NUTRITION FOR BODY, MIND AND SPIRIT

PEEBA
Craig Anderson, DC
When my granddaughter, Jacyie, first started talking, she called me Bampa, a mangled version of Grampie.  Then all the grandparents and great grandparents came for Christmas and that confused her terribly so she started calling me Playba.  When she wanted someone to play with her she would say playbame and I would play with her hence she called me Playba.  Recently she has changed it to Peeba.  Don’t ask me where that came from, probably a contraction.  I can say, “Bring Grampie the ball,” and she will say “Peeba.”  She is now 21 months old.
When my daughter, an Airman in the Air National Guard military police (security forces), was pregnant her unit got sent to Iraq and when she came off maternity leave, she was put on active duty state side for a year.  Hence my wife and I took a very active role in my granddaughter’s care.  For a year I became the go to guy for baths and my wife for nap and sleep time. During this time I relearned the whimsical child art of play.  I have become the king of soap bubble blowing. I can bounce the same bubble off the wand 10 times.
When we are young we are often told to “grow up.”  “Don’t act childish.”   Yet there are many good lessons we can learn from a child.  When we grow up we often get so involved in making a living or putting bread on the table that we lose that sense of curiosity and fun we had when we were young.  Children have a magical sense of wonder, amazement and excitement about life.  
A special TV show Jaycie likes has a lady with a group of kids who do five minutes of “kiddie exercises.”  Well the day I watched the lady had them spin like tornadoes, clap like thunder, howl like the wind and flutter their fingers down like rain.  That night I walked into the dining room where my grand daughter was playing and some one left a light on that back lighted her and gave the patio doors a full length mirror effect.  I don’t think she’d ever seen herself in a full length mirror before.  She stood there,  looking at her self for a minute then suddenly unprompted she noiselessly jumps into her exercise: spinning like a little tornado, clapping her hands hard and loud like thunder, howling like the wind and fluttering her fingers down like rain with all the motions.  No one told her to do that.  She was just having spontaneous fun.  I often ask people, when trying to get a sense of what they do in their life, what they do for fun.  You would be surprised at the number of people who say, “I don’t have time for fun.”  Dare to be a kid again.  Have some fun.
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