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 An adorable one, too. She eats and sleeps whenever she can, but she mainly spends her time 
exploring and figuring out her new world. She really  I call her Mama. That’s her in blue. 

She does her best to keep those around her moving as well, and she still hasn’t given up on the one I call Papa. 
He’s there in the red shirt, and he’s learning more every day! 

 right there in the middle. They call me Abey, and sometimes other names,  
like Your Turn. I get that one when I leak onto my back or when I’m wide awake and it’s dark out.  I’m a sucker for things 
like milk, my fingers, and  Mama and Papa. Luckily, I was born to get their  so I do it all the time. Even 
if Papa is in the shower or Mama is eating – if I want them, I get them. They’re always so happy to answer, they almost never 

go by Moni and Chris anymore, which were their names  They 
snap right into being Mama and Papa. I love it when they snap! It happens a lot.

How cute are they though? Such a perfect family 
 Mama is great at holding me, and her  are coming along nicely. And Papa?  

Well, he’s getting used to this kind of thing, which is good, because there’s plenty more where that came from!  
They deserve to remember all the sights, smells, late nights and close calls  

of spending time with  so I’ll keep track of all the fun we have together right here. And one day,  
they’ll look back on it all and laugh. Or cry. Or fall asleep. It’s usually one of those three.

Abey
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What did Mama and Papa do for fun before  came along?! They’re so happy 
and excited by everything I do. I lifted my head last week and Papa started 

clapping, and just yesterday when I pulled Mama’s hair, she smiled so much I 

could see  of her teeth! But this morning was my  
performance so far. It all started with a trip to the changing table…

When Mama opened my diaper, I aimed right at her face and peed. 

She was very impressed – she opened her eyes wide and her jaw dropped. 

So, not wasting a single drop I also got some on her shirt, my onesie and the 

floor – I really MADE IT RAIN! All this was so much fun that when she 

lifted my legs to dry me off, I just couldn’t hold it in. My bum burped and 

suddenly, my excitement came pouring out of me into my fresh, new 
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diaper and up onto my back. There was a lot of it too, as I had been 

building it up for 3, maybe 4 – or was it 9? – days, and Mama wanted Papa 

to see it as well. 

When he saw what I’d brought to the table, he covered his mouth. I 

couldn’t see his smile, so I decided that this wasn’t the end of round 
number 2. And it worked! The encore had them dancing around 
and singing loudly! I also started wiggling and even splashed my feet 

in the puddles. It was a real 
 So now I know how to make diaper changes more  exciting. 
I’m sorry it took me so long to figure it out. It won’t be easy to top today, 
but I’ll sure try! well, in my case, the ceiling fan.

That’s all for now – I’m pretty wiped,

Abey
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I cling to my blankie, I cling on for dear life! I’m  of that 

farmer’s wife! And what I am doing up in a treetop!? Catch me, Papa, don’t let me 

DROP! Oh God, how I fear these stories and rhymes! Well, I guess they can be 

pleasant sometimes. But at night, when it’s dark, I dread that horrible shark! 

Little fish, swim away! Swim FASTER, I say! Now I’m all shaken, rattled, 
 I scream and I panic, I feel so betrayed! Oh, the tricks Mama and Papa 

The stars are shining bright; it’s a quiet,  night.  

I’ve been fed and bathed and dressed, and now it’s time to get some 

 Mama will tuck me in, kiss me sweetly and then she will begin…
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have tried: talking and rocking me while I cried. They’ve paced around, 

rubbed my back, and they’ve given me a midnight snack. It looks like I’m about 

to close my eyes…  I can’t just simply fall asleep; I won’t lie 

here and count some sheep. A man bumped his head when he went to bed. Will 

that be my fate? I’ll just have to wait… Wait and see…

NO!! That’s not for me!
Mama and Papa want to get some shut-eye, but I WILL FUSS and 

SQuIRm and CrY so I don’t die before I wake, or fall off a wall and have my 

skull break. I will stay up as long as I can, then wake up a lot – that is the plan! And 

so, for my sanity’s sake, I’ll spend all my nights alive and 

But for now… Good night, shadows. Good night, moonlight. Good night, bugs in 

my bed – please don’t bite. Good night, squeaky chairs that give me nightmares. 

Good night, muffled screams.

Sweet dreams (whatever that means),

Abey
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There are few things I enjoy more in my life than a nice, relaxing  

 There’s a lot of rushing around with Mama and Papa, so it’s always a 

welcome change of pace when we hit the neighborhood in my slowrider. Don’t 
get me wrong, I do love my crib, but with a comfy seat and built-in toys, every 

walk I get to go on is a real joyride. I take in the sights, enjoy some fresh air, and 

fall into a sweet, sidewalk-strolling 

 As long as we don’t run into any cheek-pinching, head-patting, 

PerSonal-space invaDeRs, that is. I might still have a 

soft spot, but they must be pretty thickheaded to think I enjoy this. I’m not public 

property. And I don’t mean to get kissed and yell, but hey, at least treat me to 

some milk first.

 Because even with all their petting and poking, there’s nothing WorSE than 

when they pucker up and peck me on the cheek! I’m already at the bottom of the 
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pecking order, and I don’t know where those lips have been! Can’t these pucking 

people peck on someone their own size? For starters, I’ve got a couple of bIGger 

cheeks they can plant their next one on…

 And these mouths don’t just  pucker up my day, they also say things that 

make no sense whatsoever.  do they think they can baby better than me? 

They’re adults, they should probably get their own shtick together before 

telling me how to act. I’ll decide for myself when to sleep and how much to eat, 

thank you very much! It’s nice to know that Papa is with me on this one. The 

other day, I heard him tell Mama that these slobbering  

should go and puck themselves.

Abey
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Tonight’s bath started no differently, but then I wondered: Why is my 

heavy head always left high and dry? I just had to TAKe THe PLUnge and dunk 

it under the water. And that’s when it hit me. It came over me like a wave. 

I used to live and float in water  Those were the days 

before I’d  met Mama. Back then, I wasn’t even sure if she really existed. I’d 

always sensed that she was all around me, but how could that possibly be? I always 

believed in her, and I’ve always known she’s watching over me.

I got my finger pinched in another drawer today – why do bad things like this 

happen? And there’s so much more that I don’t understand, like:  

 

 All this mental and physical strain is exhausting! Even my own 

clothes have been wearing on me lately. Sometimes the only thing that keeps me 

going through it all is the welcoming water of my evening bath. Lying in the warm 

 is the perfect way to put my mind and body at ease.
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Sure enough, she was watching over me when the splashback was 

over, and I remembered how much I used to like  and twisting 

and punching in the water! Next thing I knew, we were all dripping wet. Mama 

joined me in the splashing too, and Papa was even sporting a soapy white 

buBBle-BEArD!

I still don’t know how I got here, but believing in Mama continues to be 

rewarding. And  Maybe tonight, I’ll see the point of sleep. I’d 

better call on Mama again so I can drift off to the sound of her voice.

Just like the good old days,

Abey
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Once upon a time lived two aliens called  and  They were curious 

and smart, but often told what NOT to do. But one day those stubborn blobs 

snuck away and turned some knobs and  

till Earth came into view. Now when it came to planets, Ga and Goo were good at 

choosing; of all galactic races, they knew the human one was losing. See, they 

wanted to help humanity and they saw some hope when they found me, so they 

Beamed me up and cried, “Let’s take this baby cruising!” 

Their ship was full of and levers big and small, 

and they told me, “Go ahead! You can pound and yank them all!” So I beeped and 

tugged with joy – I was deep inside a blipping toy! I felt so happy, it almost made 

me want to bawl! After all, my home is  Mama and 

Papa won’t let me touch, like machines that rotate, flash or vibrate, 
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and squeak and leak and such. But it’s always, “Abey, put that back!” and, “How 

on Earth did you find that!?” or, “Let’s be safe and smart,” but all these rules can 

be  When I told Ga and Goo, they said, “Do we have news for 

you?! You don’t know the half of what your parents get up to! We’ve seen Mama 

sleep in an unsafe place; Papa stuffs un-smart food into his face. You have to 

exploRe your wOrld – it’s exciting, huge, and new!”

Before long, I began to yawn and wonder when this game would end, then two 

giant space blobs entered, saying, “Ga and Goo, no! Not again! Tiny Earthlings are NOT 

And push their buttons, too. 

Abey

toys, they make a mess and too much noise!”  When they shipped me home, it was 

like our trip didn’t even happen … but then I hear my parents talking, saying things like 

“Ga Ga Goo!” and I know they’ve been on that play-ship – this proves my story’s 

true! So, like those space-babies say: I’ll probe new things every day! And when Mama 

and Papa take toys away, there’s only one thing I can do… 

I’ll play with THEM.
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Restaurants. Am I right? You can choose what you want to eat, but you can’t 

actually have your way with it, because ManNErs . I guess they’re at least 

 good places to study adults in case I ever want to engage in adultery one 

day. You know, getting dressed up all fancy and actually sitting down to eat.

But mainly, it’s all about following those ruLes. For starters, you can’t chew 

and spew, and you have to remember  This means that at your 

most hungry, you start off with a little spooning. Usually soup. Once you’re warmed 

up, you can cut to the main course and do some serious forking. But you’re not 

allowed to drop anything on the floor, not even by accident! And you have to finish 

everything if you want dessert. Otherwise, you’re 

Speaking of dropping stuff, what is up with waiters? And those hosts, always 

asking if we have a reservation? I do happen to have a reservation – about being 
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called a hungry little baby and then being made to wait 

even longer for food. You think this is hungry? Trust 

me, you wouldn’t like me when I’m hungry. But no one makes you wait like a 

waiter. That’s why they’re called that! You want a chair you won’t fall out of? Wait 

for it. Another tablecloth? Wait for it. Want a meal? Wait for it. Just stay home! 

The service is better there.

Which brings me to mAmA and PaPa . They think they’re in charge but 

can’t seem to keep their batteries full. They also tell me what to eat but forget 

to use their inside voices when I don’t want it. And they take me places, like 

restaurants, but run for the door just because I  a couple rules. 

And glasses. And my chair.

Don’t forget to  your waiter!
ABEY
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I’ve dabbled in many roles in my time – soil sommelier, 

wall artist, food critic – but I think I’ve found my true calling: TrEAsUre 
HuNTEr. In the days I spent staring up at the Great Nothing, I could 

never have dreamed of the hidden gems littering our home. But then I flipped 

off  my back and that upside-down life. Soon after, I came 

I’ve wandered among the wonders of  

crawling down low along the dusty Shoe Trail and climbing to the heights of Mama 

and Papa’s Bed. There, I kicked and bounced between the sheets, and nearly 

toppled off once or twice – but that’s just  I’ve scooted through 

avalanches of diapers and stumbled upon books, feasting on their papery wisdom. 

unstuck from the floor. And now that I’m unstuckable, I’m 

unstoppable – ready to explore any corner in search of riches.
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I’ve wriggled with cable snakes – and even bitten a few back! – and picked 

the rarest of flowers from the highest of shelves.  lurks inside 

every drawer and cabinet, but still the booty calls to me. I’ve been to Hall 
and back more times than I can count, and it’s all been leading me to the 

biggest stash of them all…

And today it’ll be MINE! I can feel it in my diaper. There was a battle 

of clinking glasses and rumbling voices last night. Papa has been recovering on 

the summit of Mount Armchair all morning, and Mama is gathering the spoils of 

their victory, adding them to the Treasure Bag that I’ll soon dive into. I can’t wait 

to reach the bottom of that barrel! All I need to do is squirm past the graveyard 
of lost toys under the table and wait until Mama turns her back on me. OK, I’m 

making my move. Feet are  Legs are STeADy. Bottom’s up.

It’s time to get trashed,

Abey
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Their listening skills were driving me  again today. It all started 

when we got into their big toy, which I am not a fan of. It’s either too hot or too 

cold, it smells funny, and I have to sit in the strappy. Also, my toys make me 

smile or drool, but this toy usually makes at least one of them cry!
Anyway, once we were in, Papa made it move. That always feels 

nice enough. But then, almost right away, we stopped.  

I figured this was a good chance to try and make them do it. So I went  

It’s not easy being a baby. I can’t walk, I can’t sleep - I can’t even   

burp without help! Luckily, Mama and Papa are there for me day and night, but 

they don’t always know what I’m trying to say. I’ve been teaching them, and 

they finally get that  is “train” and that  means “Hey, I’m 

gonna need a new diaper.” Took them long enough, though!
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“ ” Mama didn’t get it - she shushed me instead. When 

we soon stopped again, I tried a bit louder. This time she responded with 

 Well, at least we were stopping quite a lot, so I had plenty of 

opportunities to try again and again. Each time, Mama’s cryi  voice got a bit 

louder, and Papa started saying things like “Oh, for the love of God,” but they 
still. Didn’t. Get it! Ok, enough -talk for now,

Abey

At last, Papa figured it out. I was on full volume when he said “Mother-

beeP! Will you beeP-BeeP! move already!”  That’s all 

I wanted - their toy to make the same “beep-beep” sound mine does! We 

started going again, and I happily closed my eyes and drifted off. And whaddaya 

know: a few minutes later, we pulled over. We were there! 
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For a while now, Mama and Papa have been sweet enough to let 

me savor all the fun, but today, I decided to let them enjoy it with me. 

 was on the menu, and since it’s one of my favorite 

colors, I finger-painted it all over my face. When Mama came in for a better look, 

I spread the awesome sauce on her face, too. And she really liked them 
apples! She jumped up to show Papa how good she looked, and he  
laughed, so I figured he wanted some as well. I put some on the spoon and 

It’s  of all the things I put in my mouth, food takes the cake. I’ve 

sucked on sock puppets, licked lots of blocks, and munched my way through 

mountains of books, but, in the end, food comes out as number one. 
Actually, it makes it to some pretty stinky number twos as well. And not 

only is it the tastiest activity, but it stacks up against some of the funnest 

ones, too. Just yesterday, I balanced three carrots on top of each other 

before knocking them to the floor!

Untitled-82   24 26/08/2020   14:14:22



flung it  across the table, right onto his shirt! He opened his mouth but didn’t say 

anything. I’d left him 

So I was quick to repeat it again and again until Mama grabbed the 

spoon out of my hands. Unfortunately, there was no sauce left for her to fling; I had 

already put all of it  – the table, the floor, the walls, 

and all over the two of them, of course. Papa was so proud, I swear I saw a Tear 

in his eye! I love spicing things up and making them happy, but all that flinging and 
painting really made me 

I’ll be back for seconds tomorrow,

Abey
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Now I’m head over heels with my new perspective. I simply use my 

arm-feet to hold onto the coffee table or Mama’s legs or the toilet seat and 

voilà, I can see what’s hiding above. It’s incredible what I see when I’m up high, 

like their cell phones and cups that make  of noise when I sweep them 

to the floor. So now I’m hooked: I get high first thing in the morning, at the park, 

and sometimes even at the store.

This body of mine continues to surprise me! There I was, wondering how I would 

Ever see what the tops of tables, boxes, and other things around our home 

looked like when the answer was in my mouth this whole time.  
As tasty as these  leg-hands are to suck on, they’re even better to 

stand on! This is just like when I thought my spit-up was meant to mark where 

I’ve been, when its real purpose is clearly for finger painting on the go.
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 It does get me hungry like nothing else, though! Probably because of the 

workout that it is.  And not just for me, but for Mama and Papa, too. They’re 

jumping up and running toward me all the time now. And while they seem happy to 

see me standing tall, they show it from  too close and keep interrupting 

me. Such a 

Another annoying thing is that they’re now moving everything away from me, 

right to the other side of the table. Funny thing though: I’m starting to learn that 

my feet can move, and I can shimmy closer to things I want while standing up, 

too. Next time Papa is   I’ll see where my feet 

can take me after I get up and stand up.

I won’t give up the fight,
Abey
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