Wisdom and Innocence

What a Judge and a Baby Taught Us about Pursuing Perfection

Like a tin can of slimy sardines, we began our journey squeezed into one vehicle.
Four adults, one baby, and luggage for five, we traversed two-lane curvy roads and miles
of flat, boring highway. Despite cramped quarters, stiff backs, and the need for
refreshment, our trek northward was ordinary—until we arrived.

The reason for this journey was our daughter. Just three months earlier, we
followed a similar route to bring this precious two-day-old girl home. Our return to her
birthplace symbolized the culmination of a dream fulfilled. To finalize her adoption, we
returned to the county where she was born. As adoptive parents, we had to stand before a
judge and declare our continual love, protection, and support. It was a day of celebration
as well as nervous anticipation.

In our effarts to get ready for the one-day drive, my detail-loving husband
carefully plotted mile-by-mile directions to the courthouse. Every curve and bend was
highlighted in yellow ink. As a new mother who would be standing before a judge to
present her child, my priorities were more feminine and vain. After hours of searching
for children’s clothes at the local mall, my daughter and I were rewarded. A white
romper dotted with delicate, pink rosebuds made of soft, snuggl}j cotton was the perfect
choice. With travel and clothing particulars checked off our list, we felt confident that
every aspect of our trip had been flawlessly planned. Thus, with my parents in tow as

official witnesses, we headed out of town.



Although the four-hour ride was uneventful, no amount of planning could have
prepared us for events that would occur inside the courtroom. We opened the courtroom
doors and entered at precisely the correct time and settled into our seats. As my petite
darling nestled in my arms, I proudly admired her in the delicate rosebud romper.
Looking so sweet and smelling of lavender-scented lotion, her aqua eyes gleamed. She
smiled and cooed as I returned her gaze with a grin. Surreal and relaxing, this dreamy
moment prompted time to stand still. For as much as I was enjoying it, my daughter
decided she needed to flee from it! Unexpectedly, her soft coo was replaced by a force
of air that echoed against the darkly paneled walls. For her, it was the sound of relief.
For us, it was stunned disbelief! As my hands cuddled her, a warm mush filled her
diaper. Panic struck. I took in a breath of air and gasped, “Oh, what am I going to do?”
My mind flooded with questions. Should I change her diaper now or wait? Do I leave
and find the restroom? Would the judge return before I would?

My husband and I exchanged glances. “Go back there," he urged pointing to an
area just behind the last row of stadium-style seats. There was enough space to change
her diaper.

"Here, here!" he yelled as he moved to the back of the courtroom nearly tripping
over his size 13 feet. Feeling dampness seep through her rosebud outfit, I jostled her in
my arms, quickly stood and followed him. Down we went with Ehe deft precision of
trained wrestlers. Akin to sharing one mind, we instinctively knew our plan. After |
unsnapped her romper, he snatched the diaper away. Just as my husband triumphantly

raised the odorous diaper into the air, we heard a door open behind the judge’s bench.






