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The story of my life

It's hard to believe the years have rolled by so slowly. I know people say, "time flies by," but for me, three years feels like an eternity. First there was that year when I was picked up and plopped down, ooohed and ahhhed over, and spit up most of my meals. 
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I was cute and round. 

Red hair. Big eyes. 

Easy-Peasy.

Eat in the day.

Sleep at night.

Now I refuse to go to bed. A 12-hour day bleeds into a 12-hour night. I try bargaining, "a game? Swords? Build a train?" It's all to try to distract from the issue at hand: I'm in my pajamas, my mother is trying to write this silly little Word doc and I know that if I refuse to go to bed, she'll eventually give in. I can see the irritated look on her face. See she's finishing up. She's done. She's coming to grab me and put me in my bed. 

Tell me a story, tell me a story, tell me a story, and then I'll go to bed. You promised me, you said you would, you gotta give in so I'll be good. Tell me a story, and then I'll go to bed. 

Yeah! It worked. Good night to all my adoring fans. Come on mommy, let's go to bed. "Okay, Milo, you win." 
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