
My apologies 

 

Yesterday’s post was a huge mental diversionary tactic for me and I’m sorry I dragged 

you into it. It was either write about the fish tank (which really is the source of a grand 

mystery in our family: how many damn eggs can a stupid mollie lay, really?) 

 

There are some changes going on at work. No details but we lost three good people 

yesterday. On the one hand I’m very relieved that I’ve got my job but on the other, I feel 

sick and a little betrayed by the loss of those three. My confidence is a little shaken. 

 

But we’re not going to focus on that right now because no matter how I may try, I will 

never make sense of this. 

 

Instead? BABIES AND PRESCHOOLERS! WHOO! 

 

Day Light Savings has kicked my family in the proverbial nut sack. Added to that are our 

much welcome and wonderful house guests who, through no fault of their own, are so 

completely awesome and missed that we’ve willingly given up much needed sleep in 

order to talk talk talk. The result: Cranky Assness has infiltrated our home. 

 

Jaden is growling more (quite literally). Our morning have turned into this scene, 

courtesy of this random google search result: http://www.tk421.net/lotr/film/ttt/22.html: 

 

Gollum: "Filthy little hobbitses! They stole it from us!" 

Sméagol: "No… no." 

Faramir: "What did they steal?" 

 

[Gollum turns to face Faramir.] 

 

Gollum: "My… Precious! Argh!" 



 

Only replace all of Gollem’s rants with: “I don’t want to get up! Leave me alone! 

RAAAAAAW!” 

 

This morning brought a new twist that involved Matt actually getting her into the 

bathroom, turning his back to grab something and then her racing out of the bathroom 

and into her room yelling, “I’m going back to bed!”, turning off her bedroom light, 

turning on her bedtime CD and diving into bed and hiding under the covers. 

 

Jonas has just plain stopped falling asleep at bedtime like he should and adding two more 

wakings between the hours of 10pm and 1am. 

 

Daylight Savings Time, you’ve ruined my life and I’m contacting a lawyer for restitution. 

 

I almost typed “constitution.” That’s how tired I am. Matt just called and said he’s dozed 

off 19 times and smacked his head on his desk twice. This will not stand! Something 

must be done! I’m going to start an uprising. Beware, whoever, Matt’s got himself an 

arsenal of magic wands and a thumping stick and I’m sharpening my battle ax. 

 

Who’s with me?? 

 


