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AUDREY’S NEWS


Sometimes I wish I had a magic wand, and could just point it at Audrey and say “Immobulus,” and then she would freeze and stay the same for a long time.


I get really sad sometimes when I realize how fast she’s growing and developing.  Three big milestones in the last three weeks really make me think of this a lot.


The first is that Audrey’s eating Veggie Puffs.  This is important because Veggie Puffs are a finger food, which means that Audrey is picking up food on her own, putting it in her mouth, chewing it and swallowing.  Sometimes she misses her mouth and gets it stuck on her cheek or her chin, but all in all, she’s getting what she’s supposed to do.


The second is that Audrey was able to pull herself up to standing for the first time.  She’s finally been able to use the coffee table to support herself while standing, but it’s a little too high for her to pull herself up.  The other day, however, she was sitting next to me while I was lying on my side.  She grabbed by hip, and the next thing I knew she was standing next to me using me as support.  She can pull herself up using more things now, as long as they’re not too high.

The third (and maybe fourth?) has to do with Audrey’s mobility (for which an immobulus spell may be more suited). Yes, Audrey is now a mobile little thing.  She can scootch and semi-crawl (she still doesn’t totally lift her belly off the ground) wherever she wants to.  This is bad because she doesn’t know the concept of an edge.  Laura and I have frequently had to lunge for an ankle to keep her from falling off the bed, or off the couch, or wherever.  Girl just has no concept of fear!  Even before she was semi-crawling, however, she had learned how to cruise along the coffee table.  

On the other hand, this makes her a lot more fun as she can crawl over Mommy and Daddy when we lay on the floor and get to toys that she wants to get at.

DEPARTURE


And our departure becomes more and more imminent.  It’s sad, but true.  We got our plane reservations the other day (without a return flight!), I got an e-mail from my replacement, and we got our travel orders.  It just makes everything seem so final.


As part of our departure, however, we are required to go through a physical.  Everything was fine with my physical until I got to the eye test.


Now, although I was cursed with my Mom’s teeth, I’ve been blessed to have my Dad’s eyes.  I’ve never tested at lower than 20/15 (i.e. I can see at 20 feet what most people can see at 15), and have had good eyesight.  Reading the numbers was no problem.  Thereafter, however, they showed me all these circles made up of all these little dots and asked me to tell them what numbers I saw. (To view the circles, click here.)


“Um, I’m supposed to see numbers?” I asked.


Turns out that this was a test for color-blindness, and I am colorblind!  I never knew it before a couple of weeks ago.


It sure does explain a lot, however….  Like when I told my boss that he didn’t match, and he said “If this passed my wife’s test, it’s ok.”  And the bright red shirt that I like to wear (and that my friend Ian hates) that I found out isn’t really the color that I thought it was all of these months.


Now, lest anyone think I’m totally handicapped, I can tell the colors on a traffic light, and I know that the bark on a tree is brown and the leaves are green.  So far, the only thing that it’s affected in my life is the fact that I can’t see numbers in little dots…


And the fact that I always have to run outfits by Laura before I put them on…

OF THE WEEKS


And for the conclusion this week, the spice of the week is Cinnamon, and the word of the week is sphygmomanometer. 

