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			This book is dedicated to my adorable assholes. 

			Despite making my hair fall out, I think we have a good thing going.

	
			Dear Reader,

			Whether you’re reading this by the light of your phone while locked in the closet or in the car as your toddler snores behind you: Welcome.

			There’s a reason toddlers are at peak cuteness. It’s because Nature knows that toddlerhood is when you are most likely to take your child to a public park and leave him there with a note that says, “I’m a little shit and they couldn’t take it anymore.”

			“Toddler assholery” is a normal part of human development. It’s like puberty but focuses mainly on throwing food on the floor and taking swings at people who pay your way.

			Toddlers are assholes. They just are. Remind yourself of this the next time your two-year-old tosses a full bowl of oatmeal across the room. The oatmeal he cried for. The oatmeal you dragged your sleep-deprived ass out of bed at 4:45 a.m. to make.

			Remind yourself of this when you’re about to judge your stay-at-home spouse for the mess in the living room. He’s been under house arrest with a little asshole all day. 

			When you feel tempted to ask your friend with a three-year-old why she doesn’t call you or hang out anymore, remember that she’s being held hostage. Offer to babysit while she roams Target for several hours, eating popcorn and sipping a Frappuccino.

			I hope you enjoy this book. Go fill up your wineglass. You deserve it.

			xo Bunmi Laditan
 (aka Sopha King Tyerd) 

			P.S. Who is Sopha King Tyerd? Sopha King Tyerd is the parent who usually comes out between 10:00 p.m. and 5:00 a.m. She’s not interested in impressing other parents or putting on airs. She might walk around for hours with a sticker on her ass and her shirt inside out. She’s definitely the mom who forgets it’s picture day and shows up to school drop-off looking like an extra from Les Misérables.

			She loves her kids and is just trying to get through the hard times without losing her mind. She’s too exhausted to be anything but blunt. She’s Sopha King Tyerd. So fucking tired. She’s who I became when I stopped pretending that I had it all under control and realized that raising kids isn’t about perfection, holiday cards, or Pinterest meals. It’s about experiencing the ups and the downs with the people who mean the most to you in the world. 

			I’m definitely Sopha King Tyerd and bet that you are, too. 
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			What Is a Toddler? And Other Frequently Asked Questions
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			What Is a Toddler?

			A toddler is a cross between a sociopath, a rabid animal, a cocker spaniel, a demon, and an angel. Depending on the time of day and when your toddler’s last meal was, you will see all of these sides. 

			The Average Toddler’s Schedule:

			3:00 a.m. Wake up with a cry so loud that it sends a rush of adrenaline through your parent’s body, causing significant and permanent damage to her central nervous system.

			3:01 a.m. Demand breakfast at decibel levels more suitable for raves and political protests.

			3:02 a.m. Laugh in your parent’s face as she tries to get you back to sleep.

			3:03 a.m. Eat a NutriGrain bar on the living room floor while your parent sits slumped over on the couch trying not to cry.

			3:04 a.m. Spiral kick your way through a diaper change.

			3:05 a.m. Wail for no reason and demand television.

			3:07 a.m. Crumble NutriGrain bar in your hand and smash it into your hair with a crazy look in your eyes.

			3:15 a.m. Watch cartoons with the sleeve of Ritz crackers your parent threw at you in desperation. 

			4:00 a.m. Pee on the floor. 

			4:15 a.m. Briefly fall asleep.

			4:45 a.m.  Wake up angry about falling asleep.

			5:00 a.m. Cry in your parent’s ear while jumping on her breasts. 

			7:00 a.m.  Snack time. Eat almost none of it. 

			8:00 a.m. Nap because, yes, you woke up that fucking early. 

			9:00 a.m. More TV because your parent can’t deal with you. 

			10:00 a.m. to 5:00 p.m. Destroy the house or day care. Make it look like a FEMA-neglected natural disaster area. Nap sporadically. 

			5:00 p.m. Get thrown at whichever parent is having the most manageable panic attack. 

			6:00 p.m. Ruin dinner for everyone.

			7:00 p.m. Go batshit crazy about bath/brushing teeth/pajamas. It’s important to act like this is your first time going through the bedtime routine. 

			9:00 p.m. Pass out. 

			To a sanctiparent (see box below), this will look insane. Regular parents of toddlers recognize this as their life. 
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			Note to Sanctiparents: Shut the fuck up. Nobody wants to hear your strategies for dealing with your perfect children who wear $300 European designer tunics and shit rainbows and gold coins. When we want to hear your amazing disciplinary techniques, we’ll ask. Go ahead and keep Instagramming your family’s meals of figs, brown rice, breast-milk lentil soup, and homemade goat cheese from your free-range backyard talking goats. But if you humblebrag one more time about how your toddler has been sleeping through the night since he was four minutes old, we’re going to pull that stick out of your ass and beat you with it. P.S. Keep pretending on Facebook that you’re a perfect parent, but, remember, some of us know you in real life.

			

			What Do Toddlers Want? 

			Your soul. Just kidding. Toddlers want whatever pops into their heads at any given moment. The problem is, these thoughts don’t stop. This is why even though your toddler specifically asked for crackers, in the time it takes you to walk to the kitchen, pull the crackers out of the pantry, put the crackers on a plate, and walk back to your toddler, he now wants a piece of toast in the shape of Jay Leno’s chin. Did I mention that he is also heartbroken and furious that you have presented him with disgusting offensive crackers that have no meaning to him? These crackers are no longer just crackers. They represent his frustration with having a parent who can’t meet his needs. Your child might feel the need to remove all of his clothing and cry on the floor for twenty minutes, ultimately pissing himself, even though you’re late for work. WELCOME TO TODDLERHOOD. 

			Toddlers Want to Move

			Have you ever looked at a two-year-old running around and thought, “Are you on cocaine?” The reason why you’re exhausted at the end of each and every day is because toddlers’ bodies are constantly in motion. You literally spend your entire day trying to keep them from breaking their faces on the floor as they run at the speed of light. Being a toddler is a never-ending episode of American Ninja Warrior, and the only prize is a visit to the emergency room. 

			Toddlers Want Snacks

			All this running around like they’re on dirty meth can really work up an appetite. Sixty to eighty percent of caring for toddlers is simply fetching them snacks as if you were some kind of unpaid waiter. Toddlers like to eat. And by eat, I mean graze and demand food. What kind of food? Toddlers like new, exciting snacks all the fucking time, which will drive you insane by 10:00 a.m. Some toddlers may take a bite or two of the meal you’ve made so lovingly, but most will not finish it. You’ll then feel compelled to eat the rest of their fish sticks or cheese cubes. Try not to dwell on the fact that you’re eating trash. Don’t worry, these calories don’t count. Most of you will spend your days eating your toddler’s scraps like some kind of Lululemon-wearing vulture.

			The next time the Internet pressures you to shape your kid’s spaghetti and meatballs into a Pixar scene like some kind of overachiever, just say no. She’s not going to eat that shit anyway. If you have a toddler who eats well, shut up about it and keep that information to yourself. 

			Why Is Having a Toddler So Hard? 

			Because they can’t be reasoned with. See, adults are used to dealing with people who can work out their issues by talking, or at least posting a passive-aggressive Facebook status.

			This is how an average conversation goes with a toddler:

			Dad: “Hey, buddy, we need to get dressed so that we can leave for the park.”

			Toddler:“I want to go to the park.”

			Dad: “I know. So let’s get dressed.”

			Toddler: “No, I no want get dressed go to park now.”

			Dad: “But you’re naked. You can’t be naked at the park.”

			Toddler: (Crying and screaming, maybe pissing the floor, at the same time splashing urine on father, accidentally kicking dad in the nuts): “NO GET DRESSED PARK! NO SHOES PARK! NO PANT!”

			At this point the dad is wishing he’d masturbated in the shower instead of conceiving this crazy mofo.

			Toddlers look like babies, but don’t get it twisted—babies are pretty easy to dress. Babies don’t try to hit you. Babies don’t lower your self-esteem by commenting on how big your ass looks and asking if you have to buy clothes at a special store for said large ass.

			Toddlers walk through life like we all wish we could: confident, demanding, and 100 percent positive that they are the center of the universe. They can kick their father in the testicles and feel nothing. They love to laugh. They love to destroy expensive cosmetics and to fingerpaint with long-wearing lipstick. Toddlers love to render electronic devices useless. They enjoy making debit cards and keys vanish into thin air. They like to permanent marker on shit.

			Toddlers live that #thuglyfe better than any of us could even try to because toddlers. don’t. give. a. fuck. The quicker you understand that, the better. Repeat after me: Toddlers don’t care and they never did. 

					Does My Toddler Hate Me?

			Like serial killers, toddlers struggle with empathy. When your toddler wakes you up with a kick to the head, realize it’s not because she hates you, but because she views you as a slave. You see, toddlers are primarily concerned with meeting their own needs and do not recognize that you, too, are a human person. To a toddler, you do not have a heart, mind, or soul; you are simply a skin-covered robot tall enough to reach the candy on top of the fridge. You are an epidermis bag and source of endless comfort. Don’t take your toddler’s antics personally, because it isn’t about you. 
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			“Children are a blessing from above, and you do not deserve kids if you don’t feel this way. I feel sorry for your toddler.” 

			

			Response: “I know my toddler is a blessing. I’m reminded of this every April. Tax Deduction.”

	

			Why Don’t Toddlers Listen? 

			Contrary to popular opinion, toddlers do not possess listening ears. They are unable to hear commands like “Stop,” “No,” “Don’t eat your boogers,” or “Stop lifting mommy’s skirt.” Toddlers can only hear words that pertain to snacks. A toddler may not understand the words “Stay in your bed,” but she will hear you chewing a Mentos from outer space. 

			Toddlers live by one simple rule: DO THE OPPOSITE. 

			If you tell a toddler to wave to a shop owner, she will stand there like she can’t speak. If you tell a toddler to say hello to a family member, he will stand there like a Precious Moments figurine. If you tell a toddler to keep breathing, she will hold her breath until she passes out. Toddlers live to disobey. Once you understand this, you can control them through reverse psychology—in layman’s terms, mind-fucking. 

			How Do I Deal with My Toddler’s Behavior? 

			Do what most parents do and drown your frustrations in doughnuts and beer come bedtime. Personal trainers and fitness nuts will tell you that eating before bed is bad for your health and waistline. What these idiots don’t understand is that you need to snack so that you don’t abandon your family in the night. 

			When it comes down to it, isn’t it preferable to inhale a bag of Doritos and be forty or fifty pounds overweight than to leave your toddler without a parent? You’re doing the right thing by eating your emotions. Living with a toddler isn’t the time for you to be worried about having a thigh gap. Fun fact: You can actually create a thigh gap no matter what you weigh just by standing with your legs apart. See? Gap. (But, remember, thigh gaps are dangerous because toddlers can use them to climb back into your uterus.)

			It’s possible that you can get so depressed from living with a toddler that you may need prescription medication from an actual doctor. I’m telling you, having a toddler is no fucking joke. In that case, be sure to jot down whatever antidepressants you’re taking and the dosage in your child’s baby book. When she looks back on her milestones, she’ll also see the damage she did to your mental health. Hopefully, this will inspire her to major in something serious like biology or political science rather than ceramics, so she’ll be able to take care of you the way you deserve. No one ever made millions handcrafting clay pots. It’s her turn to foot the bill. 
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