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Of course there is always that “other” 
kind of pregnant.  You know who I am 
talking about.  The “I’m tricking myself 
into thinking I don't feel like death”  
glowing Prego’s who are like “Oh I love 
being pregnant!  It is so great!  I feel 
fabulous! I am going to be so sad when 
this is over!”  Am I a failure if I  want to 
punch them in the face?   
 
I guess if you overlook the onset of gum 
disease, the nosebleeds, the perma-
nausea, the headaches, the hair loss and 
the over-achieving morning sickness 
that lasts all day and into the next night 
they might be on to something, but 
other than that I am just not seeing the 
glory here.  Of course the process of 
growing out of my pants has been fun, 
and I hear it will be worth it in the end, 
but so far “the end” is all I can see.  
Crap, it’s all anyone can see! 
 
But here’s what I figure.  Lots of people 
have done this before right?  Like, this 
isn’t some sick practical joke and every-
one else really does know that stork and 
I am the only idiot who has tried it the 
hard way so I am guessing the odds of 
survival are in my favor.  My Mom 
liked it so much she survived it five 
times.  My sister survived it four times 
and called it good.  They have been 
bugging the rest of us to a least give it a 
shot for years now.  (I am not saying I 
come from a smart family, but they sure 
can lift heavy things.)   

(Continued on page 30) 

ments from the hip produces an effective 
character.) Anyway, even after having 
said that, we still need to hope Little 
Ricky takes a bit more after Shawn’s side 
than mine.  At least the coordination part.  
And the financial responsibility part.  But 

he can have my sense of 
direction.  Oh wait, he 
should probably get that 
from Shawn too.   
 
We will know whose sense 
of timing Little Ricky in-
herits when we see the date 
of birth.  The due date is 
April 30th.  If it’s Shawn’s 

offspring he will show up on the 15th and 
check his watch to make sure he isn’t too 
late.  If she’s mine, she’ll skid in around 
mid-May, be missing a shoe and wonder-
ing where she left her teeth.  (But she will 
be able to laugh about it later.  Eventually 
Shawn will laugh too.  Eventually.)    
 
But I guess I don’t feel too bad about the 
whole Dr.’s office incident given that I 
put no faith whatsoever in the opinions of 
pregnant women—myself included.  I 
mean, are you really going to trust some-
one who cries over an AT&T commercial 
and would rather run someone off the 
road than drive peacefully along at the 
insanely annoying 65 miles per hour they 
find acceptable on the freeway?  I sure 
don’t.   
 
In fact the last ten times Shawn has called 
while he knows I am driving he won’t tell 
me to drive safe or ask if I am OK like he 
used to.  He says “Don’t kill anyone.  
And don’t let Little Ricky kill any-
one.”  (I can’t blame him for being wor-
ried about Little Ricky—that kid can de-
velop some serious road rage in under ten 
seconds—and he has a mouth on him like 
you wouldn’t believe!)   

 

 

Offspring 
Shannon Rasmussen, Communications 

I  am having a kid.  A real-life snot-
blowing, diaper-filling, face-
dripping little version of one of us.  

What am I supposed to do with that?  Peo-
ple like me don’t have kids!  We look at 
them over a fence and pat them on the head 
and hope one of their 
body parts doesn't start 
leaking in our presence.  
We don’t DEAL with 
any of the issues they 
come with.   
 
Like food.  What do you 
think they like to eat?  I 
come prepared to offer 
an array of different colored gummy fish, a 
pop tart or a salad.  Do you think they eat 
salad?  I could take off the croutons for the 
first few months because I hear they don’t 
come equipped with teeth right there at the 
beginning.  Maybe I should blend it all 
together just to be safe.       
 
I am scared to ask my Doctor any of this or 
he may be obligated to revoke me of child-
bearing privileges or something.  They take 
all sorts of oaths in med school nowadays.  
Of course if my catching the heel of my 
shoe in the elevator track on the way out of 
his office and almost decapitating myself 
in front of a hundred other pregnant 
women didn’t alert anyone to my inade-
quacies I guess nothing will.  I mean, 
who’s in charge here!  Isn’t this some sort 
of breech in protocol!  How can they let 
someone who obviously has issues with 
walking on her own carry a child out into 
the open and try to teach them the same 
thing?  Our system is obviously flawed. 
 
Let’s just hope Little Ricky (that’s what we 
are calling the kid until we see him or her 
in person—compliments of Shawn’s little 
brother who thinks saying “Little Ricky!” 
really fast while making gun shooter move-

I hear they don’t 
come equipped with 
teeth right there at 

the beginning. 
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Don’t let a $3.00 
 investment deter you from  
protecting your facility… 

 

Get Your Warning Get Your Warning   
Signs today.Signs today.  

  
Call the Rural Water Offices @ Call the Rural Water Offices @   
801801--756756--5123 to order signs.  5123 to order signs.    

(Stickers and Hard Plastic signs available.)(Stickers and Hard Plastic signs available.)  

But I guess my Mom didn’t start off knowing everything.  
Neither did my sister.  I know I don’t.  And we all turned 
out ok (no comments here please.)  And I think deep down I 
know all the stuff I am supposed to teach Little Ricky, it is 
just a matter of remembering, learning and getting the mes-
sage across.   
 
Maybe that’s why we are set up to have kids.  They remind 
us of the things we have known all along but don’t always 
bother to practice.  Like patience.  Or the simple things we 
forgot about life that could be so cool, like making a day out 
of a set of stairs and the cardboard box the refrigerator came 
in.  Then there are the enlightening days you remember as a 
kid in the field when you learned to blow your nose the way 
your Dad did by plugging one nostril and lettin’ er’ fly.  
(Disclaimer: That was cool when I was seven.  I no longer 
utilize the Farmer’s blow.  My mother has since taught me 
about a thing called Kleenex.  And Dad—If at all possible, 
it would be best if my children didn’t practice that little ma-
neuver either.  Just a thought.)   
 
No, there is no flaw in the system.  At the end of the day 
when we are past the traffic and the headaches and the dead-
lines and the bills, we will have a Little Ricky’s in our life 
to remind us of the good things.  The simple things.  The 
things we have forgotten along the way. 
 
I can’t wait.     

(Continued from page 29) 


