I Wish My Kids Were Normal
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I wish my kids were normal.  I know that this is not a statement that parents would normally speak out loud.  This has weighed heavily on my mind though.


My kids grew up doing the things that I thought were normal for kids.  They played baseball and softball, basketball, hide & seek, cops and robbers, etc.


We took them on family vacations to places like California, Arizona and Florida.  We took them to amusement parks and the local museums.


Occasionally, I got called to school to handle a discipline problem, but this is normal at some point, I thought.


We took them swimming, on picnics, to the drive-in theater and once in a while we even took them for a banana split at the local ice cream store.


They made the occasional sculpture at school, of which I still have.  They colored pictures to hang on the refrigerator and there they hung. I still have most of those.


They grew up having boyfriends and girlfriends along with all the broken hearts a parent has to deal with along the way.


We hired a local teenager to babysit (or perhaps Grandma and Grandpa) when they were small so we could go out to dinner or a movie or some other form of entertainment.


I coached their little league and lassie league teams and my wife was the team mom who brought snacks for after the games and kept score during the game.


I think back on their childhood and to me it always seemed like they were just normal kids.  

They grew up and had kids of their own (which is pretty normal, right?). One joined the military because he wanted to serve his country which is one of the most admiral able things a parent can hope for.


In general, they did most of the things that you would think normal kids would do.  I can’t help but wonder what happened.


I never thought about it until recently but apparently my kids are not normal and it is all my fault.


When I heard this, I immediately wondered what I had done wrong.  I was living every parent’s nightmare.  My kids were not normal and it was my fault.  I was being told that it was the way I raised them.


I guess I was supposed to throw them private parties and hire their favorite bands to entertain them as they were being raised by a staff of highly paid nannies.


I guess I was supposed to rent out the finest museums in the world and give them private tours so they could learn in private.


I guess I was supposed to fly them to Paris on a private jet to shop for their school clothes and then on to London for a trip to more museums and shopping.


I guess I was supposed to hire a staff of bodyguards to surround them at all times and keep them safe.


I guess I was supposed to send them to the most exclusive private schools where they would get an education like no other kids would ever believe existed.


When President Obama was campaigning, we were told that he and Michelle would raise their kids as normal kids if they were elected.


 We were told that they would not receive special privileges just because he would be President of the United States.


Funny, I would think that flying to Paris on a private jet at the expense of taxpayers to shop for school clothes with a slew of nannies and secret service bodyguards would qualify as a special privilege.


I was never able to rent a private jet and take my kids to Paris to shop for school clothes.  My kids had to settle for Kmart, Wal-Mart and the local mall.


The closest thing my kids ever came to even one nanny was having a babysitter for a few hours.


The closest thing any of my kids had to a bodyguard was when my wife or I drove them to the public school to avoid a bully.  Maybe considered the same thing but I don’t carry an AK-47 or even a handgun.


I guess I am glad my kids were not raised to be Obama’s definition of normal kids.  To me that would mean they were going to grow up being rich spoiled brats that think they are better than the rest of them.


I think the correct definition of normal is the way my kids were raised. And the way the Obama kids are being is more properly defined as rich kids.


And make no mistake about it. The Obama kids would never last ten minutes in a public school.  


I have a bumper sticker that says my child is an honor student at their local school


If President Obama had one to put on the bumper of his million dollar armored limousine, it would say, My dad can buy your honor students local public school and fire the Headmaster.
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