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I enjoy many things. Hugs. My friends. My family. Genuine smiles. Laughter. Sleep. I 
enjoy sitting by a crackling fire that warms my entire body. I enjoy taking adventures through 
beautiful locations I’ve never visited before. I enjoy cuddling with my boyfriend. I enjoy getting 
into a hot bubble bath on a cold Winter’s day. I enjoy dancing around my bedroom to a feel-
good song. I enjoy the smell of freshly baked bread. Oh, yes, food! I enjoy food. I enjoy hot and 
gooey, drippy cheese and spicy, meaty, pepper, and onion chili to pour over my piping hot and 
starchy fries. I enjoy the sweet and salty combination of Pecan Pie. I enjoy corn fried up and 
slathered in butter. I enjoy shrimp and lobster and crab and scallops and catfish and cod and all 
the seafood.  

But kids are my favorite. All around, the best thing I’ve tried. I didn’t even think that I 
would like babysitting. But they’re delightful. Kids have an insatiable desire to explore, so trips to 
the park start to feel like a wild Indiana Jones expedition into the jungle. They’ve taught me to 
appreciate the simple beauty of life and learn to be less serious and become more carefree. 
Kids don’t care, but in the sense that nothing in life really brings them down. They’re delicious 
little creatures.  

Like today, I’m babysitting five-year-old Thomas and his little brother, two-year-old 
Caleb. Thomas likes it when I call him Tommy. He’s such a sweet boy, a lovely boy.  

I take them to the Zoo. I’m kind of a regular there. Just about every time I babysit, I take 
the kids there. Carla and Jones at the concessions give me discounts now. Caleb loved seeing 
the monkeys while he was snacking on banana chips. He was jumping the whole rest of the day 
pretending to be a chimp. Tommy liked the birds. He tried to fly away with them. He was very 
disappointed that he didn’t get very far.  

Afterward, I took them out for pizza for lunch. We went to a Chuck E. Cheese type place 
that let them run around and play while they ate. I’m sure the workers hated me, letting them run 
back and forth with their greasy and cheesy fingers touching everything. I watched them 
scramble to keep the machine clean. I shrugged and laughed.  

Later, I took them back to my house and put them down for a nap. They didn’t stay down 
for long. Then I let them play for a couple of hours before I sat them in front of the tv for a movie. 
I made them popcorn to eat while they watched. I counted it as their dinner. As the movie 
progressed, they got really sleepy, but they didn’t want to sleep.  

Usually, at about this time, I’d start getting them ready to end the day. First, I picked up 
Caleb to let Tommy play a little while longer while I prepared. I dropped him in the tub, making 
sure to clean behind the ears and under the fingernails. I used a nice milk and honey body wash 
that’s soft against his sensitive baby skin.  

When I pulled him out, I dried him off really well and swaddled him in a light pastry 
dough. He was asleep in no time. I tucked him in a pan on the kitchen counter and went to 



retrieve Tommy. Like Caleb, I bathed Tommy in the milk and honey body wash. I made sure to 
clean off all of his sweaty, sticky parts while he splashed in the water. He was a restless kid. 
Very hard to dress. But eventually, I got him all seasoned up with onions, carrots, and bar-b-que 
sauce. When I finally him to lie still in the pan, he quickly fell asleep. He was exhausted.  

I had already preheated the oven, so when I got Tommy to sleep, I went ahead and slid 
him in. Beside him, I stuck Caleb in as well. But not before lightly glazing them both with some 
melted butter. As I waited around for the timer to go off, I made a salad and soup.  

About two hours later, my other babysitter friends began to arrive, one by one. My friend, 
Megan, has been babysitting for about ten years now. She introduced me to the love of it. She 
invited me over to one of her sitting sessions. She had deep-fried them and served them with 
baked potatoes and greens. She explained to me how it all worked, how she became introduced 
to this job, how she became introduced to these parents. She explained how not everyone is fit 
to have kids. But once they’re here, what do you do with them? It would be cruel just to throw 
them out. They’re people, after all. And you can’t leave them on the streets. Crime would 
skyrocket. That’s where we come in. Parents would drop them off for a day of play and fun. 
They would say their goodbyes and go about their lives. We would give them an amazing time, 
and at the end of the day, we would tuck them into our ovens.  

I won’t lie; at first, I was very much against it. I was appalled. I couldn’t believe it. I was 
going to call the police. But Megan talked me down. She told me to eat, and we talked about it 
some more.  

That was about a year ago. Tonight I am hosting.  

 


