
No Kidding
Some of the wisest people I have met have been kids. We are always kids 

anyway. No one is older than five years old, but they can get pretty stupid as time 
wears on and brain cells degrade. Some people think kids are stupid. I have watched
mother’s in the Mall whip their kids up to frenzy only to then yell or threaten when 
they continue to make noise. Men can be funny creatures; I have watched them 
ignore my son or daughter when they poke into the conversation to comment.  
Sometimes these comments were insightful and useful, but it was like the Bushman 
in the movie “The Gods Must be Crazy.” When they throw the coke bottle passed 
their boundary to them it disappears. I would stand in amazement as these 
formative moments were lost. It did tell me all I needed to know about these men 
and I could move on. My child and I had to go.

I remember being a child because I have a rare memory. My mother decided 
to return to Wales to have me baptized. She did not want me christened in this 
heathen country. I think the real reason was that she was trying to decide whether to
come back to this heathen country. I traveled over on the Queen Elizabeth and 
returned on the Mauritania. My Mum confirmed for me that she was given a tour of
the Elizabeth, so I know my memory occurred on the way over when I was two. I 
remember seeing the indoor swimming pool and wondering how the ship stayed up 
with a hole in the center. I spent my time in grade school and high school being told 
that I was slower than molasses in January and some even called me stupid. This 
recollection reassured me that even at this young age I was able to reason that a hole
in the ship would be a danger the designers had managed. This was not the thought 
of a stupid child

I know that those early years of school were very strange for me; in fact I left
the first day at recess. I didn't get the point. Most of the kids had violent attitudes 
and somewhere else seemed like a better way to spend my day. To other people I 
must have seemed like I was an odd duck. In fact the opposite was true, I was 
fascinated by the world and could spend hours marveling, this was seen as day 
dreaming.

My son is in some ways like me but also refreshingly different. As a house 
husband I have spent days watching him and noticing the similarities and 
differences and also reliving old scenarios vicariously. He is like a time machine 
transporting me back to my days of dazing.

When my son was in grade three the teacher informed us that she thought we
were pushing him too hard and that we had unfair expectations for our son. My wife
and I are the type to second guess ourselves. Who knows we may be wrong, in other 
words we can take criticism and are ready to reevaluate. He had had trouble 
keeping up with some of his class mates, but we had also noticed flashes of his 
insight and humour, so we were hoping for the best. This observation by the teacher 
set us back on our heels. There was a lot happening in our lives and we were also 



preparing for a trip out west to visit my sister for Christmas. My son would 
occasionally say that the teacher did not like him which seemed normal, but not as 
easily dismissed was him reporting that the kids at school called him a dummy and 
did not like him or want to play with him. I pride myself in the ability to be 
objective or at least as best I can. I liked my son and really liked hanging with him. 
It seemed he had a good sense of humour and was very patient. Time flew by so 
quickly and before we knew it we were in Edmonton enjoying the sights in Alberta 
with all our cares behind us in Ontario.

Even those experiences passed quickly and before I knew it I was waving 
good bye to my son as he left on the school bus back to his grade three class where 
no one liked him. I actually cried as I saw my so brave son climb the school bus 
steps and leave without a tear of his own. I was so proud, but so helpless. Two weeks 
passed. The usual routines set in, including the, "I don't want to go to school today, I
think I'm sick." One morning I received a call and was surprised to hear my son’s 
voice, "Dad I need you to pick me up."

"Wait a minute you were fine when I put you on the bus."
"No Dad the teacher told me to go home, I couldn't find my book."
"I have a hard time believing this."
"No Dad she told me twice."
"I'll be right there."
When I arrived the secretary was busy and the principal was in a meeting. 

He had brought all his gear out and had it piled on the bench with him. He said he 
did not want to disturb the class so he was dressing in the hall.

We left for home where I phoned my wife. Meetings were arranged excuses 
were found and we decided to get along. Accommodations were set in place and my 
son who is very stoic agreed.

Each day I would check in with him, but it was always OK. I should have 
known because this is the boy who will not use freezing at the dentist, just like his 
dad.

Two weeks later, the middle of January, I was on the porch fussing with 
something in the 30 below shade. The door of the house sprang open and out 
jumped my boy bare feet, and no shirt.

I said, "What the hell are you doing, you will be too sick to go to school."
"Well that's what I am trying to do."
The next day he was sick. I had to do a shop, we were out of food. As we were

traveling down the aisles he ran ahead getting things for me. We were approaching 
the large cases of drinking water. I said, “Get me a case of water."

This was his favourite part of the trip because the water was heavy, but not 
too heavy for him. He said, "Can I get that water instead?"

"No, get the cheap water."
"But that is the quiet water."



"What do you mean quiet water?"
He explained that even when you have already opened the water bottle it still 

made a clicking sound and then he said, "It disturbs the whole class."
I paid for my groceries and flew home to the phone. I did not wait for the 

doctor’s secretary to say no. I said, "I must see Sandra immediately, this is an 
emergency I am leaving now, I will be there in one hour."

Sandra has been my doctor for forty years if it weren't but for professional 
boundaries we would be in each other’s kitchens.

She listened to my son and immediately wrote a script. My son was off on a 
stress leave. For the next five months I would be home schooling him with a teacher 
dropping by once a week to check on us.

The following day the snow was falling slowly. We had a nice breakfast, and 
then dressed in our snow gear. I had cut a strong couple of hardwood staffs while he 
slept. I handed him one as we left the front porch.

"Where are we going Dad?"
"Across yon frozen pond."
About half way across the pond I stopped and dropped to one knee. I looked 

him in the eye with my most menacing look and said, “Those cedars on the hill are 
disguised. They are monsters from outer space and our whole planet is depending on
us. Are you up for it?"

He answered with a blood curdling scream. We were enveloped by a spray of 
snow and accumulated rage as we closed the distance between us and our foe. 
Children are always amazed at how human adults can be. Their friends yell with 
them, but parents yell at them. At first yes and then disbelief and then acceptance 
and then mayhem. We fought side by side for an hour till we collapsed in the white 
blanket hot and sweaty, snow melting off our faces.

The universe was safe for the time being; now the real work began as we 
planned strategies and built fortifications. I took photos and we headed back into 
the house to download pictures from the internet of X-men.  I showed him how to 
crop, cut and paste pictures together and then add lightning. This then moved into 
English as we wrote the story. In subsequent weeks we were able to move through 
the whole curriculum. We had been told that my son was at a beginning grade two 
level now in the middle of grade three. To make a long story short by the time he 
entered grade four he was ready for a fresh start. We worked hard and laughed 
hard. I had to remember myself, to govern my desire to drive forward as fast as I 
could. I had to remember the wonder I held for the world and the magic that 
stopped me in my tracks. I have noticed now over these years as my son becomes a 
man that he is like an awaking giant and now he is slowly teaching me. "No Dad I 
think this would be a better way to go."
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