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Dear Slim (my nickname for 
you),

I am two years, nine months 
and nine days old today, 
December 10. You can call me 
Mya. When we go to see 
grandparents who live out there 
in the sticks, I promptly say “Do 
you have any toys?” I throw a 
ball left handed like Daddy. My 
sister, Mars, is the leading 
scorer-time and time again-on 
her basketball team. And then 
there’s Mom, who was voted 
“World’s Best Mommy.”It’s 
quite official, you know. All 
three votes were counted 

carefully. Mommy spreads the 
word that I’m stubborn; of all the 
things to say about a charming 
little toddler, even though I do 
have a mind of my own. (Some 
folks refer to this as the 
““terrible twos”.) I had hoped to 
write a bunch more stuff, but it’s 
nearly Wednesday and you need 
this message by Thursday. It’s 
getting later and Grand-mom, 
with her fractured foot from the 
ice-storm, is getting all tired out. 
We’ll shut this down. Bye for 
now. 

Great Blessing Upon You, 
Mya Hale


