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HAPPY 5th WEDDING ANNIVERSARY 

July 12, 2008 

Dearest Elana: 
 
Wow, five years ... what a milestone!  :) And what an amazing, blessed five years it has been 
too. I am so glad that we have had these first five years where it was just us, where we had 
ample time to learn about each other. Each year that passes, I discover new bits & pieces of 
you: your goofiness, your intellect, your  persistence, your emotionality. Our next five together 
will be very different, of course. But I'm excited to see how our genetic code will mix together 
to form the child God has given to us. It'll be very challenging, very fun - and again, something 
new.  
 
I remember the first week of marriage to you - walking around on the cruise ship like I was on a 
cloud. Looking at my wedding ring and thinking: "Wow, I'm actually married. How cool is that!"  
 
Cooler still, those feelings of great elation have never left me. If anything, my feelings are much 
stronger, run deeper now. Looking back, I really appreciate how far we have come.  
 
Love always,  
Husb-N 
  



 
 

Our little family: Elana, Jake & me



FIRST MOTHER'S DAY: May 10, 2009 
 

Now that Jake is living a life outside of your tummy  
Welcome to your first official Mother's Day  

As an honest-to-goodness Mommy!  
 

Though it may seem at times  
That you represent little more right now  

Than milk from a breast  
Remember that Jake is still a baby  

Still growing  
Not yet knowing  

That he will soon love you best.  
 

You are a mother, his mother  
No one other.  

 
You are his mother mild  

The one whose voice he will most depend  
To calm, to soothe, to sing  

The only one to bring  
A true sense of safety, assurance and love  

To our small, helpless child.  
 

You are his mother strong  
To mentor, mold, model, and shape him  

To discipline and to teach  
Good from bad  

Right from wrong.  
 

Our son was a gift from God  
And for many years to come  
You will be a mother to Jake.  

 
A blessing bestowed upon you,  

On us,  
With an all-knowing Wisdom that only one  

Will ever be qualified enough to be a mother for Jake.  
 

Only you, his mother. 



  



Forward 
 

"The LORD gave and the LORD has taken away; may the name of the LORD be praised." 
(Job 1:21, NIV) 

 
So this is the sequel, a part two. 
 
My first book was published back in October 2009, about a month after Jake's 1st birthday. Anyone 

wanting to pick up a copy can still find it on Amazon.com, here. 

Close to five years have passed since that first book, the original Daddy Bent-Legs. A lot has changed 

since then. My wife Elana passed away on August 17th, 2013 about three weeks shy of Jake's 5th 

birthday. 

Elana was first diagnosed with an auto-immune disorder right around the time of Jake's 1st birthday. 

Initially, it was diagnosed as Sjogren's Syndrome. Then another doctor thought it was Lymphedema. For 

the next four years Elana had to take daily doses of Prednisone, a powerful steroid - all the while not 

100% sure of what she was battling. It wasn't until she got really sick - at the beginning of July 2013 - 

that Elana was finally given a correct diagnosis of Lupus. By then, it was already too late. Her liver & 

kidneys had been aggressively attacked by the Lupus and were shutting down. In the end, doctors did 

everything they could to save her but it wasn't quite enough. 

Those last four years were hard on my wife, I know. She already had Arthrogryposis to deal with - a 

disability far greater than my own cerebral palsy. Confined to a motorized wheelchair for pretty much 

her whole life, Elana's body was severely limited. Her new auto-immune troubles and steroid pills just 

piled on top of all that. It really wreaked havoc on her physically: she had even less joint flexibility, 

increased soreness, rashes, bloating, weight-gain. And yet Elana simply carried on as Mommy (full speed 

ahead), rarely complaining about anything. Nothing would hold her back. Nothing could stop her. 

Nothing except a sudden and brutal flare-up of Lupus in the final six weeks of her life. 

This book has been assembled in memory of Elana, a wife & mommy gone too soon. I've compiled the 

very best of my blog posts from www.daddybentlegs.com - including, as well, a small collection of 

Elana's own writings, personal emails and poetry. The first Daddy Bent-Legs ended with an 

acknowledgement and celebration of Jake's first year of life. This sequel picks up with my son at 2 1/2 

years old and carries on until Elana's death, Jake's 5th birthday and another 8 or 9 months beyond. The 

book's end pages commemorate Mother's Day 2014, the first Mother's Day without Mommy. 

Elana & I had an amazing life together, as a disabled married couple and as disabled parents. I always 

hoped we would eventually write a book together too. It would have been nice if Elana & I had a bunch 

more time to cobble something a bit weightier, more substantial. 

http://www.amazon.com/Daddy-Bent-Legs-40-Year-Old-Physically-Disabled/dp/1926676351/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1305751528&sr=8-1
http://www.daddybentlegs.com/


It definitely could've been truly great. Alas, this is all I got. For now, this will have to do. 



 

Me, Jake & Mommy circa Jake's 1st birthday 
 

 
 

 Jake & Mommy. Here Jake is 2 1/2 years old. Thirty-two months, actually :) 
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Since I'm dedicating this book in remembrance of Elana, it's only fitting that my wife - Jake's mommy - 
gets to speak first. The first couple years of Jake's life, I really struggled as a parent sometimes. I was 
frequently tired, run-down and not sure where I best fit in amongst Elana's new Mommy routine. 

I was sleep-deprived, yes. Sometimes just plain lazy. Other times, I lacked confidence. Elana was never 
afraid to confront me and set me straight. This is the letter she wrote me, encouraging me to do better. 
This is Elana, in her own words... 

Don't hold back 

July 18, 2010. 

My dearest Neil, 

When I first fell in love with you, it was because you were fun to be with, you made me feel special and I 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƛǘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƳƛƴǳǘŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦ ¢ƘƻǎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŀǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘǊǳŜ ǘƻŘŀȅΦ {ƘŀǊƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ 

for the past 7 years has been amazing...and having Jake has been the icing on the cake. 

When I was pregnant you were so excited! You bought outfits and toys, chose a name, felt the baby kick, 

took care of me when I was sick, worried about me when I was bleeding and helped me keep my faith 

when we thought we had lost our littƭŜ άǎǇƛŘŜȅΦέ  

When I was in the hospital you stayed with me day and night, you watched over me and Jake, you sat by 

me while I nursed him, and you participated as much as possible with bathing and changing diapers. You 

were a very proud and involved daddy, as well as a very loving and supportive husband. 

When we came home, things slowly started to change. You left the basic duties of caring for Jake to 

me...his baths, diaper changing, feeding, even entertaining him. Sure you were there to help when I 

asked you, but initiating and offering to do these things, with excitement and genuine interest would 

ƘŀǾŜ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ Řƻ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ōȅ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΣ ōǳǘ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊ Ŏŀƴ LΦ L Řƻ 

them by being present during these tasks. That is how I can best be his mom. So when he thinks back he 

will know and remember that I was there. Just think about the ways I would want you to be involved if 

you were an able-bodied man...you can still be involved by making your presence known. That is all Jake 

or I could ever want from you, your time and attention. 

¢ƘŜ ŎŀǊŜ ŀƛŘŜǎ ŀǊŜ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ άŀƛŘέ ǳǎΣ ƴƻǘ ǊŜǇƭŀŎŜ ǳǎΦ ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ WŀƪŜ 

together...nothing is sexier to me than when I see you being involved with him, whether it be taking off 

his shoes or reading him a book, I love it! I wanted to have your child and raise him with you...it hurts 

and frustrates me when I have to do this with an aide rather than my husband, the love of my life.  

LΩǾŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƭƻƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǊŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘȅ ǘƘƛǎ ƘŀǇǇened, why you changed, why you are less involved than 

you could and should be...I think it all comes down to fear. You are afraid of failing, of being less than 

the perfect dad, of not being able to do anything for him until he is 3 years old (your favourite mantra), 



so you withdraw to things that are safe, like the tv and the computer, and leave the majority of the 

baby-raising to me and the aide.  

Let me end by saying that I know things have changed recently...you are trying much harder and I 

appreciate tƘŀǘΦ ²Ƙŀǘ L ǿƛǎƘ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ άǘǊȅέ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎ ƻǊ ǘƘŀǘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ƨǳǎǘ 

άǿŀƴǘέ ǘƻΦ L ǇǊŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ŜȄŀƳƛƴŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŦŜŀǊΣ ŦƛƴŘ ƛǘǎ ǎƻǳǊŎŜΣ ǎǘŀǊŜ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƎƘǘ ƛǘΦ {ƘŀǊŜ 

with me why you are struggling so that I can understand rather than blame. Together we can do this. I 

love you. 

He's holding back, he's hiding 

But what, I can't decide 

Why won't he be the king I know he is 

The king I see inside? 

¢ŀƪŜƴ ŦǊƻƳ ά/ŀƴ ¸ƻǳ CŜŜƭ ǘƘŜ [ƻǾŜ ¢ƻƴƛƎƘǘέ ς The Lion King 

 

  



The following is a blog post that Elana wrote, almost two full months before *my* blog site even 
launched. 

He'll get there 

March 26, 2011 

My two-and-a-half-year-old son was busy scanning the room for his next activity. He quickly looked 

around and settled on the toothbrush in my hand. 

"You want to brush your teeth?", I asked him.  

"Yeah."  

This is his latest word for positive responses...it has recently replaced "okay." 

"Go ask Tita to give you your toothbrush." Pitter, patter and he was off to her room. 

 "'ake up Tita, 'ake up!" 

 "Please Tita can I have my toothbrush?" I asked on his behalf. 

Soon after he came over to me and we brushed our teeth together. It was then that it hit me. A moment 

of clarity in my tenuous parenting journey. Prior to this I had never forced him to brush his teeth, I just 

did it in front of him every day and would occasionally ask him if he wanted to do it too. It had been over 

6 months since he had last said yes, and even then it was more chewing on the toothbrush rather than 

any actual teeth-cleaning. Tonight, though, he was brushing up and down and all around, really getting 

those teeth clean. So what was my great revelation? That just like his previous developments, sitting, 

crawling, walking, talking, he came into tooth brushing on his own accord, in his own time. All I did was 

model the action and provide the opportunity. Could it be that for future progress it might be this easy? 

 Model and opportunity. Model and opportunity. I can almost taste the relief. Trust the process. He will 

find his way when left to discover it. Clarity of speech, politeness, sharing, empathy, reading, writing, 

arithmetic...you name it. He'll get there. 

Now, if only I can hold on to this moment... 

 

 

  



My first official blog post for www.daddybentlegs.com ... 

Thirty -two months 

May 18, 2011 

My son Jake is 32 months old. 

 

Before becoming a father, I never understood why parents still bothered with the "he's / she's so-many-

months" thing once their child got past 18 months. I mean, why not just round down or up to the 

nearest half-year, right...? My son Jake is 2 1/2 years old - I could just say that. 

 

Yah, I could. But I get it now. I get it why parents stubbornly stick with measuring their child's current life 

span in months. It's because each month is so important, so different than the one that came before ... 

or the month to come. Jake is growing up fast. He's learning new stuff every month, every week, every 

day. 

 

I remember when Jake first learned to walk at around 15 months. At fifteen months, Jake was walking 

perfectly. Far better than me on crutches with my bent legs. And certainly better than his Mommy in a 

wheelchair with legs that don't work at all. 

 

It was a strange thing to see our son exceed the physical capabilities of Mommy & Daddy combined at a 

mere 15 months of age! 

 

A few months after that, Jake learned to jump. My legs can't jump - they don't have the power and 

muscle coordination to do that. To jump, the best I can do is push up on my crutches and get a little hop 

or vault that way. Even so, I remember there was a brief period of about two weeks when my little hops 

were actually better than Jake's first attempts. 

 

For two whole weeks, I was a mentor - a "Hop Master" even, wow! 

 

Imagine that. I held the record for two whole weeks.  

 

  

www.daddybentlegs.com


Parents as opportunity-makers, Part 1 

May 20, 2011 

Like me, my wife was born with her physical disability. Elana's disability is far more limiting than mine, 

though. For most of her life, Elana has been stuck in a motorized wheelchair with a disability called 

Arthrogryposis. For whatever reason, there wasn't enough amniotic fluid in her mother's womb - and, as 

a result, Elana was born with bones and cartilage that never properly developed. Elana's legs and arms 

are stiff; her joints almost completely fused. 

 

Her whole life, Elana has had to depend on the hands of others - the hands of her care-aids, hired help 

24/7. My wife cannot get out of bed by herself, cannot go to the bathroom by herself, and cannot have a 

shower or get dressed by herself. Despite my disability (Cerebral Palsy), I can do all of those things fairly 

easily. By myself. 

 

So yah, my wife has more than her fair share of physical limitations. And certainly, that sucks. But really, 

honestly, I am more often amazed (every day) by all of the things Elana *can* do. The fact is, whatever 

Elana can do, she does - nothing much can stop her. 

 

Looking at both of our physical limitations, I'm sure there are a few folks out there weighing the 

practicalities of two disabled people entering into marriage together. For those people, our decision to 

have a baby - to have our son, Jake - must seem like pure insanity. 

 

But we did it, and I'm glad. Best decision ever - on both counts. I never really knew if I'd make a good 

husband or father - and truly, I still have my doubts, sometimes. But with Elana, I was confident. I knew 

100% that she would be a good wife and excellent mother, I just did. 

 

Elana was born to be a mom. Right from Day 1, Elana has strived to be the best Mommy possible. Like 

everything else, Elana has to rely on her care-aids (and other hands) to help care for our son, Jake - but 

again, everything she can do as a Mommy, she does it. 

 

Elana is fond of saying that we, as Jake's parents, are opportunity-makers. Jake doesn't care that his 

Mommy and Daddy are disabled - he just needs us to be his parents, to be present, to be involved in 

everything. Even with all of the extra helping hands, it's amazing to me how readily Jake seeks Elana or 

me out first. Elana can't pick up Jake with her hands, for instance ... but from a very early age, our son 

learned how to hop up on the foot-rests of Elana's wheelchair and then crawl up onto his Mommy's lap 

for comfort. 

 

I can't pick up Jake easily, either. I need to be sitting on a chair or the sofa first. My disabled body, at my 

age, has difficulty going down on & getting up off the floor! But it's an easy adjustment, for both me and 

Jake. And if he needs my help with his coat or shoes, Jake knows to come and sit with me on the sofa, 

rather than go to the floor. Jake is a typical boy, and he is learning to appreciate a bit of rough-housing 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Arthrogryposis


with his Daddy now. But again, not on the floor. We go to the bedroom and wrestle each other on top of 

a cushy king-size mattress. 

 

In everything, Jake just wants to learn, experience and play. I take him to the park and we kick a soccer 

ball around together (...I use a crutch, not my legs). Or Mommy takes Jake to the playground, and even 

though she can't climb up on the equipment with him, Jake is happy just to have us there and to have 

his Mommy & Daddy be his opportunity-makers. 

 

  



Parents as opportunity-makers, Part 2 

May 20, 2011 

Yesterday, we took Jake to Crescent Beach - our first trip to a beach this summer. Elana loves going to 

the beach. When the sun is out and the weather is warm, Elana wants to be outside and near the water. 

 

Crescent Beach is nice. It's not a far drive from where we live, and it's much quieter than the more 

trendy and populated beach at nearby White Rock. Plus, the parking is free and easier to find as well. 

 

Most beaches around Vancouver (on Canada's westcoast) are at least somewhat accessible to people 

with disabilities. Crescent Beach, for example, has a nice paved walkway bordered with a ribbon of grass 

down the entire stretch of beach - so Elana & her wheelchair can move around easily ... as long as she 

sticks to the paved path. The beach itself, though - the actual sandy beach - is not accessible to a 

wheelchair at all. 

 

When we got to the beach, Jake was quite happy to stay on the paved path with Mommy. However, the 

tide was quite far out and, for me, the huge expanse of sand littered with its small, shallow puddles of 

sea water was just too inviting to ignore. 

 

Even for me on crutches, most of the local beaches around here aren't particularly easy to traverse. But I 

looked out at the smooth, flat sandbar stretching out over the horizon and I wanted to get out there. 

But to get out to all of that nice smooth sand, I needed to navigate though a series of obstacles first: the 

rocks, the uneven ground, the drift wood strewn about, and the masses of seaweed and moss. 

 

It's been over a dozen years (at least) since my crutches and I last stood far out on a sandbar. But I'm a 

parent now. I knew Jake would enjoy himself out there - and I wanted to fulfill my role of Daddy, 

Opportunity-Maker. 

 

And so I made my way out to the smooth, wet sand. Elana's care-aid carried Jake out to meet me. And 

just as I expected, Jake had fun hunting for shells and throwing fistfuls of gooey muck. Using a crutch for 

a pen, I etched Jake's name in the sand. It was a momentous occasion. I felt like an astronaut planting a 

flag on the surface of the moon. The care-aid snapped several dozen photos of me and Jake, together. It 

felt great to be out there. 

 

But then I looked back at the shore - looked back at Elana, a tiny speck ... stuck on the paved path, stuck 

in her wheelchair. I felt sad for my wife. I knew that she must have been feeling sad too. But I know that 

Elana wants to be an opportunity-maker for Jake too, always. Even if it means that she has to sacrifice 

her own happiness at times. 



And now, here we have our same trip to Crescent Beach, told from my wife's perspective. Once again, 

this is Elana, in her own words... 

Bound 

May 20, 2011 

Today I feel very wheelchair-bound. 

Sitting in this spot I can see countless rocks and people reclining on logs, all looking out to the sparkling 
water and smooth sand. In the distance I can see three little people exploring, their voices drifting back 
to me among the backdrop of the footsteps of passersby. Even though they are far away, I can 
distinguish some features of the tiniest body out there... his arms and legs and his orange shirt. He is 
throwing rocks into the water. He is with a man and woman who are taking pictures of him and pointing 
out things for him to see and do. The man is his daddy, bent-legged and on crutches but following him 
closely. The woman is crouching beside him, pointing to all the wonderful scenery. She is my care-aid. 
Where is his mommy? Wheelchair-bound. Watching with a smile and moist eyes as slowly they make 
their way towards me hand in hand. My heart swells. My baby is home. 
 
Last year I thought it was hard when a different woman took him down to the water. He was 
crying...didn't like the coolness of the water against his legs. She thought it was good for him. I died a 
little. My sweet baby. I should be the one holding him there, deciding whether or not he was 
comfortable with this new experience. But he didn't need me. Her hands were steady, her feet brought 
him to the water's edge. Not mine. 
 
Today was different. 

"Mommy, come!" 

He implored me to follow him but I could only explain why I couldn't. He looked at my wheels with a 
level of understanding. A few weeks ago it was at a playground. "Mommy, come!" He wanted me to 
climb up on the play structure with him. "Sorry babe, Mommy can't. My legs don't work." He cried and 
asked me a few more times until he gave up and ventured out on his own. A few days ago it was 
changing his diaper. "Mommy, come!" "You want me to change you?" I asked him. "Yeah, Mommy." He 
answered, expecting me to come closer and confused why I wasn't. "Mommy can't change you, Jake, my 
hands don't work." My throat swelled.  
 
I thought it would be easier when he needed me. Asking for me, calling my name, checking to make sure 
I'm nearby. But it's not. I have to force him to connect and cooperate with someone other than his 
mommy, even when he's not ready to do so. But what choice do I have? I'm bound. 

 

  



Tossing aside my disability 

May 26, 2011 

I've gone through a few pairs of crutches in my lifetime. They get beat-up, well-used. I am hard on them. 

 

Growing up with a disability, my crutches have become many different things to me. Yes, my crutches 

help me to walk ... to stay balanced, that is their most obvious function for sure. But they have many 

other uses as well. When I was much younger, they were sometimes just play-things. I would often hand 

a crutch off to a friend and it would instantly transform into a machine gun, a sword, or a robotic arm. I 

personally liked challenging all of my able-bodied friends to jousting matches - I almost always won. It 

was one of the few opportunities I had where I was actually able to demonstrate a slight bit of physical 

superiority over them. And yes, it felt good. 

 

My crutches are also all-purpose tools. I use them as ball-kickers. Or extra-long arm reachers. As handy 

built-in door stops. Or high-in-the-tree apple pickers. You get the idea. I see my them as an extension of 

my physical body. My crutches truly are a wonderful pair of extra appendages. But still, it's weird. For 

everything they have been to me over the years - and for all the times I have depended upon them 

greatly - I sometimes forget I even have them. There are actually many times during the day when I can 

toss my crutches aside, when I don't need to use them. Like walking around the house, for instance, I 

can move around by holding onto walls and furniture. And in those moments, on occasion, I can forget 

about my disability - forget about my crutches altogether. Honestly. 

 

My pattern of forgetting started early, as a young boy. I remember all of the long trips we took as a 

family every summer to visit my grandma & grandpa - a six-hour drive from Vancouver to the Okanagan 

Valley (located in the interior of British Columbia). With our car packed full of luggage and me & my 

sister loaded along for the ride in the backseat, the first part of our trek usually lasted about 1 1/2 hours 

until we reached the small town known as Hope ... to stop for breakfast. My Dad would park at the same 

favorite diner, and we would all get out of the car, stretch our legs, and then head inside for some 

greasy scrambled eggs or pancakes. 

 

That's how all of these trips usually unfolded at the start. One year, though, things went decidedly 

different: I remember. I couldn't wait to get out of the car and enjoy my plate of pancakes and syrup. 

And it was right then, with me getting out of the car for the first time since leaving Vancouver (a full 90 

minutes behind us) that I suddenly remembered what I forgot. 

I forgot to pack my crutches! They were stuck at home, tucked away in my bedroom closet. 

 

Muttering a few quiet curses, Dad directed us all back inside the car to begin the 1 1/2 hour drive back 

home to retrieve my crutches. The pancakes would have to wait. I had forgotten my crutches several 

times before, of course. But getting all the way to the little town of Hope...? That was the worst - far and 

away, the worst. 



Tossing aside my disability, an addendum 

May 26, 2011 

Of course, I wasn't the only one forgetting about my crutches. My parents and sister were often guilty of 

that too. And it's a big part of the reason why I had such a normal childhood. 

 

All of my able-bodied friends, they'd forget as well. I remember that one summer when I was fourteen, 

for instance. My good friend, Sandy, invited me to stay at a cabin with him and his family for a week at 

Boundary Bay. The cabin was right on the beach, and every day, Sandy and his two brothers and sister 

and I would all walk far, far out onto the sandbar looking for crabs trapped in small pools of sea water. 

In the morning, the ocean's tides would retreat for miles, it seemed. We would always wander way, way 

out and wouldn't start heading back until we saw the tide begin to creep in again later in the day. 

 

I liked hunting for the crabs. At first, I tried using the tips of my crutches (...like chopsticks) to catch 

them. I quickly realized that grabbing them with an actual pair of hands was far more efficient. And so I 

threw my crutches down in the usual not-so-careful manner ... then plopped myself down onto the 

sand, and started some bare-handed crab fetching. 

 

I liked this new method of crab hunting much better. It was a lot of fun. So much so, that one day, I just 

left my crutches behind. Yes, I just left them - lying in the sand. It just seemed easier somehow. Though I 

don't really know why. Without crutches, I was a bit hobbled of course - but as long as someone gave 

me an arm to lean on, I managed to move along ok. 

 

But anyway, yah, we apparently stayed out a little too long that day. The tide came back quicker than 

everyone expected, and when I went back to retrieve my crutches from the spot where I had left them, 

they were gone. Washed away by the tide. 

 

The next morning, when the tide was out again, Sandy's entire family conducted an exhaustive search of 

the entire beach. My crutches were eventually found. Sandy spotted them - waterlogged and buried in 

sand, with a small horde of baby crabs crawling all over ... 

 

I remember when I first told Sandy's mom that we had lost my crutches on the beach. I was having fun, I 

said, and we had all lost track of the time and tide. I had forgotten about my crutches, I said. 

 

I remember how dumbfounded Sandy's mom was: "You forgot about your crutches...? How could you 

forget your crutches ?!?" 

  



Here is a post I wrote as a lead-up to Father's Day 2011. 

A Daddy Baptism 

June 4, 2011 

This year will be my third Father's Day. 

 

On my first Father's Day, Jake was nine months old. Though, of course, the first unofficial Father's Day is 

the day my son was born: September 10th, 2008. I remember seeing my son; holding Jake in my arms 

for the very first time. What an amazing moment that was. I was in awe - and in just a few short 

seconds, I felt like a totally different man. My brain experienced a massive chemical shift in a mere 

instant, and I was forever changed. 

I was a father. Wow. 

 

It was like I had died, the old me gone. My son was born, and I was born again as something better. A 

daddy baptism ... that's how it felt, really. Any guys out there who aren't daddies yet won't understand 

me. But as soon as you become a father, you get it. 

 

Jake is my own flesh and blood, a genetic cocktail mixed by God. A gift. Babies are born into the world 

helpless, completely dependent on their parents for survival. It's a huge thing to be responsible for a tiny 

life. And yet it's not a burden - not at all. It's more like a hockey player being counted on to score that 

overtime goal in a Game 7 of the Stanley Cup Final. It's big and important for sure - but it's ultimately a 

responsibility you *want*  ... it's the good kind of adrenaline and pressure. 

 

Having said all that, though, I think most men still end up coming into parenthood at a distinct 

disadvantage when compared to women. It's a generalization, yes - but, on the whole - I think women 

are wired with the kind of innate paternal instincts that a lot of guys simply don't have at the start. My 

wife, for instance, first became excited at the prospect of having a baby almost a full two years before 

she was even pregnant! Whereas me, my excitement didn't ramp-up until the last two weeks of Elana's 

actual pregnancy. 

 

Not only are women gifted with their superior maternal instincts ... but they also get a headstart with 

the whole parent-child bond thing. Carrying around a big tummy for nine months is part of it. So is the 

breastfeeding. The first year, I remember, all Jake did was sleep and eat ... and the bulk of both, he did 

while attached to / laying with Mommy. 

 

Speaking for myself, I didn't exactly know where I fit at first. Some of that can be attributed to always 

having another pair of helping hands to work around. And by that I mean, figuring out how to best fit 

with Elana and all of her 24/7 care-aids. Of course I was already used to having care-aids around, yes. I 

have been married to Elana for eight years, so I should be used to all of that by now, right? 



Adding a baby into the mix is a big change though. Once Jake arrived onto the scene, it was like a whole 

different dynamic for me. I had to get used to fitting in with Elana's new Mommy routine and, by 

extension, the new routines of her care-aids as well. I had to get more in tune with my own physical 

disability too: figure out how much I could take on and how hard I could push myself, before my body 

would push back. 

 

Jake is going to be three years old in another three months. My son is growing up into an active, playful, 

and talkative little boy. No longer a baby, he is far easier for me to handle. I take him out for rides on my 

scooter, we go to the park to play soccer, and we play Xbox together. All really important father-son 

bonding stuff. 

 

After almost three years as a father, I'm finally starting to really ... truly ... absolutely ... and beyond a 

shadow of doubt actually *feel*  like one. I may have officially become a father on the day Jake was born 

but looking back it's obvious that, like my son, I've grown and learned a lot since then. 

 

I'm not just a father, I'm a real Daddy now. 

  



Next, my post for Father's Day 2011 - the actual day.  

Happy Daddy's Day 

June 19, 2011 

I woke up early this morning and found a Father's Day card resting on the keyboard of the computer out 
in the living room. A blue envelope with "Super Daddy" written on the front (...by my wife, of course). At 
thirty-three months, my son is still too young to scrawl that on his own. Nevertheless, it is true that Jake 
does indeed like to say the word "super" a lot these days - it's one of his favorite words that he 
combines with everything. 
 
Anyway, I opened the big blue envelope to discover a big red Elmo on the front of a card with "Happy 
Daddy's Day" inscribed in bold letters on the inside. Elana told me it was a card that Jake picked out all 
by himself. He even managed to scribble a signature (or some semblance of one) on the bottom of the 
card, in pen. 
 
The card also says, 

To the best Daddy in the world... 

I know for certain that Jake is far too young to have an accurate opinion about that. But still, I can't help 

but treasure the card for what it represents. My son is growing up. He can pick out a nice Father's Day 

card all on his own. He can scribble a signature. He is also very good at giving both his Mommy and me 

totally spontaneous hugs now, too. 

 

And pretty soon (in the not-so-distant future), Jake *will*  have an accurate opinion of me as a Daddy. Of 

course about all I can hope for is to maybe, occasionally, measure up to SUPER and WORLD'S BEST 

status. But really - no matter how old Jake gets - I just want my son to always know that I love him and 

that I will be there for him no matter what. 

 

Hopefully, I'll stay worthy enough for all of those spontaneous hugs for many, many years to come. 

  



In this post, I mention that my camera batteries had died and I wasn't able to snap any photo of me & 

Jake on the swing together. My batteries did indeed die, this was true. The photo I've included below is 

from a visit to a different park a few weeks later... 

Picture this 

July 11, 2011 

It was another day at the beach for us yesterday. This time, we went to Kitsilano Beach (aka Kits) in 

downtown Vancouver. 

 

Jake had so much fun at the playground that he didn't want to leave. The sun was gone and all was quite 

dark when we finally did leave. The playground equipment has an accessible wheelchair ramp so Elana 

was able to drive her wheelchair up onto the platform. 

 

And me, I did a couple of things at the playground that I haven't done in over twenty-five years. I swung 

on a swing and I slid down a slide. If I wasn't a Daddy, I probably wouldn't have bothered with either. 

But Jake is almost 3 years old and he is still a little timid of swings for some reason. 

 

So I got on the swing first. It was a big saucer-shaped swing, and when Jake saw me get up into it, he 

was immediately excited. First, he helped push me from behind - giggling the whole time. Then he 

climbed on with me. 

 

Next was the slide. I was a little worried about it, honestly. My body is getting older and a little less 

flexible (over and above the lack of flexibility I already have due to my cerebral palsy). 

 

But, in the end, I couldn't resist my son: "Come, Daddy - come! Slide with me..." 

 

Unfortunately, the batteries of my camera died and we weren't able to take any photos of me on the 

swing or me on the slide. But Jake was still talking all about it afterwards, right up until his bedtime. 

  



Another post from Elana, short but sweet. 

Socks off 

July 29, 2011 

Well, I taught my son how to take off his own socks today and he did it, all by himself! 

"Pull down by the heel," I explained. 

"Oh, heeeel...," he said with awed understanding. 

This may seem very ordinary to you, but to me it's amazing. Not just because he did it for the first time, 

but because I have never, ever been able to take off my own socks and yet, here I am, able to teach him 

how to do it. "Those Who Can, Do; Those Who Can't, Teach." I give that saying a whole new meaning! 

  


