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Chapter One: The Mess 

 

 

Even fourth-graders know when they have a tough teacher, and Mrs. 

Stockard was one of the toughest teachers at Onion Creek Elementary. Kids 
respected Mrs. Stockard because she was tough, but she was fair and most of us 

liked her. I always thought she was very pretty, in an understated brunette way. 

She could also be a stern disciplinarian. When discipline was required, 

we watched as Mrs. Stockard pushed the rowdy student into the hallway, her 

paddle under her arm. The lady also had a kind and compassionate side, as I 

discovered firsthand in the early spring of 1973. 

The early 1970s represented something of a rarified era in our corner of 

the southwestern United States. Those years were a time of great social and 

political upheaval but also of relative safety and security. For those of us with 

parents who could afford them, we had the best toys and games ever created. I 

played with my Evel Knievel Stunt Cycle until it fell apart. We rode our bikes in 

the evenings, a sort of repetitive neighborhood tour that never seemed the same 

twice. Kids in that era had great books and textbooks and in fact, a paperback I 
bought with my allowance that same year sits in my office on a bookcase shelf. 

We even had attractive clothes for school and play, many made with fabrics I 

wouldn’t care to wear today. 

We had time to play, time to enjoy our families, and time to spend by 

ourselves. 

One afternoon in early spring, I found myself spending time alone… in a 

stall in the boy’s restroom. I’d abandoned my friends on the playground and run 
inside, hoping to avert the disaster my tummy was signaling, but I was too late. 

The mess in my underwear was bad enough, but the mess on my bottom was 

clearly unmanageable. I didn’t know what had made me sick, but something 

certainly had. 
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Finally, I did the only thing I could: I pulled my pants up, squeezing and 

smearing my dirty bottom, washed my hands, and headed for the teacher’s 

lounge. Another teacher answered my knock and she found Mrs. Stockard. When 

I explained what had happened, Mrs. Stockard gave me a hug and told me I 

should walk home. I lived about four blocks from the school. 

“Tell your mother you shouldn’t come back until you’re feeling better,” 

she said. “I’ll tell the class you got sick and left school for the day.” Grateful for her 

kindness, I walked down the hall, out the big double doors, and toward the 

sidewalk that would take me home. 

Home was an idyllic place that perfectly matched those idyllic times. My 

parentsh ouse was certainly the nicest in the neighborhood. It sat on a forested 
lot about 50 yards from a mile-long sidewalk that ran to the school playground. 

The house was a split-level. I had a playroom of my own upstairs, my dad had a 

record room with his stereo and albums, and my mom had a sewing room 

downstairs. Dad owned a growing electrical supply company. He was on the road 

most of the time, building up a sales organization in the neighboring states. 

Dad’s job, as I understood it, was to provide the money necessary for my 
mother to run the house. That’s why I knew mom would be home when I turned 

the doorknob. 

What I didn’t know was how she’d react. 

Messy accidents were certainly nothing new for me, although I hadn’t 

really had one since I was in Kindergarten. That event had taken place more than 

four years ago, during the Christmas holidays. By now, it was in the distant past 

and my cousins who witnessed it no longer teased me, although they still called 

me some unpleasant names from time to time. 

Mom was a blonde bantam. She was barely 5 feet tall. My father had 

thought her “the cutest little thing” when they’d met more than a dozen years 

before. What Dad didn’t realize – and probably didn’t realize until Mom died – 

was that Mom possessed genuine inner strength and self-reliance. She’d been a 

candy striper in a hospital for most of her high school years, which had imparted 

to her a sense that she could handle almost anything. After graduation, Mom had 
become one of the best legal secretaries in Onion Creek before Dad snapped her 

up in 1962. I came along a year later, inheriting Mom’s small stature. 

I stood in the back door and called. Mom came at a run from her sewing 

room. 

“Sammy!” Mom was surprised to see me. She always called me ‘Sammy’. I 

was always ‘Sam’ to my father. 
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“I had an accident,” I explained through tears. “I made a mess in my 

pants.” 

Although surprised, Mom walked over and put her arm around me. 

Everything would be okay, she told me. She took me down the hallway to the 
bathroom. Once there, she helped me undress. My shirt was easy enough and I 

pulled it up and over. Mom tossed the shirt into the waiting clothes hamper. She 

untied my shoes and pulled them off, then tugged off the socks. That left my jeans 

and underwear. 

These days, most mothers would consider badly stained white 

underwear a write-off. In those times, when trash was taken out in paper grocery 

sacks and before Ziplocks became popular, heavily soiled underwear would have 
created quite a nuisance. I stepped out of my jeans and mom peeled my 

underwear down and off, wiping me as best she could en route. She had filled the 

sink with warm water and the underwear would be washed out and laundered. 

“What made you sick?” Mom asked. Still crying, I struggled to tell her I 

didn’t know. Obviously, some element of the school lunch had vigorously 

disagreed with me. The lunch had won out and the proof lay soaking in the 

bathroom sink. 

Mom helped me step into the bathtub, then she turned on the shower. 

We’d get the worst of the mess off with the shower spray, she explained, and then 

she’d give me a proper bath to get me clean. 
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Chapter Two: Bath, Bed 

and Beyond 

 

 

The rinsing-off process proceeded well enough, but the bathtub was 
unacceptably dirty when Mom finished spraying me down. She had me step out 

so she could get the tub clean. I sat on the toilet, still crying, and had another 

massive bowel movement. Mom watched me, which I found disconcerting. As a 

nine-year-old, I was certainly accustomed to going to the bathroom by myself. 

I sat on the toilet, trying to wipe myself clean, while Mom began to run a 

bath for me. She picked up the bubble bath on the side of the tub – Soaky was 

popular back then, and the decanter was Alvin the Chipmunk if I remember 

rightly – and dumped a long capful into the running water. 

I stood up and flushed the toilet, then slid into the bubbles. I still 

remember how soothing the warm water felt. Mom paid some attention to my 

ruined underwear, then drained the water from the sink and dropped the wet 

shorts into the hamper. She turned back toward me. 

“Sammy,” Mom told me quietly, “everything’s okay. Stop crying, and just 

soak for a few minutes. I’ll be back.” 

I closed my eyes and leaned back in the bathtub. When Mom came back, 

she had a washcloth in her hand and knelt beside the tub. She soaped my chest, 

then my arms. She worked her way down my belly, my legs, my feet. I’m not sure 

why I enjoyed that bath so much. I know I was upset, and the bath was calming. 

At any rate, my emotions were a good bit calmer… my body, not so much. When 

Mom had me stand up so she could wash my bottom, my wee-wee was standing 

straight out, like a little flagpole. 

I’m sure Mom noticed, but she said nothing. She spun me around and 

went to work on my bottom and the tops of my thighs. She pushed the washcloth 
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into the cleft between my buttocks and elicited a sharp cry from me. I was very 

sore. 

“I’m sorry, honey,” Mom said, adding that she would find some Vaseline 

to put on me. I was standing in the tub, wee-wee still at attention, when Mom 
pulled the plug and the water began to drain. Mom grabbed for a towel and began 

to dry me. When she’d finished, she wrapped the towel around my shoulders and 

had me step out of the tub. I stood on the bathmat for a minute while she found a 

massive jar of Vaseline – the old-style nursery jelly – buried deep in a bathroom 

cabinet. Mom closed the toilet and sat down on the lid, then pulled me across her 

lap. 

Her index finger, coated with Vaseline, found the sore spot deep inside. I 
felt the soothing, cooling sensation of the Vaseline as it spread into me. More than 

anything else, however, I felt cold after the warm bath. 

Mom could feel me shivering. She pulled me up and hugged me close, 

careful not to let her still-slippery index finger touch anything else. 

I was worried and weak-kneed. I think Mom would have carried me to 

my bedroom if she could have. If I had been a little smaller or if she had been a bit 
bigger, I’m sure she would have. As it was, all 64 pounds of me followed her 

across the hall. 

Stacked on my bed along with my pajamas, the waiting diapers were 

quite a shock. A normal kid wouldn’t have known what they were, but I did. 

And my mother knew I knew. 
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Chapter Three: Night of 

Dreams 

 

 

For as long as I could remember, I’d been fascinated by diapers. I’d 
discovered the tall stack of thin Curity diapers in the hall closet when I was about 

four years old and promptly took one to my room. Behind the closed door, I 

spread the diaper on the floor, sat on it fully clothed, and – because I had no idea 

how to fold it or put it on – wound up spreading it carefully on the carpet beneath 

my bed. Mom found it a couple of days later and asked me what a diaper was 

doing beneath my bed. 

I told her I didn’t know anything about it. Mom returned the diaper to 
the stack in the closet, and I admired them from time to time when I thought no 

one was looking. 

As it turned out, Mom knew almost everything I was doing. 

By first grade, I enjoyed helping my friends Lori and Stacy care for their 

dolls… and Stacy promptly told my mother that I enjoyed changing the doll’s 

diapers. 

Once, when I was in second grade, Mom caught me in the baby aisle in 
our local variety store, where I was staring open-mouthed at the colorful boxes of 

Pampers. 

A few days later, Mom walked in while I was taking a bath. I was 

clutching a very large, very wet washcloth to my groin. I was obviously 

pretending it was a diaper. 

“I was just …” I trailed off, realizing how futile an explanation would be. 

“I know what you were doing,” Mom said snappily. 
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In a word, I lusted after diapers, although neither my mother nor I 

understood exactly why. 

I’d spent enough time studying the boxes of Curity flat diapers in the 

department store to know they would fit me, but watching my mother fold them 
and put them on me was a unique experience quite removed from the brief 

instructions on the box. 

“I don’t want you to have an accident in bed, Sammy,” Mom told me, “so 

be a good boy and lie down for me.” Naked and damp, I did as she asked and 

watched her. 

Mom folded one of the thin diapers in half, then folded another into 

thirds and placed the second folded diaper centrally inside the first. She slid the 
stacked diapers beneath me with a practiced movement, covered my groin and 

wee-wee with Mennen® Baby Magic lotion, then pulled the diaper between my 

legs, folded down the front, and pinned it at my waist. 

“I just love the way that smells,” Mom said, wiping her fingers across the 

front of the diaper. Mom used Baby Magic the way some women used perfume. 

She bought the large economy size and refilled the brown bottle in the bathroom 
with regularity. I knew the plastic container with the raised letters quite well. 

The instructions that called for the stuff to be used “at every diaper change.” 

The plastic pants Mom slid on not only fit, but they were also almost too 

big. These were super toddler-sized and because I was small and potty-trained 

when I was about 20 months old, I’d never actually worn them when I was a 

baby. 

I lay on my bed, still naked except for the diaper and plastic pants, and 
suddenly felt quite chilly. Mom dressed me in my warm pajamas, then turned 

down the bed. I slid in. She switched on the television – a little portable black-

and-white atop my dresser – and I watched the last few minutes of a Leave It to 

Beaver episode while she got me something to drink. 

Black cherry Kool-Aid is a much-maligned delicacy, especially when 

you’re deeply thirsty. The uncontrolled bowel movements had depleted my little 

body of fluid, and I wanted to gulp the sugary drink. Mom made sure I sipped it 
instead. I lay in bed, sipping Kool-Aid and watching television, while Mom stood 

at my little desk, folding the rest of the stack of diapers. She left to clean up the 

bathroom and put my clothes in the washer. When Mom returned, I was watching 

the local television station’s afternoon children’s program. 

My mother switched off the television, kissed me on the forehead, and 

told me I should try to sleep. 
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Alone in my bed, I turned on my right side and ran my hands over my 

plastic pants. I could hear kids walking home on the sidewalk beyond our 

backyard. Finally, I put my hands beneath my pillow, closed my eyes, and drifted 

off. 

I awoke with some of the worst tummy pain I’ve had then or since. A few 

things registered as I tried to hang on. It was dark outside, my Mom was talking 

with someone somewhere else in the house, and I felt absolutely awful. I finally 

gave up and filled the diaper. Mercifully, there didn’t seem to be that much left in 

me. The pain in my tummy quickly subsided, but the pain in my bottom grew like 

a sudden white heat. 

I needed no encouragement to begin crying… loudly. 

My plaintive wail brought my mother running. She turned on the bedside 

light, sat down on the covers, and pulled me into her arms. I sobbed like the little 

boy I was. Finally, Mom helped me up and walked me back into the bathroom, 

where she had me lie on the bathmat and slid a towel beneath me. She turned the 

warm water on in the sink and left me for a moment to walk across the hall. She 

brought back a clean diaper and plastic pants from the stack in my bedroom. 

Back at the sink, Mom got a washcloth wringing wet. Kneeling beside me 

on the bathmat, she pulled my pajama bottoms down and off, then turned up the 

bottom edge of my pajama top. She essentially peeled off the plastic pants. I was 

still crying and my bottom was hurting badly. I wanted out of that dirty diaper. 

I’d imagined diaper changes as sweet, cleanly, placid affairs, but this 

particular reality was quite different. 

The smell of the mess I’d made was unpleasant, but not overpowering. 

Mom didn’t even evidence a wrinkled nose. 

“This won’t be a pretty sight,” she said quietly, as she started unpinning 

the diaper. 

Mom took a few minutes to clean me, shushing me all through the 

process. She appeared to study the dirty diaper for a moment, then she dropped 

the washcloth into the diaper and rolled it up, setting the whole bundle on the 

floor atop the plastic pants. 

Mom put her arm beneath my knees, trying to lift my bottom off the 

bathmat. I tried to help as much as I could. She probed me gently, then slid a fresh 

diaper beneath me. I was finally lowered back onto the mat. 

“Baby, I need to put some more Vaseline on your bottom. Stop crying, 

honey… everything’s okay. Mommy is here. This is what mommies do.” 
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I’m not sure which shocked me more: Mom calling me ‘baby’ or calling 

herself ‘mommy’. Mom usually referred to herself as ‘your old Mom’. I hadn’t 

heard her call herself ‘mommy’ since I was very small. I was surprised enough 

that my tears trailed off. 

Mom stood up, found two containers on the bathroom vanity, and 

returned to the bathmat. 

The Vaseline helped almost immediately. Mom washed her hands 

quickly, then returned to the bathmat and opened the Baby Magic container. 

Once again, she spread the pink liquid across my groin and into the folds and 

crevices below. The sensations were very nice, and my little wee-wee was 

suddenly stiff. I turned away, looked to one side and then the other, just to think 

of something else. 

Mom saw my struggle and laughed – a wry sort of laugh that was sweet 

and kindly at the same time. 

“Takes your mind off other things, doesn’t it, baby?” 

“I don’t know why that happens.” 

“Don’t you worry about it.” 

Mom pulled the clean diaper up between my legs and pinned it tightly. 

She dressed me in my pajamas and helped me back to bed. She returned to the 

bathroom to rinse the dirty diaper in the toilet, and I heard the toilet flush. I 

turned toward the wall and tried to go back to sleep. 
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Chapter Four: Tender is 

the Night 

 

 

As a child, I was put to bed without dinner only once - my mother’s way 
of punishing me for not eating enough. I was a very thin little kid, and she 

worried. 

That particular evening in the spring of 1973, I was very glad she didn’t 

make me eat anything for dinner. I knew where the food would end up, and I 

didn’t want to risk yet another visitation from the apparition my mother had 

taken to calling ‘Mr. Messy’. 

I remember feeling a little bit sick, a little embarrassed, and a little 
ashamed as I lay in bed, but I was also almost euphoric. I had no idea why I was 

euphoric, other than the fact that I was wearing a diaper and plastic pants 

beneath my pajamas. Most kids my age would have been beside themselves, but I 

wasn’t most kids. 

I could tell my Mom was happy too. She seemed to revel in providing me 

with such basic, elemental care. For the first time in a long time, she was 

humming to herself as she came into my bedroom and left again. 

I read one of my Civil War books for about 30 minutes, which sufficed to 

make me sleepy. I dozed off with the book still in my hands. I must have slept for 

an hour or more because I only woke when Mom sat down on the side of the bed. 

She said it was nine o’clock and she was going to bed. “I wanted to see 

how you were feeling... and check your pants.” 

We talked for a moment about how I was feeling – better – and about her 
afternoon telephone call with my father. Dad, who had spent the week in the 
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Oregon ‘burbs, would be home on Sunday. Tomorrow was Friday. For the first 

time in several hours, I thought about my class and Mrs. Stockard. 

“Well, I’m sure you realize you can’t go back to school tomorrow,” Mom 

said. “I just want you to rest. We’ll see how you do with food tomorrow morning, 
but I think it’s best that we don’t try to have you eat anything tonight. I brought 

you more Kool-Aid.” 

I thanked her and took several sips. 

Mom stood. She pulled the covers back, pulled my pajama bottoms down, 

and slid her warm hand inside the elastic waistband of the plastic pants. Her 

fingers carefully inspected the front of the diaper I was wearing. 

“You didn’t do anything,” she said. She sounded somewhat disappointed, 

but she was smiling at me. “I wonder if you’re dirty again.” 

I must have blushed in the glow of the nightside lamp, and I’m sure Mom 

could tell she’d embarrassed me. 

If I’d had another accident, I told her, I felt certain I’d have noticed. 

Mom replaced my pajama bottoms and the blanket, ensuring herself that 

I was well tucked in. “If you get sick during the night, come wake me up and I’ll 
help you change.” Her smile told me this was an intentional understatement. 

When I was wet or dirty, she would change my pants. 

Mom kissed my forehead, turned out my bedside light and left the room. 

As a child, I often slept through the night. I really miss that nowadays. 

The last time I slept through the night uninterrupted was in 1987. That particular 

evening, I fell asleep and actually slept for several hours. When I awoke, I felt a 

strong pressure in my bladder. 

Wetting your pants seems like a simple thing to do until you’ve been 

trained not to do it. I tried and tried to relax enough to wet while I lay in bed, but 

I could not. Finally, I got out of bed and started down the hall to my parents  ’

bedroom. While I might be able to get the diaper off and use the toilet on my own, 

I certainly wouldn’t be able to get it back on. 

Mom was sleepily unsympathetic. “You have a diaper on, honey,” she told 

me, turning over. “Use it.” 

I walked back to my room, opened the closet door, and stood inside for 

several minutes. Finally, I tried to imagine myself standing at the urinal in the 

restroom at Onion Creek Elementary. This effort succeeded in producing a trickle 
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from my besieged bladder. The result wasn’t the flood I’d halfway expected, but 

given time, it worked well enough. 

Having soaked the front of the diaper, I crawled back into bed and fell 

back asleep, confident that the plastic pants would keep everything dry. 

Mom got up at her usual time – 7 o’clock – and came in to check on me. I 

managed to stay asleep through her diaper check, but I woke up a bit as she was 

turning the covers back to change me. 

“Do you want me to go to the bathroom?” I asked, still half asleep. 

“I think we’re too late for that,” Mom said. 

“I can lie on the bathmat,” I explained. 

“I want you up here this time.” 

In addition to the usual Vaseline and Baby Magic, Mom had brought in a 

bath towel and two wet washcloths. She slid the towel beneath me, pulled the 

plastic pants down to my knees and unpinned the wet diaper. She tried peeking 

at my bottom. That didn’t work well, so she pulled the wet diaper from beneath 

me and asked me to turn over atop the towel. Mom seemed preoccupied with 

something while she cautiously wiped my bottom. Then she applied more 
Vaseline, taking her time to ensure that the petroleum jelly got to where it would 

do the most good. 

I rolled back over – I still remember the awful sting in my bottom from 

that effort, and I resolved not to roll over again – and Mom used the other warm 

washcloth to wipe my front. She slid a clean diaper beneath me, then squeezed 

Baby Magic into her palm and spread it across my front. 

Suddenly, Mom stopped, as if she’d forgotten something important. 

“I’ll be right back, Sammy.” Mom disappeared into the hallway. I lay 

naked from the waist down on a diaper and tried to think of something else. 

Mom returned a minute or two later with a container of baby powder. I 

cannot remember the brand today, but it wouldn’t surprise me if it was 

Mennen®. We had enough Mennen® products in the house to justify owning 

stock in the company. 

“This will help keep things fresh,” Mom said as she sprinkled powder on. 
As a little cloud of powder formed around me, I was struck by the thought that I 

could enjoy the smell of that stuff forever. 
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Mom pulled the diaper up between my legs, tugging it this way and that 

to ensure that the folds of cloth were properly seated around my thin thighs. I 

watched as she turned down perhaps 6 inches of the front of the diaper, then 

pinned the sides together. The same plastic pants I’d worn all night were slid up 

and over, followed by my pajama bottoms. 

“Now,” Mom said while she was gathering up her wet washcloths, “who’s 

hungry?” 

My appetite had returned, and I told Mom so. She promised to return 

“with a gourmet breakfast fit for a prince.” 

The “gourmet breakfast” turned out to be a small bowl of oatmeal and a 

single piece of toast covered with honey butter. Mom brought the food in on a 
tray with a glass of water and – surprise of surprises – one of my old baby bibs. 

She obviously intended to feed me. 

I let her bib me, although I felt a little silly wearing something I hadn’t 

worn in 5 years or so. The bib was one of those thin vinyl affairs adorned with a 

barn, of all things, and the words “I love my Mommy.” 

Well, that was true enough. 

Patiently, calmly and quietly, Mom spoon-fed me the oatmeal. I had a 

couple of bites dribble down my chin and onto the bib, but I thought I came 

through the whole exercise rather well. Then the piece of honey-buttered toast 

was held up so I could take bite after bite until it was gone. 

Mom went to the bathroom, returned with a warm wet washcloth and 

wiped my face. Satisfied, she offered me the glass of water and I drank it down. 

“I was a kind of nurse once, you know, and I’ll bet ‘Mr. Messy’ is going to 
make another appearance this morning. When he does, you let me know and I’ll 

get you cleaned up.” 

“I will, Mommy,” I said spontaneously. I hadn’t called her ‘Mommy’ since 

I was in Kindergarten. Mom’s face lit up like a Christmas tree and that was 

reward enough to ensure that I would call her that again. 

“When you were a baby,” Mom said, “you always had two dirty diapers 

every day.” 

“I still do.” I meant I still pooped twice a day. 

“Kathy Kassil must be so proud,” Mom laughed. 
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Mom was teasing me. Kathy was a tall, winsome young lady in my fourth-

grade class. She lived a couple of blocks from us. Mom harbored the illusion that 

Kathy was my girlfriend. Kathy’s face was a little oval for my taste, but she was a 

very sweet girl. 

I could hear kids on the sidewalk behind our house, walking to school. 

Mom took the tray and left the room, while I turned over and tried to go back to 

sleep. 
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Chapter Five: Baby By 

Day 

 

 

I was lying in bed about 3 hours later, watching a television game show, 

when my tummy called with a message: ‘Mr. Messy’ would be making another 

visit. Fortunately, this one seemed somewhat scheduled, especially in 

comparison to the last three occasions. 

Mom seemed strangely focused on having me use my diaper rather than 

the toilet. In fact, she refused to take the diaper off so I could poop like a normal 

kid. 

I had thought she’d be thrilled to avoid changing another messy diaper, 

but she seemed insistent. 

What Mom was worried about, as she told me later that summer, was 

blood in my poop. The last two dirty diapers she’d changed had all had blood in 

the contents. While she felt certain the bright, oxygenated blood was coming 

from my bottom, she needed to see my bowel movement to rule out a more 

significant problem. If the blood was indeed contained in my stool, we’d be 

headed to the doctor. 

Like trying to pee while lying down, however, going potty in my pants 
proved problematic. I was hesitant to try, or strain, for fear of causing myself 

more pain, but I wound up straining anyway, to no avail. 

Mom finally provided the solution. She got down on her knees and had 

me get out of bed and put my arms around her neck. Then she grabbed my knees 

and pulled them toward her, which forced me into a sort of squatting position. 

“Now push,” she said. 
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I did. The trick worked. 

Mom told me she was proud of me, and she pulled me close to her so she 

could feel the lump in the seat of my pajamas. She went to get a washcloth, 

leaving me standing in my bedroom. 

Stupidly, I decided to bounce down onto my bed, which smeared the 

lump across the diaper and around my bottom… quite a mess to clean up. 

Mom didn’t seem to mind. She arranged a towel beneath me, then pulled 

down my pajama bottoms and the plastic pants. She was humming again. 

“You’re wet like a boy,” she said when she saw the large yellowish wet 

spot on the front of the diaper. Her comment confused me since I was a boy. I 

didn’t remember wetting and concluded that I’d managed to wet when I was 

squatting. 

“Now,” Mom said as she unpinned the diaper, “let’s see what you did.” 

She spent the next few minutes cleaning and changing me, humming 

most of the time, while I stared at the bedroom ceiling. When she’d finished, she 

dressed me and went to rinse the dirty diaper in the toilet. 

“I’m going to put some things in the washer,” Mom called to me from the 

hallway, “and then I’ll bring you some lunch.” 

Around noon, Mom strode into the bedroom with another tray. She’d 

brought me a toasted cheese sandwich – she was famous for them, she often told 

me – and another glass of Kool-Aid. All in all, a regular meal… except that the 

toasted cheese sandwich had been cut into bite-sized squares. 

Mom tied on my bib and fed me without incident. I found I actually 

enjoyed eating the carefully cut bites from the fork she held. Each bite was 
accompanied by a brief monologue: Here’s a plane coming in for a landing, a 

locomotive going into a tunnel, and so on. 

The only thing missing, I thought, was a baby bottle for the Kool-Aid. Of 

course, I hadn’t used a bottle in years. 

I spent that entire Friday in diapers, most of it in bed, and Mom was so 

kind and attentive that I found myself falling in love with her all over again. I 

know that sounds silly, but I remember having precisely that thought while she 

was changing my pants that afternoon. 

Perhaps more telling, I was already hating the thought of being well 

because it meant Mom would dispense with the baby things. Paradise, once 

obtained, can be a challenge to relinquish. 
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Friday night television helped me focus on other things. There was The 

Brady Bunch, which Mom watched with me, then The Partridge Family and Room 

222, which I watched alone while Mom cleaned house. Finally, she started 

running a bath and asked me to come into the bathroom. 

I stood on the bathmat while Mom undressed me. I watched her pull 

down my pajama bottoms, pull down the plastic pants and unpin the diaper, 

which was again wet. She used the front edge of the diaper to wipe me clean. I 

stepped into the bubble bath and sat down, the pain in my bottom finally 

manageable. Mom sat on the closed toilet and watched me soak. 

At length, Mom grabbed a floating washcloth, knelt by the tub and began 

to bathe me in earnest. This time, she started with my feet, talking about silly 
things… shoes refusing to come untied, socks with holes so big they swallowed 

entire feet. 

Mom’s stories were awfully cute, but perhaps better suited to a younger 

audience. As a candy striper, she told me, she’d helped bathe kids in the hospital, 

and told the same stories to them. 

I giggled when giggling seemed appropriate. 

“Your wee-wee has a mind of its own tonight,” Mom said, washing 

between my legs. I was stiff as a flagpole again. 

“Why does it do that?” I asked. I continued on: “Trent says that happens 

when you think about sex. But I’m not thinking about sex.” Trent was my best 

friend and a font of wisdom on issues relating to the female gender. 

“Trent is God’s gift to women,” Mom said, slightly amused. She touched 

the tip of my nose with her wet forefinger. 

“How do you know what sex is?” Mom asked. She sounded a little 

concerned. The early ‘70s were an age of innocence for most kids like me. 

“I just know,” I said, protesting my intelligence. 

Then, finally, “No, I don’t know.” 

“I’ll find you some books.” 

“But why does it have a mind of its own?” I was genuinely curious. I’d 

first noticed erections when I was about five years old. I vividly remembered my 

jeans becoming a tent as I played Batman with my neighbors Stacy and Lori. 

“That’s natural when you think about girls you like. You’re probably 

thinking about Kathy Kassil.” 
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“I told you, she’s not my girlfriend. She’s just my friend.” 

“Oh. Well, your wee-wee can also get hard when something… feels good. 

Like having your old mom give you a bath. Does that feel good?” 

“Yes.” 

“I’d guess you liked the diaper changes too.” 

I sighed as if I’d just admitted original sin to Reverend Finn at church. 

“Yes,” I said, barely whispering the word. 

There was a pause while Mom washed my chest. For a moment, I thought 

she hadn’t heard my response at all. I giggled when she tickled me. 

A moment later Mom was looking at me, rubbing the washcloth across a 

bar of Ivory soap in a sort of curious massage. 

“Would you like to sleep in a diaper again tonight?” she asked quietly. 

“That can be arranged.” 

I finally nodded, a little overwhelmed. 

“Lean up so I can wash your back.” 

I sat forward in the bathtub. I closed my eyes and kept them closed. 
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Chapter Six: Critical 

Conversation 

 

 

My Dad and my grandfather gave me the same bit of wisdom when I was 

young: 

If you have to tell someone what you’re really thinking, you’re a hopeless 

coward. 

My dad was an entrepreneur, and my grandfather was a very successful 

trial lawyer, so they had different perspectives. I imagine this adage proved true 
for them time and time again. I’m glad I decided to test it when I was nine years 

old. Had I not, I would have missed one of the most extraordinary conversations 

I’d ever have with my Mom. 

That Saturday morning, I sat on the living room carpet, eating cereal and 

watching cartoons. Mom was still asleep, so I had the house to myself. For me, 

there were no real points of interest among the usual cartoon fare since my 

favorite Saturday morning series, The Double Deckers, had wound up the 

preceding September. I contented myself with The Jetsons and ate Cap’n Crunch. 

My pants were dry. Mom had actually gotten up in the middle of the 

night to change me, for fear that, after the relaxing bath, I would sleep the night 

away in a wet diaper. I woke up only part-way. I knew she was there, cleaning 

me, and then I drifted back to sleep. When I awoke, curiosity prompted me to go 

to the utility room and check the diaper in the washer. The cloth was heavy. I’d 
obviously been wet. The slight ammonia smell in the drum of the washer 

reminded me of another time. 

I was puzzled. I hadn’t wet the bed in years, and I didn’t remember 

wetting before I went to sleep. Now, as I sat on the carpet, I tried again to relax 
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and wet my pants… just to see if I could. The effort was successful, but it took 

some time and I finally felt the warmth flooding the front of the diaper. My plastic 

pants protected the carpet. 

As if on cue, Mom appeared in the living room. She always looked so tiny 
and fragile in the mornings, like a fresh blossom still covered with mist. She was 

wearing her usual pale blue housecoat and white slippers. She crossed the carpet 

and stooped to muss my hair. Some minutes later, she returned with a cup of 

instant coffee. I could smell real coffee brewing in the kitchen. Mom sat down 

behind me in Dad’s big recliner. 

“How’s my little boy this morning?” she asked, trying to hide a yawn. 

“Okay. Pretty wet.” I turned back toward her and added, “I need to poop.” 

Mom winced. “You obviously don’t need my permission for that.” 

In all the years I knew my mother, I heard her say the word ‘poop’ 

precisely three times. She preferred the more medically proper bowel movement. 

When I was little, she’d ask me if I’d ‘gone poo-poo’ or if my pants were yucky. 

She avoided ‘poop’ as if it were the worst obscenity. She never said butt,  

preferring bottom or buttocks instead. As a child, the only four-letter word I 

heard her say was darn. 

However, Mom’s careful word choice wasn’t much help to me now. I 

knew a critical conversation was forthcoming, and I dreaded it. I would have to 

give up the diapers. My Dad would be home tomorrow and neither Mom nor I 

wanted him to think his son was backward or something. The strange bond that 

had connected me to my Mom for the past two days would fade away as well. I 

didn’t want that to happen, but I saw no prospect of prolonging the enjoyable 

babyish interlude.  

The more I thought about not needing Mom’s permission to poop, the 

more I decided she was right. If you’re going out, why not go out with a bang? I 

lay down on the carpet and tried to push. After a few moments, the effort bore 

small fruit. 

Lying there, however, I had an epiphany of sorts. If revealing your true 

feelings was the mark of a coward, then perhaps a coward was what I needed to 
be. I abandoned the cereal bowl to the carpet and went to sit in my mother’s lap. I 

hadn’t sat in her lap in a couple of years, but sliding in felt quite natural, even 

with a full diaper. Mom held me there for a few minutes in a warm embrace, 

cuddling me against her chest. I sank into her softness and closed my eyes. I could 

smell the Baby Magic she loved so much. 
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“Mommy.” The word came out as a quiet wail. “I’ve wanted this so long.” 

“So I gathered.” Now it was Mom’s turn to be snappish. In a flash, I saw 

myself sitting in the bathtub, clutching the soaked washcloth like a diaper just as 

Mom walked through the bathroom door. She’d known what I was trying to do. 

Mom held me for another minute or two. I fought the impulse to put my 

thumb into my mouth. The aroma from the kitchen indicated that her coffee was 

finally ready.  

“Give me a minute, honey,” Mom told me, helping me out of her lap. “I’ll 

get my coffee and we’ll talk.”  

I thought I knew what Mom would say. As it turned out, I could not have 

been more mistaken. 

When Mom returned to the recliner, she patted her lap with her free 

hand, inviting me back. I didn’t need more encouragement than that! Instead of 

allowing me to nestle into her, however, Mom kept me sitting upright like I’d 

done as a very small child, while she sipped coffee and talked. However, she 

talked at me as if she were talking to another adult somewhere else in the room… 

not to her son in her lap. 

“When I decided to put a diaper on you after your accident at school,” 

Mom began, “I was just trying to save your bed because I knew you’d be sick 

again. I felt so sorry for you. And, a part of me felt certain you’d… fight me. Or at 

least be very upset.” 

Mom was staring into the depths of the living room, not seeing the 

television, the stairway, or me. I remained quiet. I tried not to move. 

“I know your father would disagree, but I happen to think there’s 
nothing wrong with having someone care for you, even when you don’t really 

need the care. If diapering makes you happy, I’ll do that until you’re old enough to 

do it yourself.” 

At that point in my life, most things happened in the here and now. I 

didn’t understand the “until you’re old enough” reference, and I had never heard 

“diapering.” I looked up at Mom with an expression that must have displayed 

both joy and confusion.  

“Let’s go one step at a time,” Mom said. She obviously sensed that the 

words had tripped me up. “‘Diaper’ is not only a thing. It’s an action. Do you know 

what action words are called?” 

“Verbs,” I said. 
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“Very good,” Mom said, smiling for a moment. “I don’t want you trying to 

diaper yourself or you’ll stick yourself with the pins.” Her assessment of the 

situation was pretty accurate. Having watched her, I knew Mom’s skill wasn’t 

something I could easily attain. 

“I was thinking last night about your next eye operation,” Mom 

continued. “Having you in diapers after your surgery will make everything much 

easier.” 

I had a congenital eye condition that required a rather painful surgery 

every two or three years. At age nine, I’d already had two such surgeries and my 

next procedure was scheduled for early June just after school ended. I’d be in the 

hospital for three days, home with both eyes taped shut for another three or four 
days, and then my activities would be very limited for a further two weeks while 

my eyes healed. I always tried to avoid thinking about the next surgery. Now, I 

quickly realized, there would be some aspect to which I could genuinely look 

forward. 

“I thought I’d buy some flannel and make you some diapers that fit,” 

Mom continued. “We’ll need more plastic pants… some other things too.” Mom’s 
monologue trailed as she sipped her coffee. She was still staring at something far 

away. 

Mom’s words were too sweet to be substantial, and it would take time 

for what she had said to seem real to me. This was the first display of purely 

selfless love I’d actually seen, and one of only a handful I’ve witnessed – from any 

source – in my entire life. I searched for some way to express the boundless 

gratitude I felt, but I felt completely unable to do so. I contented myself with 

kissing her on the cheek. 

I snuggled back into Mom’s small form. Mom’s protracted silence 

allowed me an indulgent few moments. Then she sat me back up in her lap. 

“If you want to be a baby again, Sammy, I can make that happen. I don’t 

understand it, but I can’t see any harm in it. I can provide the care and I’m good at 

it.” Mom said all of this very matter-of-factly and had obviously been thinking 

through our situation. Clearly, my happiness was her paramount concern, but her 

mood grew stern. 

“Now look, Kiddo: I got up in the middle of the night to change your 

pants because I don’t want you to go back to school with a diaper rash. So the 

next time I ask how my little boy is, don’t tell me you’re wet. You get changed 

when I change you.” 
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I suddenly felt like crying. I looked into Mom’s soft blue eyes, which now 

seemed impenetrable. “I’m sorry,” was all I could manage… a pretty weak 

apology. 

“We’ll have other rules, too. If you don’t follow the rules, you’re going 
over my knee. Not when you’re being a baby, because I would never spank a 

baby. When we’re finished, though, I’ll get my paddle and blister your bottom if 

you don’t behave.” 

“Okay, Mommy,” I said quietly. Mom had only spanked me a half-dozen 

times, but I knew her and knew this was no idle threat. For a small person, she 

could punch above her weight. Her punishments always packed quite a whallop.  

I told her I would try very hard to follow whatever rules she set because 

I didn’t want to make her angry when she was doing so much for me.  

Obviously, the promise I made was enough. I got a vague, dreamy smile 

in return.  

A few minutes later, Mom pushed me out of her lap.  

“Let’s go change that dirty diaper,” she said. 
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Chapter Seven: Scotty-

What-ty 

 

Looking back, I’m struck by how a child’s life can literally turn on a dime. 

That Saturday afternoon long ago, I’m not sure if I realized the sort of turn my life 

was about to take, but I was clearly doing my best to prepare for it. 

Just 48 hours before, I’d been sitting in the boy’s restroom stall, 

contemplating the runaway disaster in my pants. Now, I was sitting beside Mom 
in the front seat of her Cutlass, en route to see her childhood friend Joan and 

Joan’s newest baby. For the outing, Mom had dressed me in regular underwear. 

Mom and Joan had grown up as next-door neighbors and were best 

friends in high school. Joan, like Mom, had been a hospital candy striper. Joan had 

married Jerry and they began having children almost immediately thereafter. 

Joan, Jerry, and their kids all called Mom ‘Karo’ like Karo syrup, which 

was a kitchen staple for decades. Mom’s name was Karen, but she’d been Karo to 
Joan since they were little kids. I never heard another relative or friend call Mom 

that nickname… not even Grandma and Grandpa. Shelly and Susan called Mom 

‘Aunt Karo’ and Mom referred to Joan as ‘Aunt Joanie’. 

Joanie’s eldest daughter, Susan, was now twelve years old… and never 

let anyone forget it. The last time the three of us were shooting hoops in her 

driveway, Susan referred to her sister Shelly and I as ‘tots’. 

Shelly was at least bearable. We’d lived next door when we were little 
and as babies, Shelly and I used to take baths together. Susan had once dumped 

an entire container of baby powder over me while Joanie was diapering me. 

Shelly was a classmate, so she was immediately suspect. Anything that 

involved me at school would no doubt be communicated back to Joanie, who 

would then tell Mom. I couldn’t win. 
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I understand today that little Scotty, Joanie’s newborn son and Jerry’s 

final issue, was likely an accident. At the time, however, I didn’t realize that most 

parents thought two children were an elegant sufficiency. Nor did I realize that 

most parents didn’t allow nearly a decade to elapse between the birth of one 
child and the birth of another. Mom had been at the hospital when Scotty came 

into the world and the baby was now about 3 weeks old. 

Mom had promised she’d treat me like a baby, but she clearly expected 

me to act like one. Since I had no clue what a baby thought, what a baby did, or 

how a baby acted, I was happy for the opportunity to learn. 

Our visit would not be without its challenges. Insufferable Susan met us 

at the door. Susan had a diaper draped across her left shoulder. Joanie was in the 

family room with the baby and was eager for Mom to see little Scotty. 

As we headed down the long hallway I managed to ask Mom, “Why does 

Susan have a diaper on her shoulder?” 

Mom’s succinct reply: “Babies spit up a lot.” 

Joanie had just finished feeding the baby when we walked in. Joanie 

handed Scotty off to Mom like a tightly swaddled football. Susan took the diaper 
from her shoulder and gave it to Mom, so Mom was off to the races. She held 

Scotty over her shoulder and rhythmically patted his back. 

Scotty offered a couple of huge eructations but held most of his gorge. I 

watched the baby closely. If Mom hadn’t had the diaper across her shoulder, her 

blouse would have been adorned with copious quantities of milk and saliva. 

While I thought actual burping would be a piece of cake, I wondered if I could spit 

up like Scotty. I admired the little boy from the start. 

Mom sat down with the baby, and I stood next to her chair so I could 

study Scotty. He seemed quite active for a sleeping baby. His facial expression 

changed completely several times a minute, and his arms and legs wriggled 

constantly. 

Shelly wandered in and asked how I was feeling. Mrs. Stockard had 

indeed told our class that I’d become ill and had gone home on Thursday 

afternoon. I replied that I was fine. I’d just had an upset tummy and had gotten 
over it. Mom laughed quietly for my benefit. I doubt she thought I’d provided 

Shelly with an appropriate description of the course of my illness. 

About 10 minutes went by, and the baby continued to sleep in Mom’s 

arms. “I think someone’s sitting on his milk,” Mom said, which I found 



The Candy Stripers 

Page 35 

unexpectedly funny. Susan moved to take the baby – a changing table stood 

across the room – but Mom wanted to be Mom. 

“I think I can manage,” Mom said to Susan. She stood up with little Scotty, 

walked across to the changer, and laid the baby flat on the padded top. I followed 

to watch. 

Mom unbundled Scotty and unzipped his little powder-blue sleeper. She 

extracted the baby ’s left leg, then his right, then folded the bottom half of the 

sleeper beneath Scotty’s back to keep it clean. I noticed that Scotty’s diaper 

looked nothing at all like the ones she’d used for me. 

“Pampers,” Susan said brightly. “They’re great.” She handed Mom a 

Pampers from the box on the changing table shelf, and Mom pulled the diaper 
open to see how it was made. Back in 1973, Pampers were a simple wing-fold 

affair and only tape tabs separated this version from the first-generation 

disposable diapers. No diaper pins were needed. 

I loved the brightly colored box art. In fact, Pampers packaging made 

such an impression on me that I might well have become a packaging designer. 

While Mom studied the diaper, I studied the box… particularly, the fact that 

Pampers were now available in various sizes. 

“Scotty What-ty, Scotty What-ty, whoo whoo whoo!” 

Mom’s improvisational musical tribute caught me off guard. I had seldom 

seen her so animated. She certainly hadn’t been a live wire when she was 

changing me. 

I put the box of diapers back on the changer and watched as Mom 

untaped the Pampers. Having no younger siblings or cousins, I had no idea what 
to expect. The last time I’d watched Mom change a diaper, about four hours ago, 

I’d been in the diaper. 

“Scotty What-ty, Potty What-ty, what did you do?” Mom continued to 

sing. 

Scotty, of course, had no idea of the vaudeville act being performed for 

his benefit by the petite blonde bombshell that was my mother. 

Mom dipped a cotton ball in the small bowl of water on the changing 
table and began to wipe the baby’s bottom. Scotty’s bright yellow poop required 

quite a few cotton balls. Then Mom worked her way around to the baby’s front, 

and I watched as a stream of urine squirted into the already-wet Pampers. 


