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It started with a text message exchange on WhatsApp.
“I take it you guys are safe from the hurricane,” wrote our oldest son Derreck at three in the afternoon.
“Yes. no issues. How is Gabe doing at school? Have you heard from him?” I replied.
“We are free if you have time to chat,” Lisa texted from the other end of the couch.
Lisa normally spent Sunday afternoons playing indoor volleyball but the A/C was out so she came home.
“I guess I can for a bit. Just settled in to grade for tomorrow's progress reports. Can't be too long,” Derreck replied.
I hit the video call button, not wanting to lose a rare chance to talk to our busy son. But I had forgotten we were in the family group chat. Moments later, instead of just our smiling son, we had both sons and one daughter-in-law, and the beginning of a wide-ranging hour-and-a-half discussion.
We asked about Gabe, our oldest grandchild, now a college student away from home for the first time. Derreck shared a couple of stories.
Gabe had a six-pack of warm Red Bulls and wanted to cool them quickly. So, he turned the refrigerator temperature all the way down. The cans froze and exploded, spraying sticky red juice, which froze on the walls. Gabe grabbed a hammer and chipped away at the red ice with disappointing results. 
Gabe’s first laundry experience also went a bit awry. He washed his clothes and then placed them in the dryer. They came out a bit moist, but no matter, he stuffed the clothes into his laundry bag where they fermented for a few days. 
Listening to Derreck, I realized nothing is more satisfying than watching your kids parent their kids. It’s the best revenge.
