Bill's First Column:  The Art of Fatherhood
 

As the father of two small children, I am receiving quite an education in the art of fatherhood.  I have found out on more than one occasion that the simplest of tasks can become huge adventures of magnificent proportions. 
 

As a new parent, one of my first adventures occurred when my son Jacob was eight months old. My Yankee schoolteacher wife Laurie and I had taken him on our weekly pilgrimage to the fish camp.  Jacob, who didn’t have a tooth in his head and he wanted a French fry in the worst way.  Over his mother’s objections and rantings about how millions of children choke to death every year because of stupid people like me, I gave him one anyway. I assured her everything would be fine. But it is the curse of the male to always be wrong in such dealings, Jacob of course choked.
 

Being well trained to handle such emergencies, I snatched the boy up and gave him the Heimlich maneuver.  There wasn’t a dry eye in the place. I was a hero. I had saved a life.  My new fans were shocked when my wife, the mother of this child I had just saved, began to loudly profane my name. That is of course until she pointed out the fact I had caused all this in the first place.
 

My dog and I got well acquainted with each other that night. 
 

In my next adventure some three months later, the sequel to this fiasco unfolded in our kitchen.  Laurie, a cross between Betty Crocker and June Cleaver, had neatly peeled and cut an apple for Jacob to eat.  She had ritualistically peeled the apple and had cut it into the geometric proportions required for the safe feeding of apples to three-toothed children. 
 

I had missed the cutting ceremony and had been blissfully ignorant of such things up to this point.  But times change.
 

When I arrived home, all I saw was Jacob happily eating his apples.  Laurie immediately retired to the far reaches of our house and left me alone with our son.
 

When he finished his apples he wanted more. Loudly.
 

So I did what any other father would do. I pulled out my pocketknife, wiped it off on my overalls, and cut him some more.
 

And to my amazement, he choked again.
 

And I gave him the Heimlich maneuver. Again.
 

And then my wife yelled at me again.
 

She came flying down the hall screaming like a high water haint. "Are you really that stupid?  "You never feed a baby whole hotdogs or whole grapes, and you always peel apples! 
 

Now how was I supposed to know that?
 

I calmly replied, ever so lovingly, "Woman, I was there in the delivery room when you gave birth to our son by Cesarean section. I saw things come out of you and go back in you I never wanted to see. I know more about you than I ever wanted to know.  But of all the things I saw taken out and of all the things I saw put back in, I never saw an owner’s manual at anytime.  
 

Sometimes you have just have to say it and deal the consequences.
 

It was on that very night I learned Alpo and dog biscuits are quite filling. That is after I fought the dog for my supper. 
 

The final chapter in this ordeal unfolded several years later in the delivery room at the hospital.  It was during the birth of our daughter, Kathleen, who was also delivered by Cesarean.  After the birth, the doctor finished up and announced she was ready to close.   I know I shouldn’t have done it, but I did it.  I called a time out.  I really did.  I just had to ask it. "Doc, I got in some trouble the last time we were here. Will you check around in there and see if there is an owners manual."
 

Ladies and gentlemen, I owe my life today to an epidural. Laurie came very close to levitating off that operating table.   She tried awful hard.
 

I suppose I still have a lot to learn about the art of fatherhood. And when to keep my mouths shut.
 

I have learned one thing though.   In preparation for the printing of this column, I have already stocked the doghouse with potted meat, Vienna sausages, crackers, and cold drinks. 
 

I figure the dog and I are fixing to bond again.  
