
DEAR ABBY: I’m a sopho-
more at a religious university that
is well-regarded in both secular
and religious circles. I came here
to become a doctor because the
pre-med program has an outstand-
ing acceptance rate to
medical school.

However, in my third
quarter I took a religious
studies course and fell in
love with the depart-
ment. I’d like to pursue a
career in this field, per-
haps as a professor. I
have an excellent grade-
point average and am
working three jobs. My
problem is that my par-
ents are not supportive. They say
I’m being impractical and will end
up working in a fast-food restau-
rant for the rest of my life.
Becoming a doctor no longer
interests me. How can I convince
them that I can major in religious
studies and not live in poverty? —
CALIFORNIA REBEL

DEAR REBEL: You should-
n’t pursue a career in medicine
unless your heart is in it because if
it isn’t, you won’t make a very
good doctor. Unless you plan to
take a vow of poverty, a career in

religion doesn’t mean you’ll end
up living hand-to-mouth. While
money is important, it’s more
important that you devote your
life to something that gives you
emotional gratification.

DEAR ABBY: As a
divorced dad, I’m hop-
ing you’ll address a
problem I have encoun-
tered in trying to co-par-
ent my children. My
daughters are often
invited to parties and
sleepovers, which some-
times happen during my
parenting time, as well
as during my ex-wife’s
parenting time. The

invitations to these events, how-
ever, are almost always sent to my
ex-wife’s home or email address.

Aside from the problems that
have occurred because the infor-
mation wasn’t forwarded to me in
a timely manner, I think it’s sexist
for invitations to be sent only to
the mother. It reinforces the out-
dated notion that a  father can’t be
an active parent. Would you please
remind your readers that the most
appropriate way of inviting a child
who has two households is to send
the invitation to BOTH parents?

— MODERN DAD
DEAR MODERN DAD: I

think you have delivered that mes-
sage. However, if not every reader
takes it to heart, make a point of
discussing with your ex-wife what
activities may have been sched-
uled for your daughters while
they’re with you. That way they
won’t miss out on anything.

DEAR ABBY: I was recently
diagnosed with a cancerous tumor
on my tongue that has made it
extremely difficult and painful to
talk. The problem is I don’t know
how to handle encounters with
strangers in public places – i.e.,
stores, libraries, etc. I have always
been courteous, but now I can do
no more than nod. What do you
suggest? — SUDDENLY SILENT

DEAR SUDDENLY
SILENT: Make eye contact with
the people you would normally
greet verbally and give them a
smile as you are already doing. If
someone tries to engage you in
conversation, point to your throat,
shake you head “no,” and mouth
the words “can’t talk.” If you feel
further explanation is necessary,
have cards printed that state, “I am
unable to speak.” That way, no
one should take offense.

Whitney (born May 1997) is an intelligent girl who makes friends
easily. With some encouragement to turn in assignments, she does very
well in school. Whitney enjoys sports, particularly volleyball and bas-
ketball. She plays on her school volleyball team. The physical exercise
and team dynamics are good for Whitney.

She talks about being a vegetarian, however, she is just not ready to
“give up meat products” yet. Right after discussing the idea of being a
vegetarian, she states that her favorite food is nachos and all Mexican
food. Whitney enjoys attending a Christian church with her foster fam-
ily and participating in her church youth group. Whitney wants to be
adopted and states that “adoption and being part of a forever family is
a goal for her life.”

Another goal for Whitney is to join the Army. She is interested in a
military career. She would prefer an African-American family with
younger siblings, and a dog (she says no cats, please).

Are you the loving, forever family that this young lady needs?
— For more information, call the Family Enrichment Center-Adop-

tion Resource Program at 842-9032 or 866-842-9032, or contact Jen-
nifer Cochran at Jennifer.Cochran@ky.gov, Special Needs Adoption,
275 E. Main St., 3C-E, Frankfort, KY 40621, 502-564-2147, ext. 4493,
800-928-4303.
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Foster children in need of permanent homes. 
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I really like my pediatrician.
Well, not my pediatrician.

He is my son’s pediatrician. I
see an adult doctor. Or ... a doc-
tor for adults. 

You get my point.
I do wish doctors for adults

offered stickers or balloons at
the end of the visit. That would
be fantastic. I certainly could
have used a cool Strawberry
Shortcake or Wonderwoman
sticker at the end of my last
blood draw. Or at least a car-
toon Band-Aid. All I got was
boring white tape and gauze.

So not worth it.
I like my son’s pediatrician

for all of the obvious reasons,
his medical expertise probably
being the No. 1 reason, and rightfully so.
I also like him because he is nice to my
son without being coddling. He gives him
tongue depressors and calls him “Bubba
Man.” His nurse is super, duper nice to us
and always so pleasant.   

I also appreciate our pedia-
trician because he talks me
down when I start to get a little,
well, me.

Let me explain.
I am a lawyer by trade.

Those years of legal education
retooled my brain to think like
a lawyer. Which is the point of
the training. The entire first
year is spent trying to develop a
thought process that identifies,
analyzes and resolves prob-
lems. Unfortunately, law pro-
fessors do not really teach you
how to turn off the lawyerly
way of thinking when you are
not billing hours.

This reworking of my brain
causes me to be a bit, shall we

say, analytical. I like to question why
things occur. I could be accused of over-
thinking some things. Or a lot of things.  

OK, all things.  
Way to go, professors. You definitely

succeeded.

I have, on occasion, cross-examined
my kiddos. Informally, of course. It’s not
like we have a witness box and judicial
bench in my house. That would be a little
weird. Or a little awesome.  

Depends on whom you ask.
When it comes to my son’s health, I

like to be informed and I tend to ask a lot
of questions. Little things worry me. The
first time my son fell and busted his lip, I
called the on-call pediatrician. In my
defense, there was blood and his lip
looked funny. Also, in my defense, I am
not a medical doctor, so funny-looking
lips could very well be signs of a more
serious condition. It is better to be safe
than sorry, right?  

I did later realize that a busted lip is not
an emergent thing. I only have called the
on-call pediatrician a few times, but they
all seemed like very important reasons at
the time. You know, first-time parenting
is a learn-as-you-go kind of practice.  

I really should send some thank-you
cookies to my pediatrician’s office for
taking my calls.

Oooh, cookies ... that would also be an
awesome treat at the end of a medical
visit.

Anyway, you see why someone tem-
pering my reactive instincts is a good
thing.

The last time I took my son in for a
visit, as we were walking in he said he
wanted to be a doctor when he grows up.
I told him he can be anything he wants to
be.  

The visit went well until blood work

was ordered. My son does not like nee-
dles. Who can blame him? I don’t care for
them, either. Unfortunately, needles are a
necessary part of blood work.  

We went to the lab and he was fine
until he was walking into the blood draw
room. A little boy a few years older than
him was coming out. He looked at my
son and said, “Don’t worry, it only hurts
a little bit. You can be brave, like me.”
Sniffle, sniffle.

Oh, dear.
My son looked up at me and his lip

started to tremble. During the blood draw
he kept saying things like, “I want my
blood back!” and “I can’t take it!”  

But he could take it and he felt proud
afterwards. He kept showing everyone
his Daffy Duck Band-Aid. And his stick-
ers.

Again, just saying. Cool stickers and
colorful Band-Aids are fun for all ages.  

When he is a doctor, I will have to
remind him of that fact.

— Jennifer Brinkley is an adoptive
parent and stepmother in Bowling Green.
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