and lift weights for approximately forty minutes, relieving his stress of the day. But this certain “stressful” day had a silver lining.

Grading papers at home, Tyler figured that Jane should be stepping through the front doorway at any given second. Little did she know that Tyler, a man known by her for not being able to keep the simplest secret, had a big surprise for her involving their one and only child.

Tyler heard the jingling of keys in the front doorknob, as his bedroom was only about fifteen feet away and with such bad insulation in their home you could just about hear a pin drop from any location.

Jane stepped into her home and her loving husband was right there to greet her. “I’ve got big news hun. Wait ‘till you hear it! Our son’s a genius. You’re just gonna love this! Big news!” 

Jane became so overwhelmed at the statements and promises that her husband was rambling that she took her left hand and placed it somewhat firmly over Tyler’s mouth. For a man who was perfectly content just five minutes prior, he became so overwhelmed that he needed the help of Jane to calm himself.

“Calm down.” Jane said with worry of waking their young child out of bed. “Now what the hell has gotten into you? I haven’t seen you like this since...” Jane paused. At that moment she realized that Tyler had been keeping information from her and couldn’t bare it any further.

“Okay. So what’s the big news?” Jane asked while walking side by side with her spouse on the short walk to the living room.

“When I picked up Mathew from class today, Mrs. Lossum wanted to talk to me before I woke up Mathew from his nap.” Jane nodded her head slightly, signaling to Tyler to proceed with his story.

“She thinks he’s not challenged enough in preschool. She thinks he’s better off at an elementary level. Moving up past kindergarten to first grade. Do you know what this means?!” Tyler asked, already knowing what words he would follow up with. “He can attend E.A.P. and go to school where I work. Isn’t this amazing?”

Jane took a second to absorb all of the fast-paced sentences that Tyler just spoke.

“Really? She said that?” asking out of curiosity and wonder. “But it’s only three weeks into the school year. Do you think he’s ready for this? I mean, he’s only five.”

Tyler spoke quick and began announcing all the possibilities that this had in store for his young son. Tyler was ecstatic, obviously, but Jane was the more levelheaded one who was a bit skeptical.

After calming Tyler down just a tad, and also herself, the couple continued their somewhat debatable circumstance for some good time. 

Suddenly, the outcome of this particular conversation came to a screeching halt as Mathew appeared in the room.

He was pale in the face with a tear running down his right cheek as he clutched his chest in pain.

After noticing Mathew, nothing was more important at that moment than getting him his inhaler for he was in the middle of a severe asthma attack.

Jane knew exactly what was going on from a medical standpoint from being a nurse, but as a mother, she was horribly frightened and somewhat lost. Tyler quickly remembered that when he had picked up Mathew from preschool, he had put his inhaler in his Scooby Doo lunch box. 

After retrieving the inhaler from the top of the refrigerator he supplied two puffs to Mathew, instructing him to try and take the deepest breath possible with each puff.

As a few seconds had passed, Mathew began to loosen the tight grip he had on his chest and his face began to show some normal complexions.

Jane and Tyler were baffled that this attack came from no where due to Mathew not having to use his inhaler for almost eight months.

“Talk to the school about taking Mathew in as an exception. I don’t care right now. I’m going to take him to bed.” Jane continued on. “This was too close!” 

Holding Mathew in her arms, the somewhat shocked and baffled mother began walking to the bedroom. Tyler on the other hand put the asthma situation aside somewhat oddly after Mathew began breathing normally. Jane was the more shook up one, obviously. All Tyler could think about was Jane allowing him to talk to his peers about his son possibly attending the school where he was employed. 
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