Seven
Jaden went and turned 7 years old this morning around 9:01. I can’t say that I didn’t see it coming or “I can’t believe my baby is SEVEN! WAAAAAAAAAAAH!” or anything like that. You know how as you get older your own birthdays aren’t that special and it’s like, “oh, right, it’s my birthday! Where’s my free coffee?” or whatever? I’m not saying Jaden’s birthday isn’t special, because my God, she’s my daughter and SEVEN. It’s just that I’m no longer shocked that she’s x-number of years old. The number doesn’t mean much to me. It’s what she’s packed into that number that’s special.

She’s reading chapter books now. She’s not thrilled about it and we’ve agreed to taking turns reading pages but she is reading. Summer school is going well so far and she’s very excited.

She’s a green-purple stripe in mixed martial arts. Hopefully she’ll practice enough to be allowed to go to the tournament (our decision, not the organization’s) because it’d be neat to see her compete, even if she doesn’t place.

She’s been trying out the piano and we have GOT to get her into lessons. I’ve tried showing her a couple songs but I’m not a teacher. She got tired of playing “Merrily We Roll Along” over and over (and over and over)and has moved on to trying to figure out Coldplay’s “The Scientist.” One time I heard her plinking out Ode to Joy on her own. Yeah, we need to get her some real training.

She’s still very much interested in art and will choose that activity over most others. Tomorrow I’m taking the afternoon off to take her to the Minneapolis Art Institute. I’m honestly not sure how long we’ll be there but I’m sure whatever we do see will open her mind and inspire her.

She’s started writing a story of her own. There aren’t any words yet but rather a series of pictures that tell a story. It’s about a cat school and she’s playing with point of view and depth of field and all that. It’s very exciting to see.

She’s got a flare for the dramatics and if she wasn’t so scared of performing in front of people I’d get that kid to a summer drama class or something. After Matt threatened* to take away Louie the Frogteenth a couple weeks ago, she was heard wailing in her room: “How could you say that??  To your child!! That’s so mean! How could you say that to your own child??” 
*This threat was issued after an episode of her straight up looking me in the eye and ignoring what I was saying. In short:

She’s stubborn. There’s not much to elaborate on this as she’s always been stubborn and mostly likely always will be.

She’s crazy super tall and seems to be all limbs and torso. I never thought I’d be the mother of a tall girl, but she’s one of the tallest in her class. Of course, we only see it when she’s around other kids her age. When it’s just her, she’s still so tiny.

She has a love of marine life and tends to choose chapters on oceans and lakes in her animal books instead of the cute fuzzy big cat chapters I want to read. (Harrumph.)
She’s become friends with the neighbor boy next door and plays with him several times a week. They don’t go to the same school but it turns out they are on the same summer school bus. A couple weeks ago the two of them plotted a water war on the bus and by the time she came in for dinner she was soaked and elated: “That was AWESOME!” 
She’s such a kid right now. As I write this I realize she only has about 4 more years of being a kid before hormones kick in and her life dramatically changes. She’s so sweet and caring with kids smaller than she is and still hates to see any conflict (that she doesn’t initiate I should point out). I hope that when those hormones do amp up in her and her schoolmates, this sensitivity doesn’t get squashed and that she keeps her stubborn streak to protect her from being a victim of teenage drama. For now, she seems to be making the right decisions and it will be interesting to see how 2nd grade treats her. 

Last night she asked me to sing her J-Bird song to her. I sat next to her and put my arm around her and started to sing. After the first couple verses, I pulled her into my lap and it took a bit of doing. She did her best to curl up and I did my best to wrap my arms around all of her. Her legs escaped but it worked for the most part. I rocked her and sang the same song I’ve been singing to her since she was an infant, though less frequently now. Jeez, I thought, I have to remember to make time for these moments more often. 
She’s seven and already too big for my lap. All right, I lied: I can’t believe she’s seven already. 
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