Jump in the Mud

Distress

We joined a UCSF gym in the hopes of working out. It's not been wildly
successful. It's fancy and has everything you could want, including drop-in daycare
for $7/hour. We have no excuses. So, on Saturday morning we dragged ourselves
there for a little exercise. Carter has been there on enough occasions to know his
favorite toys at the daycare. He does not appear to give a passing thought when we
say goodbye and walk out the door, which is what we did on Saturday.

Fifteen minutes and mile on treadmill later, one of the caretakers found us and said
he been crying and was not consolable. Fifteen minutes is their threshold for seeking
out the parent. When I went into the playroom, indeed he was crying hard and leapt
from the caretaker's arms into mine. This was the first experience we've had with
Carter having an emotional meltdown. (bursts of screaming in frustration, yes, but
inconsolability, no). The daycare was very full that morning and my suspicion is
that he became overwhelmed by the amount of kids & activity (afterall, we know he's
not a raging extrovert), which possibly mixed with a little separation anxiety. It was
one of the first moments of complete, maternal heart-wrenching for me, a visceral
need to comfort him and for him to feel comforted. Other than crying from minor
bumps & bruises, it is out of character for Carter to show such distress.

Long after he was over it, I found myself wanting to pull him close, stroke his cheek,
assure him it was all okay, that we won't ever leave him forever... I also found myself
wondering how we will ever send him on his way (daycare, pre-school, kindergarten,
college) if he feels anything remotely like he did in that moment.

Mon Aug 31, 2009 | 03:48 PM |

Aunt Laurie Says:
how long til he was consoled? lhchandler@mac.com
Wed Sep 9, 2009 | 07:28 AM |
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The Many Faces of Dinner

Carter has typically been a great eater. Broccoli, cauliflower, tofu, steamed salmon -
all things he devours. Recently, however, he has either become more picky or taken
on a diminished appetite, which means mealtime has the potential for an array of
emotions from complete frustration to total slaphappyness. I've read pickiness sets
in about now, so this isn't unexpected but it does mean we have to get more
creative. So far, soy sauce has helped. Here is the range of emotions we see in one
meal.

Mon Sep 7, 2009 | 08:48 PM |




Dad shows Carter where
sushi comes from.

Mahm and Carter collect
water.

Carter disintegrates the
castle.
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Beach Day

On a warm Saturday we went to LFort Funston, a
nearby dog-haven beach. SF beaches are never as
warm as SoCal beaches but as our summer days go, it
was a pretty nice one. Carter enjoyed the sand &
water & seaweed, and in particular, asking Mahm or
Dada to fill up the buckets. There were a lot of dogs
to watch and lots of sand to be thrown.

Sun Sep 13, 2009 | 08:57 AM |

1 http://www.parksconservancy.org/visit/park-
sites/fort-funston.html

Alissa Says:

I can't believe he can see mahm and dada! I have to see Carter
stat! alissachandler @yahoo.com
Tue Sep 15, 2009 | 10:35 AM |
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Ouwwwwww

In his usual after-dinner, squeeze-in-5-more-minutes-of-playtime, Carter tripped
and his face landed on the foot of our coat rack . I was at the grocery store and Ben
called & texted me to come home immediately. I did not get the message right away
though so only heard the urgency when I was already on my way home (note, need a
better emergency plan). I arrived home to bloody tshirts (Ben's & Carter's), a rattled

husband and a crying-very-hard little boy with a swelling lip. Distraction seemed to
help, but it's the most he's cried due to pain thus far in his life. When I could see
inside his mouth better, I saw that not only were his lips cut but his upper gum line
had been scraped badly. It's soooooo hard when he's hurt and there is nothing a
mom or dad can do. Luckily, at age 21 months, physical wounds seem to heal within
about 5 minutes (in this case, the worst was over after 2 days). The only thing that
sort of helps me think about it, oddly, is that I know this is one of many scrapes he
will survive. If he follows in Ben's footsteps, broken bones and stitches are

assured. Is this a boy thing??

Tue Sep 15, 2009 | 02:26 PM |

Bob Says:

poor little man. :( robertbellon@gmail.com
Wed Sep 16, 2009 | 05:35 PM |
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Carter tries to use the headset that he sees Mahhm use.

Copycat Copycat

With his greater ability and mobility, Carter's imitating phase has reached new
levels. I worry about all those bad habits that he is observing and absorbing so
stealthily. It's hard to realize that he's taking it all in until you see him do the exact
same thing a week later. Two of the funnier moments of imitation:

1. He has a mini-piano that he likes to 'play'. It comes with a songbook of color
coding corresponding to the keys. When Ben or I sit down at the little piano, we
open the song book to a ditty and follow the keys. (row row row your boat = yellow
C, yellow C, yellow C, orange G, green B, etc)... Seeing this, when Carter sits down at
the piano, he takes the song book, flips open to a page, then proceeds to bang bang
bang.

2. Carter likes to throw things. So far, we are moderately successful at limiting this
to balls, usually outside. But every once in a while the mood strikes him (tired,
cranky) and he chucks a block at the window or a toy car at the dog. To which I
respond "No throwing, Carter" or "That's not a throwing toy" and I take the item and
put it on a chest out of reach. This happened twice. The next time (days later), I
admonished "No throwing, Carter," and he marched over to the chest, stood on his
tip toes and placed the culprit item out of reach.

Fri Sep 18, 2009 | 09:08 AM |
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Soy Sauce

Remember I said we were using a bit of soy sauce to
liven-up Carter's steamed broccoli? This is how much
he likes it.

Mon Sep 21, 2009 | 07:43 PM |

lauren Says:
Kai likes raw tofu dipped in soy sauce.

He also really, really, really likes frozen chopped spinach from
TJ's or WE. Whatever gets those greens and other good stuff in
their tummies! :) lauren.bellon@gmail.com

Wed Sep 23, 2009 | 08:23 PM |

Carter's mom Says:

Funny, tofu has also been in Carter's top 3 almost since solids
started! He also loves steamed spinach with a dab of butter. Do
you mean Kai likes the spinach frozen?? I know it won't last but
Jor now I think we're pretty lucky! I know other Moms who pull
their hair out trying to get just one bite of greens in their kids'
mouths. benjamin_ cain@yahoo.com

Tue Sep 29, 2009 | 09:37 AM |
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challenge that doesn't prepare you well for a week of long workdays (it prepares you
well for nothing, I'm pretty sure). And managing the usual rituals - eating,
showering, dressing, etc- in a hotel room by yourself + a two year old is also an
advanced juggling act. So, this time I got on my flight alone and couldn't believe
how happy I was to settle into my book, a latte and my headphones. It's been a long
time since I've traveled like that.Aside from the day job, I caught up with Mike Gross
(WorldTeach South Africa 1994

friend), who took me to Madiba, a restaurant

of South African cuisine located in his neighborhood
of Fort Greene, Brooklyn; had a delicious downtown
street-vendor lunch with Dara, and accompanied
Ange and Owen through their nighttime

routine. Owen can recite the members of Obama's
cabinet.

On the left side, Carter & Dad fared well. We are soo
lucky to have our family close-by. Carter spent 2 days
with Nona, including going to his first Wonderbug

Angela & Owen Adventure class; the better part of a day with Aunt
Laurie and another day with Aunt Christy, devouring
sweet potato fries at the ferry building. He also got
*3* mornings (= until 8am) with Dada. This is a
special treat for both Carter and Ben). The feeling of
leaving Carter with family vs. with a nanny is like
night and day. And we like our nanny.

My welcome home from Carter was what I
hoped/expected: a precarious dash across the house
with a huge smile, cheers of "Mahm, Mahm, Mahm,
Mahm" and a crash into my arms; then 5 minutes
later, business as usual - pulling me to go outside (his
favorite place)...amnesia that I had been gone at all.
Mon Sep 28, 2009 | 09:52 AM

Water taxi to Brooklyn to
see IAVI's Design Lab





























































