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Praise for Kids Are Turds

“Moms everywhere, rejoice! Kids Are Turds gives you permission to whine into your (much-needed) wine as you flop down in exhaustion after another day of wiping up the unmentionable mess you know will magically reappear tomorrow. Laugh it off, ladies—let Jenny show you how.”

—Karen Moline, coauthor of the New York Times bestseller, Sh*tty Mom: The Parenting Guide for the Rest of Us

“I couldnt wait to review this project, and it did not disappoint. I have been a longtime follower of Jenny’s blog and Facebook page and love them! Her real talk approach to parenting makes you feel like you’re not failing to live up to some unrealistic standard. Even with her blunt honesty you can see her deep love for her children throughout the book. It’s a great reminder that we all go through times like this, and we’re all doing the best we can. Thank you, Jenny, for bringing humor and creativity to this life we call mommyhood!”

—Dawn Recor, blogger of Diary of a Not So Wimpy Mom

“Getting shockingly emotional over soup commercials, treating solo grocery-store trips like tropical vacations, staying up and watching kiddie cartoons hours after her kids have gone to bed … and, of course, compiling a blackmail album for when her boys get old enough to date? Jenny Schoberl’s Kids Are Turds is a ridiculously funny and heartfelt chronicle of what it means to be a mother, and whether falling into parental stereotypes is something to fight—or something to embrace with all your heart.”

—Dressler Parsons, Student-Tutor.com

“If anyone can prove that you’re never too old for bathroom humor, it’s Jenny Schoberl. Lock yourself in the bathroom with Kids Are Turds and laugh away … likely while your own kids are being turds!”

—Leanne Shirtliffe, author of Don’t Lick the Minivan and Mommyfesto
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INTRODUCTION

MOM JEANS ANONYMOUS

[image: image]

I AM A MOM. THERE. I said it. I don’t know why that feels like I’m saying something bad, like I should be speaking in hushed tones in dark alleyways so that no one can hear, but it just feels … old. Boring. Frumpy. I am someone’s parent. The man that I married isn’t an eighteen-year-old high school senior anymore; he is someone’s father. Good ol’ Mom and Dad. Yawn.

Day to day, I think being a mom is an awesomely exciting thing, but why does it still feel so strange to say the M-word? Why do I get a full-body shudder whenever I use the word mom or refer to myself as a parent? I’ve spent years conducting extensive hands-on, in the field research (a.k.a. blowing ’em out of my crotch and diapering their stinky ends), so I should have answers by now. But I don’t. Parenting is just … weird.

I always thought I would be able to remain the same exact person I was prior to squeezing humans down my pipes and through the trap door. Me? I’m not gonna be a mom, I’m gonna be a MILF! I’m gonna drop the baby weight immediately and be so hot with such a killer bod that people will question whether the kids are actually mine. I’ll spend the afternoons with my other hot mom friends sipping martinis on the front porch and cackling as we discuss the most scandalous neighborhood gossip. My perfect kids will be at school earning straight A’s and will never make any trouble. This whole “parenthood” thing is going to be a piece of cake, and I will be the Sexy Supermom. End of discussion.

I also vowed I’d never be one of those nasally, naggy type moms you see on TV with the school-marm un-styled hair (and definitely never the Kate Gosselin infamous porcupine mom-trocity). I’d be the furthest thing from the typical “honey-do” list-making, high-waisted-mom-jeans-wearing, PTA-attending, helicoptering, minivan-driving soccer mom.

The awful word mom described those types of women, and that was not who I envisioned myself to be. Of course I knew I was technically “a mom”; you can’t exactly deny that when you have two kids wedged so far up your ass they can smell what you had for lunch yesterday. And let’s not forget pain! A body doesn’t just forget the torture that is childbirth. Neither does a vagina. Poor vagina.

As much as I loved my kids—and I loved them an embarrassingly huge, going-to-kiss-them-in-public-well-past-their-twenties amount—I never felt like I fell into this “parenthood is my destiny!” groove as easily as everyone else seemed to. I just couldn’t ever get into the whole cheerleader mom mindset. No Rah Rah Sis Boom Ba! None of that “I’m Supermom! Being a parent is so fabulous! Let’s go make crafts out of pinecones!” crap. It actually seemed pretty frickin’ obnoxious to me.

And I didn’t ever want to be the person who completely handed herself over to her kids. I couldn’t become one of those women you see at Walmart who look like they have given up on living their own lives in favor of their children’s. The ones who don’t even seem to care that they’re in public wearing flesh-colored spandex and a dirty, old, too-big t-shirt, or that their kids are screaming bloody murder about wanting a giant box of teeth-rotting cereal. I did not want that to be me. I wanted to stay me; the me that existed before kids got in there and jacked it all up. I could do that, right? I could still be me. My husband, Thomas, and I could still be us. With crotchfruit. It was as simple as that. I was pretty sure that I’d just solved Parenthood.

Now, after spawning not one, but two babies, I have the distinct urge to reach back into time and smack the crap out of young me for being such a fucking idiot. Way to go, genius! You really called that one. Yes, deary, that was sarcasm. I know it’s hard to pick up in your brain’s deteriorated state.

So yes, things have most definitely changed. A lot of things. It wasn’t until I was intimately familiar with being elbow deep in a diaper change that was more like a Play-Doh fun factory that I realized the truth: no matter how “hip” or “cool” you think you are (and I can’t believe I just wrote hip. It shows you just how deep into this I really am), once you add children to the pot, your life will never be the same. The progression into accepting parenthood may be one that happens slowly, but my mom always warned me that it would inevitably occur. But do we ever listen to our parents’ advice when we’re little? I was positive every bit of wacky advice my mom dispensed was a product of inhaling way too much hairspray from aerosol cans and bleach seeping into her skull. Obviously I wasn’t going to take her seriously!

But parenthood became my reality, and I learned to accept it. There were many days I spent being unsure if I would ever really feel like I’d chosen the right “job,” which was a feeling about as annoying as an itchy butthole. Still, I couldn’t make the job title fit, even if I loved the benefits … Y’know, outside of never being allowed to take a sick day.

In an act of sheer desperation (and slight insanity), I decided to start a mommy blog. Oh, cringe! I wasn’t exactly thrilled about it either, but I needed something to help me not turn into Mommy Dearest, swinging a metal hanger by the end of the day. Something that couldn’t interrupt me with things like logic, or reason. In that moment, I swore to myself that I wouldn’t be regurgitating fluffy bunnies, rainbows, and bullshit about how my perfect spawn could recite the alphabet backwards and crap in a tiny plastic toilet. If I was going to do this, it had to be real. Maybe I’d even find some other moms out there who could relate?

This not-so mom-ish mommy blog turned out to be liberating! Magical! Therapeutic, even. I was finally able to unleash my true thoughts and feelings as a woman who would never be taking home a Mom of the Year award. And it definitely helped to keep me from running away with the traveling circus. (Although I was still convinced that I could be the bearded lady in the sideshow. Especially since the kids never give me the time to wax the ’stache.)

Still, blog therapy aside, there were some stories I just couldn’t bring myself to write. In my tired brain, they made me less of a mom, or more of a craptastic one. They were too disgusting, disturbing, embarrassing, and/or completely ridiculous. I could write about crapping my pants in public at twenty-one years old, but I couldn’t type the words “I just realized there was a giant booger on my shirt all day long. This booger doesn’t belong to me. This booger is now a fashion statement.”

With this book, it’s time to finally tell those stories. Because it sucks balls to feel like you’re alone or like you’re “not mom enough.” The truth is, these disgusting and ridiculous stories—these moments where we find ourselves hiding in the bathroom to eat so we don’t have to share our beloved snacks—these are our defining moments. Bet you never thought yanking a turd the size of a Buick out of your kid’s butt would be a moment you would look back fondly on, but it is. And that? That is being a mom.


CHAPTER 1

A IS FOR A-HOLE, B IS FOR BIG FAT BABY
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WITH HOW FRIGHTENINGLY POPULAR TEEN MOM has become, you might be surprised that at twenty-two years old (or was it twenty-three? Who can remember these things anymore?), Thomas and I were the first among our circles of friends to bring forth new life to this planet. First it was Holden, and then, by complete surprise, came Parker. I still swear he was conceived by Immaculate Conception.

It’s not like my friends were all that supportive or understanding, but Thomas’s friends quite literally disappeared from his life. It was like they fell off the face of the earth, or we had unknowingly joined a leper colony or contracted the bubonic plague. Those pesky rats. Or in this case, those pesky sperm. Not knowing any other parents to talk to about kids, it felt like we were flying by the seat of our pants. We had no idea what was “right,” or what other parents were doing, or how we should be acting. Completely clueless, party of two!

Now, with a little experience under my belt, I can say that all of child-rearing (and why do we call it “rearing”? It isn’t as if we give birth from our asses) is nothing but a big, obnoxious, frustrating guessing game. Back then we thought there was some kind of rhyme or reason to everything, but now we know that parenting has no logic. Not a fucking speck of logic in the whole thing.

Every day was a new day of figuring out something a small child could clearly see, but we spent hours struggling with. The first few years were like trying to put together an Ikea bed without any instructions; it’s fabulous when you finally get something into place, but then the whole damn thing falls apart again. Really, we just needed help. And more than anything, I wanted someone who could tell me if all the seeds in my kid’s crap were normal, or if my diaper pail was going to start sprouting poop-trees.

It wasn’t until sometime after I’d survived childbirth for a second time that we caught wind that a friend of Thomas’s named Jasmine had just moved back to our area. A very pregnant friend of his. And even better—she wanted to get together after she delivered. I won’t pretend that four straight years of being shunned hadn’t turned me into a bit of a shut-in, but getting out of the house and conversing with someone who had yet to be brain-sucked by the PTA or crazy Pinterest pod people? I jumped at the chance faster than my uterus jumps into oncoming traffic when anyone mentions having another baby.

This get-together just so happened to be her birthday dinner (and I must say, what better birthday present than not being pregnant?), which meant a ton of strangers would be there. But I’d already promised myself a dinner that I didn’t have to cook, so there was no backing out. I had never met this friend of Thomas’s before; hell, I don’t even know how he knew her. She could have been a former lover or a mistress, and her brand new fresh from the uterus baby could have belonged to him and I wouldn’t have cared. I would have hung out with my smothering mother-in-law to get out of the house. (Okay, no, the hell I would, but trust me when I say the situation was becoming that dire!)

So, of course, we hit it off right away. It was easy to find something in common, being that she’d just propelled a child out of her vagina and I had done that same thing twice before. But this was more. I could tell we would be instant friends. We could have talked about anything: movies, music, the giant human-swallowing puddles in the parking lot that nearly killed us all. But yet, the conversation always turned back to one subject: kids. Always. We were two young, vibrant women with strong personalities. Confident and mature adults with adult thoughts and opinions on all kinds of worldly subjects, but we just couldn’t manage to talk about anything other than our kids.

There we were, seated at the longest table known to man, munching tortilla chips covered in a weird delicious white sauce that I could swear was some kind of ranch, but probably wasn’t. (Sometimes it’s best not to think too much about these kinds of things.) On every side of us sat her friends—whom I did not know and had never seen before in my life—all there to celebrate the anniversary of the day her face rubbed against her mother’s vagina. This was meant to be a festive event, and it was, but we may have killed the mood by casually discussing nipples, bottles, diaper sizes, teething, potty training, sleeping through the night … You name the inappropriate child-related subject, and we talked about it. We were in a zone.

We were aware of all the other people at the table, but you can bet your sweet ass we didn’t pay attention to any of them. But there was one dude who kept shifting uncomfortably in his seat. Every time the conversation happened to turn back to children, he would shift around again. It was distracting as hell! I got enough of that junk at home whenever I tried to do anything relatively important; it was like the kids automatically knew when I needed them to just be quiet for one second! and they went into Metallica Mode. It’s why I stopped taking phone calls. Soon enough, the man was also breathing heavily from his nose and furrowing his brow. I guess my years as a mom did have one perk: the keen ability to sense attitude and douchebaggery from a mile away. I guess spending time with no one but nonsense-spewing children all day and honing my “craft” was finally paying off! I had kinda hoped any perks would go to my boobs, but I had quickly learned to take what I could get.

As my brand new BFF (or maybe I should call her my OAF: Only Adult Friend!) Jasmine and I continued yammering about the fruit of our looms, he began to look like one of those freaky, plastic stress relieving heads that resemble a tiny Ross Perot. The ones that, when you squeeze them, the eyes pop out. It was truly a sight to behold. I was mentally taking bets on how much longer he would last before his head just popped right the fuck off.

You might think that, out of respect, we would stop our kid talk, but I do enough coddling of children at home, so there would be no intelligent political banter for him. I couldn’t help it; finally having another mother to talk to just felt too natural and relieving. Too bad, so sad for grumpy pants.

By the end of dinner, after two straight hours of eye rolling, heavy sighs, and mumbling under his breath, I guess Mr. Friendly decided he’d had enough. He was almost home free, just moments from getting in his car, driving away, and never having to hear about chunky milk vomit ever again. Unfortunately for him, he just couldn’t contain his baby rage any longer. We’d just rounded back to discussing diaper changes when he threw his arms in the air and huffed heavily.

“Again? Can’t we talk about anything else?!” he shrieked.

Both Jasmine and I glanced over at him. I could swear he was foaming from the mouth. As if we were on the exact same wavelength, we replied no. simultaneously and went right back to diaper talk.

Once I became a parent, it became impossible for me to get through a conversation, no matter how short, without bringing up my kids. What the hell is wrong with me? I could be talking to a stranger at a gas station about jet fuel (I have no idea why this would happen, just go with me), and how I thought my house wasn’t in any kind of fly zone until a jet flew over our house and—here it comes—woke my kid from a nap. There you have it; from zero to baby in two point five seconds.

But can you guess where foamy-mouthed BabyHater is now? What ever became of such a man? Did he find himself in a county lockup for lashing out at a group of nuns? Did he trap a woman in a well and lower baskets of lotion down to her while dancing around in a suit made from human skin? Did he join a monastery to live a life of peace and solitude away from parents and their small whiny children?

No. None of those. Not even close. He is preparing for the birth of his first child. And he plans to be the stay-at-home parent. And he can’t shut the fuck up about it.

I just hope he feels like a mega-turd for being such a mega-turd.


CHAPTER 2

WHO NEEDS THE BAHAMAS WHEN WE HAVE TARGET?
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IT’S A LITTLE EMBARRASSING TO admit how long it took me to actually grow a pair of lady-balls and take out both of my kids by myself. I’m still not sure I’m ready to reveal just how lengthy, but know that it was a nonsensically dumb amount of time. Why? Horror stories. Not just losing one of the little boogers, but the knowledge that they are very aware when they outnumber you and use it as a weapon of mass destruction.

Alas, kids insist on being fed every day. When I finally took this huge step (mostly because I thought I would burn the house down if I had to stay in it any longer), I immediately knew I’d made a terrible mistake. Shopping with two kids and no other parent present is a great way to kick your confidence right in the junk. And as much as I love food, I find nothing even remotely enjoyable about the grocery store. Trying to find the best prices with the multitude of coupons I have frustrates me. (What? Coupons rule!) Plus, the cold sections nearly give me hypothermia, and I get some serious road rage pushing my cart down aisles.

I love elderly people and their sweet little voices, orthopedic shoes, and high-watered pants, but being stuck behind them in the soup aisle because they insist on taking up the whole fucking thing and either can’t hear you say “excuse me,” or simply don’t care that you’re waiting patiently, makes me wanna ram them in the backs of their heels. Don’t act like you got nowhere to be! Knees to chest, granny! Knees. To. Chest!

Thanks to kids and their evil maniacal ways, I developed anxiety just thinking about the weekly stock-up trip. I spent far too long trying to justify to Thomas that it was fine to live off of ramen and peanut butter. We don’t need milk or bread! I’ll just MacGyver the sad contents of our pantry! The store isn’t necessary! We’ll buy a cow and produce our own milk!

Going to the grocery store with two kids under the age of four should be considered an Olympic sport. Or a new form of torture. They both want to sit in the cart, but in the front. No, wait! The front is uncomfortable—let’s both sit in the back! He’s taking up all the room! Now he’s kicking me! I want out! I want to walk! I have to pee! My legs are tired, put me back in! I want Cocoa Puffs, why can’t I have Cocoa Puffs? I never get anything I want! No! I don’t want that! It’s nasty! I don’t care if I’ve never had it, it tastes like vomit!

That is what happens every single time, without fail.

Just send a crime suspect to the store with my two bratty kids (which, let’s face it, is all of them); I guarantee they’ll squeal in five minutes flat. What should only be a ten-minute “quickie” trip always turns into a forty-five minute whore of a marathon when kids are involved. I only get half of my list and need a nap immediately afterward. Or a strong drink. Or a mallet to the head.

If you’re looking for an effective diet—something that will make you naturally detest food—a cart full of children is the solution. Nothing will make you lose your appetite quite like having one kid farting on your apples and bananas, and another one rubbing their entire frickin’ body all over the dirty, grimy, grocery store floor like it’s a damn Slip N’ Slide and then getting handsy with the rest of the produce. It makes me want to never step foot in a place that sells food again. At least, not with little humanoids (though I’m still not fully convinced we’re from the same planet). These horrific outings showed me why the saying “Raising kids is like being pecked to death by chickens” exists. They made me want to scream, but I tried my best to keep my cool. Plus, I didn’t have money for bail if I had the breakdown I so deserved right there between the Cheerios and the Cocoa Puffs.

I didn’t have the opportunity to experience grocery shopping by myself for many years. By then, my hatred of the grocery store and slow ass grannies in Hoverounds was so violent that I could actually hear my insides sizzling. It almost made me wish this were the sixties and you could light up a smoke right there in the middle of the aisle 7 just to de-stress. Sixties moms always looked so relaxed in pictures …

Then one day, something magical happened. The stars aligned, the husband came home, and I busted my ass out of the damn house like it was a prison break. Grocery store, ahoy! Without kids! At first, I proceeded with caution. Without the kids along to yank shit off shelves or beg for boxed macaroni and cheese, I wasn’t sure what to do with myself. Lo and behold, I actually got to casually peruse the aisles, reading labels and checking off my list, instead of white-knuckling the cart and throwing in junk that was close enough to what we needed while grumbling “I fucking hate grocery shopping” through my teeth.

It was a rejuvenating experience. For the first time ever, I was happily stuck behind a Hoveround granny instead of wanting to unleash ten years of suppressed road rage. “Take your time! No rush!” I was the Julie Andrews of the grocery store, twirling through the aisles like they were the Swiss Alps. As happy and relaxed as this short break was, I still thought about the kids the entire time. Even though I’d temporarily escaped their clutches, I could never really get away. This was all part of their plan to break me—I was sure of it! I returned home much later (yes, I could have been done in ten minutes, but I took my sweet ass time) feeling more relaxed than that one time my family went to the playground without me.

That day I had a breakthrough: who the hell needs the Bahamas? Going to the grocery store alone is like taking a tropical vacation! Slow ass grannies in moto-scooters? They’re just like hot cabana boys hand-feeding you grapes. This must be something only parents understand, because I’ve gotten a lot of crazy looks when I brag to non-parent friends about how fun it was to go to the doctor without taking the boys with me—even though I was there to get jabbed with needles. A break is a break! And some days, even a root canal sounds appealing.


CHAPTER 3

IF I CALL DINNER “DIN-DIN” ONE MORE TIME, PLEASE PUNCH ME IN THE UTERUS
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PUBLIC SPEAKING HAS NEVER BEEN one of my strong points. In school, I would have full-blown poop attacks any time I had to give an oral presentation in class. Unfortunately, “The Girl with the Vomiting Rectum” was not what I wanted as the byline of my senior portrait. Yet any time I had to stand in front of a room full of people and speak, I would feel my face burning up, that oh-so familiar butt-sick feeling would wash over me, and I’m told (much to my embarrassment) that my nostrils would flare like a fucking horse. And my palms were so clammy on those days that they could have sprouted mushrooms.

Any time I overheard someone say that taking a public speaking class was an “Easy A,” I wanted to punt them straight in the no-no bits. What a bunch of liars. There are some things you’re born with or you’re not; like a love of beets, common sense, and the ability to comfortably speak in front of a group of people without collapsing or wanting to excrete. From your mouth or rear-end. If you got me around a group of my friends, though, all walls were down and the gloves were off. I often compare it to Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. One moment I was dry heaving and nostril flaring, and the next I was yelling “Son of a Shit-dick-asshole!” in the hallway. Detention was fun!

As I got older and less needy for the approval of my peers, the urge to butt puke became less frequent, as did the requirement to speak in front of groups. No matter how much time passed, though, I still didn’t like that nonsense. I am a writer and not a stand-up comedian; it will never be my “thing.” One thing I did pride myself on was having awesome conversational skills. I had a great vocabulary, detailed and precise stories, and I was known to be a fantastic listener. I’m quite the catch, if I do say so myself. I know, I sound like I’m bragging, and maybe I am. But mostly it’s because I admire the person I once was. Having kids changed that faster than I can change a diaper filled with solid shit. (If it’s runny, all bets are off.)

It was never in the original “plan” for me to be a stay-at-home mom. Thomas and I never even discussed it. I’d been working full time since I was eighteen, so it was only natural to return once I’d popped some baby goodness all over the place. I liked having an income and being able to contribute to bills and being a productive member of society, but when the time finally came, I just couldn’t go back. I couldn’t detach myself enough from this squishy little potato-looking thing that had come out of me not long ago. I have zero regrets, but fact is fact! Going from chatting with peers on a daily basis, to 99.9 percent of your conversations being with a tiny baby that does nothing other than scream and shit itself can do a number on your poor tired brain.

For a while, I pretended Holden’s grunts and explosive fart faces were responses to the conversations I would try to have just to break the “silence.” (And by silence, I mean the lack of real words. There is never real silence with a baby in the house.) But I’m not really sure if that helped to keep my skills sharp, or if it only succeeded in making them worse. As much as baby-talk makes me want to go on a stabbing spree with a spork, that shit just happens when you have no access to real conversation. Like the clap, baby-talk is a disease, and it likely killed more of my poor brain cells than the red-faced squeezing of two kids down my birth canal did.

As much as I absolutely loved being a stay-at-home mom (which I’ll admit has a lot to do with hating my days in the workforce), I actually found myself jealous of Thomas when he left to go to work every day. Not just because he got, what to seemed to me, like a break from baby-duty, but also because he got to talk to humans who responded in ways that weren’t belching up formula, bloody murder shrieks from the depths of hell, or disgustingly disturbing combinations of the two.

At the end of every week, he looked so put together and well-adjusted, and I, like my kids, was a babbling drool-jockey. And people say lobotomies don’t happen in these modern times! Being confined with small children all day every day is kind of like crawling under a rock and staying there for twenty years. You have no idea how far removed from reality you have become until, one day, you leave your gilded mom cage, realize that acid wash is no longer in style, scream “What sorcery is this?!” and fall to the ground in a sobbing heap, crushed by the realization the world has changed and left your ass behind in the dark ages.

That’s what happened to me, anyway.

My children would be pleased as punch to know they have made me their bitch. Even when I’m in a crowd of people I have known twice as long as my spawn, I still feel totally awkward and out of place. What do I say? What do I do? I don’t have any interesting gossip, and I doubt these people would find a story about how my kid produced a turd nearly as big as his entire body as amusing as I do. What about the promise I’d made to stay me? That went out the window along with my skinny jeans.

I guess I should just be thankful that I haven’t accidentally started baby-talking grown adults. It doesn’t matter that I’ve adamantly refused to baby talk my kids, because I still fear doing it to others. The brain after children is mysterious—cruel and mysterious. I was always worried of slipping up and having someone say “Um, your ‘mom’ is showing. You might wanna tuck that back in,” and bam! Pigeonholed! Back under that rock I would have to crawl. It was time to accept that the chances of holding an intelligent conversation without nearly hurting myself was about as likely as a two-year-old adequately wiping their own ass after an ugly spell of sting-ring.

See? There I go again! All hope is lost.


CHAPTER 4

MINE IS A 4-LETTER WORD
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I REMEMBER THE DAYS WHEN I would go to the pantry to get myself a snack, grab a drink from the fridge, and plop my ass on the couch to indulge in the goodies that were all for me and me alone. I felt comfort in knowing that what I had was all mine and no one else’s. If I wanted to quadruple dip? So be it. If I wanted to make a total slobbery mess of myself? Done. No problem! If someone else wanted a snack? Go get it yourself! You’re not helpless!

Sip, munch, sip, munch; those were the days!

I won’t beat around the bush here: I didn’t know jack shit about parenting going into it. How small to cut up food pieces so the kid won’t choke? No idea. That washable markers are, in fact, not washable? Learned that one the hard way. But one thing I did know was that my spawn were going to learn to share. No way in hell was I going to have the shitty little brat standing in the center of a room surrounded by other kids, clutching onto some stupid toy for dear life while screeching “mine!” To most, that word may not be filthy, but to me, it sure as hell falls into the category of Four-letter Words You Don’t Want to Hear Escape Your Child’s Mouth. I’d honestly rather hear my kids say “Fuck!” than “Mine!” The word is just that obnoxious to me.
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