By Josh Katzowitz


Here are two weeks in the life of my wife and I raising our infant twins, Stella and Noah. Three short vignettes equate to a long, but satisfying fortnight. Three short vignettes to create memories that will last a lifetime. 

Saturday, the 3rd: I had a strange dream last night. I dreamed about my kids – I think for the first time – and I guess it makes sense. For the first time since the kids came home from the hospital, I spent an entire day and night away from them. 


Four of them actually. Four days where I couldn’t give them a bath or hold them in my arms or smother their faces with my kisses.  


I drove from Cincinnati through Columbus through Cleveland through Erie, Pa., and through Buffalo to get to Syracuse, N.Y., where I watched my first cousin marry the love of her life.


Logistically, we knew it’d be too tough to bring our family of four – either through the air or while driving alongside two of our Great Lakes (Lake Erie and Lake Ontario). So, I went alone. And dreamt that Stella, less than five months old, had a conversation with me. Noah was sleeping at the time, but Bella talked and talked and talked. About what, I don’t remember. 


But I was far away from home and consciously – and subconsciously, I suppose – I knew it. And I missed my kids. When I returned, the kids looked bigger, and the house looked a little smaller. Luckily, I didn’t have to dream about them any more, because they were right in front of me. 

They didn’t have to say a word.   

Sunday, the 11th: There’s something wonderfully quirky about the way Noah and Stella wake up for their middle-of-the-night bottle feedings. Noah spazzes out. His legs and arms all move at once, he snorts, and he bangs his head from side to side (from my chin to my shoulder) like he’s at a Megadeath show. He tries like hell to keep the light out of his eyes, but he can’t figure out how to keep his hands over his face.


Stella makes the same expression and poses in the same position every night. She puts her right hand behind her head. She puts her left hand under her chin. She looks like Bette Davis posing for a publicity still. And she HATES to wake up in the middle of the night. Just abhors it. 


But sometimes, when they’re done feeding and I’m burping them over my shoulder, they make the sweetest little moaning sounds, the kind you want to bottle up and save for future consumption. 


A few other peccadillos. When I burp him in the middle of his feeding, Noah licks my hand. It’s at once endearing and sort of annoying. She sometimes gets distracted by the light, or she falls asleep while the bottle is between her lips. It’s at once adorable and sort of maddening. 


Sometimes, when I lift them out of their crib and before they’ve awoken to the feeling of me changing their diapers, I hold them on my shoulder and dream in the present. I breathe in the moments I know are so fleeting. I ingest the quirkiness into my lungs, and I try – for as long as possible – not to exhale. They’re quirky, and I never want that to change.  

Saturday the 17th:  I figured I might have a problem, but I didn’t figure it would get this bad. My wife was working, and her mother was upstairs in the in-law suite taking a nap. The twins were chilling on the Play-Mat, looking up at the toys that swung inches in front of their faces. 


I love to read the kids books, and I figured I’d read them one I hadn’t touched in a while, if ever. It’s called “Love You Forever,” and it’s a beautiful story. The book basically follows the life of a mother and son, and in each phase of his life – whether he’s a baby, a toddler, a teenager or a grown man – she waits until he’s asleep, holds him in her arms and sings, “I’ll love you forever/I’ll like you for always/As long as I’m living/My baby you’ll be.”


I knew I was in trouble 30 seconds after I opened the book. 


I don’t get emotional all that often. I’ll have to gulp back a tear or two if I’m watching a sad movie or if I’m moved by powerful writing or if I’m watching somebody successfully overcome personal tragedy. But it doesn’t happen that often. Come to think of it, whenever I listen to the very end of the Dream Theatre song, “A Change of Seasons,” I get emotional because of what the lyrics mean and because I listened to that song so many times while I drove back and forth from the hospital for the six weeks the twins were in the N.I.C.U. 


As I read, though, my voice began to crack and the tears began to flow from my eyes. Noah looked at me, smiled and went back to examining the stuffed octopus in front of him. Bella, though, actually seemed to be paying attention. 


“I’ll love you forever/ I’ll like you for always/As long as I’m living/My baby you’ll be.”


By the time I reached the end of the book, I barely could read it. Tears were streaming down my face as Bella looked at me with anticipation. She wanted to hear the end of it – or, having no idea of what I was saying, she wanted to continue hearing my voice – but I had to calm myself for a moment before I could finish. 


Actually, the Dream Theatre song and “Love You Forever” are eerily similar in what they represent. The circle of life, how much a child means to a parent, how that child transfers their parents’ value to their own children a generation later. 


Sang Dream Theater’s James Labrie: “I sit down with my son/Set to see the Crimson Sunset/(Gather ye rosebuds while ye may)/Many years have come and gone/I’ve lived my life, but now must move on/(Gather ye rosebuds while ye may)/He is my only one/Now that my time has come/Now that my life is done/We look into the sun/Seize the day/And don’t you cry/Now it’s time/To say good-bye/Even though, I’ll be gone/I will live on.”


Wrote Robert Munsch: “I’ll love you forever/ I’ll like you for always/As long as I’m living/My baby you’ll be.”


Before we had the kids, I never would have cried at something like that. Now, I’m a parent. Now, I know that truer words have never been written. Now, I know exactly what they mean. 

