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Growing Pains
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Every night when I check on my kids before I go to bed I marvel at how quickly they've grown. Ever since they were little I was always eager to see what new skill they would acquire and introduce new experiences to them. It's been so much fun to see the world through their innocent eyes and see how their discoveries are marked in hours not days. But when I gaze over them each night, I have a twinge of sadness that they are growing up to soon. 

From the time they were days old infants to my now rambunctious preschoolers, seasoned parents have constantly reminded me to cherish these moments while I can because these babies grow up quickly. I didn't need to be reminded, I was living it. One day my son was saying, "Hold you" when he wanted to be picked up and it seemed like the next day he was saying, "I wanna do it myself."

Example one of lightning speed growth: I'm already Soccer Mom. I was just fitting into the shoes of being Preschooler Mom when suddenly I'm faced with bringing cut up oranges to games and finding extra kids in my backseat hitching a ride to practice. Wait! I'm not ready!

Example two: My three year old daughter even though potty trained at the stroke of two (sorry, had to brag there) still has issues with getting her backside sparkling clean by herself. Okay, that seems reasonable for a three year old. However, when she yells for me to come help her in the bathroom I've been encouraging her with growing exasperation to try it herself. So what does my little baby girl say to me as she comes walking up to me stark naked? "It's your problem now Mom. There's no toilet paper." Teenager in training. Help! I'm not ready. 

My friend Dalia called the other day also dealing with her own rapid child growth issues. She was telling me that she still hasn't left her 20 month old son Tyler (her only child so far) overnight without her yet and her friends are giving her grief about it. She works full time and feels like she doesn't see him enough as it is. Even though her family has offered to take him so she and her husband could get away, she isn't anxious to take them up on their offers. She wanted to know if I thought she needed to let him go.

It was time for me to step into the seasoned parent role (though just lightly seasoned) and tell her - hang on with both hands until Tyler can pry them off him. 

I still vividly remember when I was working full time and had to drop off my precious three month old to a virtual stranger. I remember calculating the hours that someone else spent with my baby versus the waking hours I spent with him and coming up short on my end. Thinking of someone else witnessing his firsts and influencing him whether intentionally or not was too painful.

My husband Trey used to tease me that I was putting Logan through Baby Boot Camp when I would aggressively encourage him toward his next milestone of sitting, or crawling or walking. I was always so proud at how early he reached each milestone, but the reality was I wanted to make sure he did it for me first.

When Trey said he thought it might work out for me to stay home with the kids by the time we had our second child I started planning right away. My children are seventeen months apart - enough said.

Most of my friends never had to go back to work after their first child. The same can be said for me and my friend Dalia's mutual friends. The truth is, until you've had to drop off your broken hearted child to a non family member for a good eight hours plus and gotten that dreaded phone call in the middle of your workday that your child has suffered their first head injury, you haven't earned the right to be telling someone when they should leave their child overnight for the first time.

I tried to assure my friend there will be many great moments in the life of her son and even though it doesn't feel like it at the time, she will be a part of most of them. Even though she isn't able to be with Tyler as much as she'd wish, he is still her baby and nothing can take that away from her. There's only one Mama he wants and it's her. Dalia agreed she treasures the moments and memories that she's accumulated thus far and knows there will be a lifetime more that she will be a part of.

These times when your children are growing an inch in a month and adding new words to their vocabulary on a daily basis are precious and fleeting. I count my blessings every night that I have the opportunity to stay home with my children and be a gleeful observer of and positive influence for these fabulous little creatures. 

At night when I walk by their rooms toward bed, my night isn't complete until I've taken in their angelic features and tried to commit to memory that they were at one time this small and vulnerable. I pray that one day they grow up to be healthy, happy and contributing adults. Just not today.

