
Dear Jonas, 

The hell were you thinking, boy? Growing up and turning one? How can I 

possibly capture who you are in a three page letter? You’re not the same 

boy you were two months ago let alone an entire year ago. We had a 

deal:  you were going to stay teeny and squishy and I was going to love 

you forever. I’m holding up my end of the bargain while you’re over there 

walking and yelling and feeding yourself!  

Can you believe you were underweight for the first few months of your 

life? It’s true. You yelled at my boobs for not giving you what you wanted 

when really, sir, it was your silly tongue that was causing us grief. I’m still waiting for my 

apology, by the way. We put you on the bottle full time and 

wouldn’t you know? You were still hungry. How fitting that you 

had four different “Hungry Little Caterpillar” outfits those first 

months. You’ve never questioned anything we’ve given you to 

eat. Except one thing: You hated the Gerber Chicken Noodle 

Dinner. You yelled and pushed it away and I could almost hear 

the words flying out of your mouth: “Woman! Get that away 

from me! I want my veggies!” You still love your veggies and 

fruits best. I shouldn’t be too smug about you eating 

vegetarian food, as I’ve said you’ll eat anything, but I was 

pretty ecstatic when you kept reaching into my bowl for tofu 

the first time I gave it to you. Daddy scored points too when 

you ate the peppers you gave him.  

You’re very good about keeping us both happy and not taking 

sides. While you are most certainly “mama’s boy”, you’ll take 

your daddy whenever he’s there. You smile and pull yourself 

up his pant leg grunting and demanding his attention.  You sit 

on the floor and twist your body around and back, arms flying, 

dancing to daddy’s music. Everyone says, “Wow, he’s a 

miniature Matt.” And it’s true: you’re his boy through and 

through. 

You accept each challenge presented to you with 

determination if it’s keeping you from what you’re after or indifference if you don’t feel it worth 

your time. You never did do the “rolling around to get places” stage. You could roll over, no 

question about it. You just didn’t think it worth the effort. Why roll when you could crawl? Your 

daddy and I watched with anticipation and cheered you on with countless, “C’mon, buddy! You 

can do it! You’re almost there!” and then laughed as you adopted the gimpiest looking crawl 

we’d ever seen: one leg sticking out pushing your body along while your arms and the other leg 

tried to stay ahead of the little body pushing constantly forward.  



That’s when the trouble started. Jaden never got into the trouble 

you do. I can’t leave you alone for 5 seconds. And if you can get 

your hands on a cart or car or anything with wheels that you can 

walk behind, forget about it. Your poor grandmother: today she 

turned her back to check on your cousin and you grabbed the 

little push car and made a bee-line for the street. Gave her a 

heart attack. I’m sure you didn’t make a peep when she brought 

you back but I’ll bet good money you went straight for the push 

car again. Determined:  you in a word.  

Two words? Happily Determined. Jonas, you are such a happy boy. You’ve 

always been that way (as long as there’s not food involved). You just go 

along with whatever’s happening either with a calm I envy or a toothy grin. 

You’re not to be put off by your sister scolding you; you keep trying to play 

with her toys, brow furrowed in concentration. Then she tickles you or 

makes some goofy noise and you fall into peals of the greatest belly laugh 

I’ve heard since your sister gave us the same thing when she was your age. 

What a blur this whole experience has 

been. I don’t remember being this blind sided with your sister. 

You came flying into the world, ready to take it on. From the 

moment you were able to look around you’ve been exploring 

everything around you. Every new level of locomotion has 

gained you new access and you accept your treasure with 

greedy hands and an even greedier mouth! Everything goes 

into the mouth, just like your sister. I know I shouldn’t make 

comparisons but how can I not when you both have the same 

scowl, the same stubbornness, the same love of life? She’s 

your biggest cheerleader (“Jonas is crawling!” “Look! Jonas is 

standing!” “Jonas is walking!!” “He’s so cute!”) and I know if 

the roles were switched, you’d be as much the supportive big 

brother as she is your big sister. 

OK, I can make my peace with the walking and the eating, I guess. And the smiles and giggles 

that seem to get bigger every day. What I can’t wrap my head around is the fact that you are, 

as of 1:30pm today, a whole year older than when I first held 

you. You’ve zipped right along while I tried to keep up, both 

emotionally and physically. Thank goodness you like to cuddle 

because I have been known to forget about the rest of the 

world when I hold you, eyes closed and a small smile on my 

face, savoring every second I have with you. When I hold you 

and rub my mouth across the fine blonde hair on your head, 

breath you in, feel your fists holding onto my sleeve or watch 



you examine my necklace and then try to shove it in your mouth…I feel my heart growing. It’s 

cheesy and cliché but it’s true. Motherly love makes me tear up at the thought of you. Motherly 

pride makes me talk about you non-stop to anyone who will listen. 

I have a feeling you’re not going to slow down any time soon. I just hope I can keep up 

because I don’t want to be blindsided a second time. 

Wonderboy, Mr. Jonas, Mister, Jonasaurus 

 

Happy Birthday, Jonas. 


