
A Bathroom, A Fireplace, and A Wedding 

 

Life marches on in a never ending parade of *screeeeeeeeeeeeeech* 

 

Sorry for that abrupt needle being dragged across a record sound but I was starting to 

kick myself in the ass. 

 

Let me start again. 

 

A bunch of shit happens every day and I’ve been a bit on the sloppy side of writing it all 

down. Here are some highlights of the past month: 

 

A Bathroom 

There is a certain quality a bathroom possesses that draws a child to it. Perhaps it’s the 

always-at-the-ready source of water (from both a sink AND a bathtub), the many 

electrical appliances that mean almost certain burns and or electric shock, or the fact 

that it’s the only room in the house with a lock on the door. Whatever it is, Jaden has 

fallen in love with the bathroom. The following three tales have all led us to banning her 

from spending more than 5 minutes alone in the bathroom and to frantically pound on 

the locked door with a panicked, “Jaden! Why is this door locked? What are you doing? 

Unlock this door now!” 

 

1) On two separate occasions: I found A) a cup on the floor, tucked in the corner 

between the vanity and the toilet; the bottom of the cup was covered in not-so-freshly 

squeezed tooth paste. And B) an empty shampoo bottle on the counter which had just 

days before been half full; Jaden explained to me that she’d squeezed the shampoo out 

and into the toilet.  

 

When asked why there was a cup of tooth paste and, later, why she’d squeezed out half 

a bottle of shampoo into the toilet, she gave the same answer: “To feed the bugs.”  

 

--At this point I would like to make it clear that we do not house bugs. We are not some 

garbage house through which bugs of all types and sizes are welcomed to track their 

little buggy foot prints. Even our annual summer beetle invasion was minor this year. 

Any bugs we do find (“we” meaning “Matt”) are generally spiders or centipedes (as far 

as I know) and they’re in the basement or the garage (as far as I know and will continue 

to believe because it helps me sleep at night.).-- 

 

When Jaden informed me she wanted to feed the bugs, I took a deep breath and asked, 

“Why would you feed the bugs toothpaste/shampoo?” Her answer: “Because bugs like 

gross things.” To be fair, she had a point. We then had a big discussion about what bugs 

eat (not personal hygiene products) and where she should feed the bugs (not in the 

house) and about the proper use of shampoo and toothpaste (do not squeeze either 

into the toilet.). 



2) The other day I decided I’d had enough of my morning coffee breath and went into 

the bathroom to brush my teeth. When I squeezed the toothpaste out onto my brush it 

looked a little…odd. Staring at it for a few seconds, I figured out what was wrong but I 

needed her to confess. Into the dining room I carried the near-empty tube of tooth 

paste.  

 

“Jaden, did you play with mommy and daddy’s toothpaste?” I asked in a very civil tone 

(I’ve learned that shrieking “WHY THE HELL DID YOU DO (XYZ)?? ARE YOU INSANE??” 

rarely garnish any results.).  

 

She knew she was in trouble but nonetheless tried a, “I don’t know.” 

 

I took a deep breath, “Did you pour water into the tooth paste?”  

 

She nodded.  

 

I didn’t even bother with a follow up “Why?” because I knew why: She’s Four. Instead, I 

explained to her that now the toothpaste was ruined and I had to throw it away. Luckily 

for all of us we have such a smart little girl because she had the solution at the ready:  

 

“You can just go buy more toothpaste!” she said with a “Eureka!” kind of tone. 

 

“Not the point, Jaden,” I said through gritted teeth. “Mommy and daddy do not have 

money to keep buying things you waste.” 

 

Then, making sure she wasn’t following me, I went to the linen closet and took out a 

fresh tube of tooth paste from the Costco Multipack.  

 

3) Matt informed me that after noticing Jaden had been quiet for far too long he ran to 

the bathroom and found this: 

 



He called me shortly after and told me about this and how he’d had a long talk with 

Jaden and she understands what she did wrong. To prove this he calls to Jaden:  

“Jaden, what aren’t you going to do again?”  

 

I hear a stern voice in the background respond, “I’m not going to put the stool on the 

toilet.”  

 

“That’s right.” 

 

********************************************************************** 

 

The Fireplace 

You would think, that after what happened a month or so ago, Jonas would stay away 

from the blooming fireplace. His scar is still healing and yet his main goal in life is perch 

happily on the hearth. Is that the hearth? The brick part in front of the actual fire place? 

 
 

Many weekend mornings are spent with me sitting in front of the fireplace, Jaden in my 

lap holding a book, me trying to read to her while simultaneously fending off Jonas’ 

advances. Arms outstretched, I slide from side to side blocking his every attempt. He 

gets more and more frustrated and yells at me his indignation, “C’mon, woman! Just let 

me pass and we’ll all be happy!” and I say, “No, you’ll be happy, I’ll be panicked. Sit 

down nice and listen to the story. Or here, look at this toy! What is that silly Meena 

doing? Is she stealing socks again? Look! Look, Jonas! Look! It’s the most awesome thing 

you’ve ever seen and will put the fireplace to shame!”  

 

Then I let my guard for a second as I’m wrapped up in the story of the Diggingest Dog 

Who Ever Dug or whateverthehell and Jonas slips under my arm and I turn to see him on 

all fours, grinning in triumph on the hearth until Big Bag Mom swoops in and ends his 

fun. And the whole thing starts over. 

 

On a related note, Matt and I have decided to just put lights on the Christmas Tree this 

year and MAYBE putting ornaments up Christmas Eve Eve when Jonas is asleep and the 

likelihood of ornament carnage is lower. 



********************************************************************** 

 

The Wedding 

 

My mommy got re-married on November 7, 2009. It was a very small affair that took 

place 4 hours away in the small town of Nashua, IA in the Little Brown Church in the 

Vale (that is NOT down a dirt road no matter how much Map Quest would like it to be). 

The kids both did extremely well on the long (cramped) car ride and I like to think that 

after minimal hours of sleep the previous night Matt and I did fairly well ourselves. 

Jaden’s only disappointment was the rest stop that looked like a barn but wasn’t a barn 

and had a gift shop “full of boring stuff”-direct quote.  

 

My mom was beautiful and very much the glowing bride. She wore a pretty, dark purple 

dress and he wore a dark suit. The wedding itself (I’ll skip all the parts before and after 

the ceremony where I was chasing Jonas around, Matt and Jessie were trying to wrangle 

people into poses for pics and Jaden kept losing her shoes.) was very sweet and very 

perfect for mom and my new step-dad, Dave. I can’t wait to see the video of it. My mom 

says she reviewed the DVD several times to watch Jaden walking shyly up to them to 

deliver the rings. I didn’t ask if she could hear Jonas dropping my phone (not once but 

twice) in the background on the ancient hard wood flooring.  

 

I’ve never seen her so happy. She and Dave are a living Fairy Tale. 

 


