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“My father gave me the greatest gift anyone could give another person: he believed in me.”

- Jim Valvano

“The power of a dad in a child’s life is unmatched.”

- Justin Ricklefs

“A father doesn’t tell you that he loves you. He shows you.”

- Dimitri The Stoneheart


Note on A.I.
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We live in an age of AI.  Every day, more and more services spring up promising revolutionary and innovative results using artificial intelligence.  The authoring industry is not immune to this.


I want every one of my readers to know that not once did I employ, nor will I ever employ, the use of AI to sculpt any part of any of my stories.  Those who know me know that I am staunchly and adamantly opposed to such cheats.


I’m very proud to be a verified human.  The ability to create is a gift that I was endowed by my Creator, and I will never forfeit that nor set it aside to propagate something synthetic and imitative.

Everything you’ve read by me in this book, and in my other works, is 100% entirely created by me, the genuine article.  I’m a verified human, and always will be.


To my fellow authors, I urge you to preserve the sacred gift of human creation and never stoop to such lows.  Always cherish this gift you’ve been given.  If you encounter writer’s block, take a break.  Don’t cop out.  Don’t take the road more traveled by.  Don’t cheat.  Toe the line for all of us, and keep creation – true unadulterated creation – alive.


Long live humanity.


Also, if you’re an author – or even a budding one – I’d love to personally extend an invite to you to join me in two unique groups on Facebook: the Authors & Writers ONLY group of which I am the admin, and my own personal group, the Author Aaron Ryan Group.  The first group is one where you can connect with thousands of other authors across the globe, ask questions, learn and grow as a writer, and network.  Grapes grow best in bunches, after all.


The second is my own personal group.  I find much higher engagement in my group than with my Facebook page.  I also welcome other authors to join me there for free giveaways, news, and also to learn why I self-publish, what benefits there are in being a writer-entrepreneur, and more. As a fellow author, I’m always here to help you in any way I can. 


God bless you as you use the gift of creation to sculpt your stories and books.  May they, and you, be utterly successful.

Sincerely,

Aaron Ryan,

[image: A black background with a black square  Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

Verified Human


Chapter 1: Utter Craziness
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Being a parent doesn’t come with a set of instructions.  There’s no roadmap or Thomas Guide. There’s no one-size-fits all.  It’s hysteria to the power of insanity multiplied by frenzy, with a dash of tempest and a full helping of helplessness.


My boys are unique.  They are (currently, though this increases in number seemingly by the minute, leaving me to wonder where all the time went) 9 and 6 years old, and they are the best and worst of me.  They are all kinds of rambunctious, steroidal shrieking adrenaline-filled energy beasts, sapping our aging vigor right out of us as we struggle to keep up, panting with everything that is in us.  They push our buttons, they demand, they petition, and they do all three both with and without manners.  I have seen traits in each one of them that leave me speechless, as if God saw fit to take my formula, hit CTRL-C, and then hit CTRL-V on some template somewhere, sprinkle in a few extra deviating lines of code, and out pops this brand new lifeform that looks kind of like me, talks kind of like me, walks kind of like me, yet is utterly different from me.


Each of my sons are completely unique in every way, and that’s the formula that they were given; the DNA they were prescribed; the computer code they were programmed with.

Brennan is our right-brain creative, and Asher is our left-brain intellect.  This is something you cannot plan.  They are utterly diametrically opposed to each other and yet fully complement each other in ways we could not have anticipated whatsoever.

I’ll talk about each son in separate chapters, but for now, suffice it to say that they require constant involvement and investment…. and it’s incumbent upon me to give both.


Involvement, because they are my sons, and I want them to know how utterly important they are to me.  I want them to know that I appraise their value higher than my smartphone.  Higher than my own book I’d like to read.  Higher than my own ‘me time’ that I had carefully carved out of our schedule for that unbusied Saturday morning that I was, you know, kind of really looking forward to but now must put the kibosh on because Brennan REAAAAAAAAAAALLY needs to show me this craft he made of all the variations of creatures from Godzilla x Kong: The New Empire.  Or because Asher REEEEEEEEAAAAAAAALLLLLLY wants me to behold him complete the entire game of Super Mario World and isn’t this move cool where I thrash Bowser, Dad?



Yes, son, it’s very cool.


Every day is relatively the same:


	
Wake up. 

	
Get ready for school. 

	
Come home. 

	
Do chores. 

	
Go to ninja training or piano lessons. 

	
Have dinner. 

	
iPad time. Or game console time. 

	
Bath time. 

	
Play. 

	
Stories. 

	
Prayer. (We always end on prayer, which I highly recommend.  Let prayer be the key of the morning and the bolt of the evening!) 

	
And then bedtime. 





Some days vary, but most follow this unique and trusted routine.  But all are filled with craziness between those bullet points.



Now, I know, as parents, my wife and I follow a very carefully constructed formula: a skillset of responses that allow us to commend our children for something they’ve said or seen or heard or done, and we’re commending them without even having laid eyes or ears on what they’ve said or seen or heard or done.  I do not know where this skillset comes from other than pure magic, because I took no classes.  All I know is that whenever I’m deeply engrossed in whatever I’m doing, if my sons come up to me and start droning on about something important to them, I am deftly able to brandish sudden responses such as “That’s amazing.”  “Wow, that’s so cool, I’ve never seen anything so cool!”  “Uh-huh, that’s great honey!” *tightens wrench on bolt under sink without even glancing at whatever my son is displaying*


I’m pretty aware that every parent comes with this superhuman ability to creatively outsource our attentiveness for the moment, simply affirming our children because we have to simply affirm our children.  There isn’t a Plan B.  There isn’t another option.


We must affirm our children.  We must communicate to them how utterly important they are and how utterly fascinating we think everything that they think is fascinating… is.  We don’t have a choice.  We grown men and women were endowed this superpower by a very calculated DNA process with a controlled release that happens to kick in, oh, right about the time our children start developing the ability of show and tell.  I can’t explain it, so don’t ask.  All I know is that they want to show me everything, and I don’t have that kind of time.  So I end up either making time, or pretending that the time they just took to show me what was so important to them is important.



All too often, I’ve erred on the latter, when I should have embraced the former.  My kids love showing me things, telling me things, sharing things.  In their little world, the things that are they are experiencing, they are doing so for perhaps the very first time.  It’s new and exciting to them!  Their eyes light up.  They want me to experience what they’re experiencing.  They want to tell me all about it.  And it’s incumbent upon me as a parent to stop and listen to my boys.



It can get crazy sometimes, sure.  There will be times where I really have to get all us all in the car for church.  They will be late for school so they must get their coat and backpack on NOW.  We’re way past bedtime so they can’t stand there and tell me all about how cool Mothra is.  (She’s actually wicked cool; I suggest checking her out post-haste.)  Sometimes, time really is of the essence, and whatever they want to sow into my day must wait.



But I can always make it up to them.  I can always demonstrate the utmost of attentiveness to them every chance I get.  Do I always?  Certainly not: I’m a human and also a complete idiot.  But I must try.  I always must… try… my… hardest.  Even when they fry every last chip and try every last nerve in my body.  Their constant questions.  Lawd.  I remember seeing a meme one time that said, “Once I became a parent I finally understood the scene where Yoda gets so tired of answering Luke’s questions that he just dies.”  This now makes absolute sense to me.


It can definitely get crazy.  Parsing through all of that hysteria, however, I have two beautiful tiny humans growing up in my home in desperate need of love, affirmation, attention, and guidance.  Little do they know that the Daddy they’ve been given is just about as crazy as his offspring, so I’m on the right wavelength with them.  My wife, Janine, the boys’ Mama, is much more like Asher in that she’s a left brain intellect.  She’s less zany and far more grounded than me.  (I do make every effort to wave to her from fifty-thousand feet up.)  She keeps the boys’ feet on the ground in ways I will never be able to.

I keep their heads in the clouds.  Where it’s crazy.


Most people who know me know that I have a penchant for wearing funny T-Shirts.  One of my all-time favorites is the word ‘Fatherhood’ sprawled out in Jurassic Park letters, positioned above a T-Rex, and below that, the words ‘Like a Walk In The Park.’  Fatherhood truly is a walk in the park…. Jurassic Park, that is!  It’s got its share of scares, frights, and bumps…  …and I wouldn’t trade it for the world. It’s the adventure that brings balance, and we all need it.  Especially us Dads.



Speaking of Dads, my favorite day of the year is Father’s Day.  Not Christmas, not my birthday, not the 4th of July.  Father’s Day.  It’s the day I feel most loved.  Perhaps its because of the two little reasons that my wife and I worked so hard for.  Perhaps it’s because it conveys upon me a tremendous sense of purpose and worth.  Perhaps it’s because I get to be honored for being someone’s Daddy.



Or, perhaps it’s all three in one.  I love being a Daddy, and I love being celebrated for a day where I get to celebrate the three reasons for me being a daddy… right back.  My wife, my firstborn, and my baby.  It is my favorite day of the year, bar none.


Now that you have a rough idea of how I feel about fatherhood and life, let me introduce you to my life’s two greatest little accomplishments.

DEAR BRENNAN AND ASHER:

You are my whole Earth.  You are my reason for living.  You are my pride and joy.  You are my life’s greatest achievements.


I love you with all my heart and am immeasurably proud of both of you.  I love how crazy you make our lives together, and, for a guy who has always prided himself on organization and keeping things in their place, thank you for the hysteria that you bring that upsets the natural order and causes me to roll with the punches; to adapt. In short, thank you for all the messes that require me to work on my patience.  Thank you for the frenzy that forces me to employ skills I didn’t know I had.  As the old adage goes, adapt or die.  Thank you for literally saving my life by forcing me to adapt.  Thank you for forcing me into positions of flexibility so that I can see that life is about more than just structure and order.


It's about soaking up every ounce of silliness in every single moment that I can.

Love,

Daddy


Chapter 2: Brennan

[image: ]


Friday, June 19th 2015 is a day I will never forget.


I had just brought our two-year-old Lab/Chow/Shar Pei back in from going morning potty, and it was early.  I was downstairs in my bathrobe, and my wife of three years was upstairs in the master bathroom in our little Shoreline home.  I casually walked around the downstairs, turning things on, giving everything a once-over and appraising the comforts of our little home, and then I came to rest at the bottom of the stairs, gazing up at her.

“Honey?” she asked.  “Huh?” I replied.  “Come here,” she stated curiously.

I couldn’t see exactly what she was doing, but her tone intrigued me.  I headed up the stairs, every wooden step of the 1958 house creaking under my weight.  Before I got to the bathroom, I saw what she was holding, and, more than that, I saw the expression on her face.


The next thing out of my mouth was “That’s pregnant!  That’s pregnant, honey!”  She dithered, unsure if it really meant what it said, at which point I tried to assert that I had seen so many pregnancy tests displayed in the Glow app we had been using, and many of them were exactly the same.  Before I could complete my excited assertion, she melted into an optimistic – and nervous – smile, accepting the precious gravity of our new reality, and sunk into my embrace.  And I into hers!  We both just laughed, deep-throated and full of joy, together.  Actually, it was cry-laughing, as ugly as that can get, still reverberating with utter joy.



We had tried so hard.  Those very stairs I just came up?  Yep, they’re the same stairs I collapsed upon one morning after sending her off to work, my emotions so racked with pain and sadness that we still hadn’t conceived yet.  I fell upon those stairs and bawled, not even making it up to our bedroom.  We wanted to be parents so bad, we could feel it in our teeth.


The hard part was that we weren’t getting any younger.  In 2015, I was already 42, and she was 39.  We found each other later in life, we got married later in life, and we were trying to conceive… later in life.  The odds were against us, but we pressed on.
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